
“And she brought forth her firstborn son, and wrapped him in swaddling clothes, and laid him in a 

manger; because there was no room for them in the inn.”  

‒‒ Luke 2:7 

 

“And when he had made a scourge of small cords, he drove them all out of the temple, and the sheep, 

and the oxen; and poured out the changers' money, and overthrew the tables.” 

‒‒ John 2:15 

 

“And all they in the synagogue, when they heard these things, were filled with wrath, And rose up, 

and thrust him out of the city, and led him unto the brow of the hill whereon their city was built, that 

they might cast him down headlong.”  

‒‒ Luke 4:28-29 

 

“And Jesus saith unto him, The foxes have holes, and the birds of the air have nests; but the Son of man 

hath not where to lay his head.”  

‒‒ Matthew 8:20 

 

“Then the Pharisees went out, and held a council against him, how they might destroy him.”  

‒‒ Matthew 12:14 

 

“But they cried out, Away with him, away with him, crucify him. Pilate saith unto them, Shall I 

crucify your King? The chief priests answered, We have no king but Caesar.”  

‒‒ John 19:15 

    

    

Born to DieBorn to DieBorn to DieBorn to Die    
 

Oh, born to die!  He came unto His own, 

His own received Him not, time and again. 

From birth to death He suffered, all alone, 

No room in Bethlehem for Sovereign’s reign. 

Amongst the merchants’ tables was no place 

For Him to dwell within His Father’s house; 

Almost pushed o’er the edge down on cliff’s base 

‒ The Word in synagogue their wrath aroused. 

No room among the teachers of His day; 

Man’s Son could find no place to lay His head. 

No room for Sabbath’s care along His way 

‒ Man’s cold traditions, merciless and dead. 

The cross, the proffered place, there hung on high, 

Where He belonged, for He was born to die. 

 
‒‒ By Mallory Patrick 

 


