
December 2: Offering (Christmas Version) by Paul Baloche 

Pray: Jesus, I fall on my knees and bow before you, the humble Prince of Peace. I bring an 

offering of worship to you my King. No one on earth deserves the praises that I bring. Jesus, 

may You receive the honor that you’re due. O Lord, I bring an offering to You. Amen. 

Read: “Ascribe to the Lord the glory due his name; bring an offering and come into his 

courts.  Worship the Lord in the splendor of his holiness; tremble before him, all the earth.” Psalm 

96:8-9 

Christmas carols have been a part of my Christmas traditions since as long as I can remember. They are 

like old friends who both warm my heart and provide me with joy-filled memories. But their familiarity 

often distracts me from pondering the deeper meaning of their lyrics. I sing without my heart and mind 

being centered on the reason for my praise. On one hand, I love that the season has Jesus being 

glorified through music everywhere I go. But on the other, it frustrates me that I find it easier to say 

“aw” to the baby than “awe” to the Christ. I want my heart to fully participate in the wonder of the 

miracle and to find a fresh joy of Christmas not rooted in what I get but what I give.  

Offering by Paul Baloche touches my heart and my mind in ways that immediately usher me into the 

presence of Jesus and help me “bring an offering of worship to my King.” From the beautiful music to 

the simple yet profound words, I find my hands spontaneously turn palms upward as I sing. I give 

myself and my praise with those open hands. The words become my prayer. I love the effortlessness of 

how Offering becomes my own offering to the humble Prince of Peace. I want to give Him the honor 

that He is due and as I visualize His throne, I also realize how very mortal I am. How can I stand in the 

presence of the Holy One of Heaven? It is indeed by His mercy and only by His blood. As I 

contemplate these amazing truths, my voice begins to falter.  Soon I find I am choked up and the words 

are harder if not impossible to sing. I often have to let my upraised hands give to Him what my voice 

fails to give, but as the music fades I know I have given an offering to my Jesus. I have participated in 

the wonder of the miracle and the joy of Christmas. 

I pray that you, too, will give Him your offering. No one else deserves the praises that we sing. 

-- Sharon Fitzpatrick 

 

 


