
 
a tumbledown stable.

They caught their breath. Then quietly, they tiptoed inside.
They knelt on the dirt floor. They had heard about this 

Promised Child and now he was here. Heaven’s Son. The 
Maker of the Stars. A baby sleeping in his mother’s arms.

This baby would be like that bright star  
shining in the sky that night.  
A Light to light up the whole  
world. Chasing away  
darkness. Helping  
people to see.

And the darker  
the night got, the  
brighter the star  
would shine.
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The King of all kings
The story of the three Wise Men, from Matthew 2

Far away, in the East, three clever men saw the very 
same star. The star that God had put in the sky when 
Jesus was born. They knew it was a sign. A baby king 
had been born.

They had been waiting for this star. They knew it 
would come.

“He’s here!” they shouted. “He’s here!” (And I’m sure 
if you’d been there, you would have heard them laughing 
and dancing and singing until the sun came up!)

At dawn, they packed up their camels and wrapped 
gifts for the baby. They brought their most precious  
treasures of all: frankincense, gold, and myrrh. Special, 
sparkly, lovely-smelling, gleaming things — just right  
for a king.
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