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Now, at long last, it is Christinas Eve. The stores are
closed —well, most of them— and here we are, in the beauty of
this special place, quiet and peaceful at last. The hectic
shopping, the frantic preparations, the frenzied running about,
are all behind us. Even the excitement which gripped us as we
came to the church this evening has now been soothed and hushed.
Familiar carols, moments of prayer, and the centuries old story
of that first Christmas have stilled our fevered pace and brought
us to the calm serenity of this moment.

Calm, perhaps, except for one nagging question, "Have We
Forgotten Anyone?" I can not tell you how many times those words
have flitted through my mind these last few weeks. As we got out
our Christmas cards, "Have we forgotten anyone?" As we did our
Christmas shopping, "Have we forgotten anyone?" Let me tell you,
Santa Clause is a piker. According to that well-known song,
"he's makin' a list and checkin' it twice" —well I must have

checked mine ten times at least. And yet those same questions
keep running 'round and 'round my brains "Have we forgotten
anyone?" "Did we get something for everyone?" "Has anyone been
left out?"

Some psychologists say that, when we leave someone out, it
is because we did not want to give them anything anyway. But I
do not buy that. Sometimes the most obvious people, the ones
we are really fond of, get overlooked. And we are not only
embarrassed; we are genuinely sorry.

Let me tell you a story to illustrate ay point. It is the
story of a party. A very special party. Special, first, because
it is a birthday party, and those are always special. And
special, too, because it was the birthday of a king.

In many ways, it was a splendid party, as grand as any you
have ever seen. All kinds of people were there: young and old;
rich and poor; white, black, brown, and yellow. The place which
housed the party was beautifully decorated with pretty lights,
and fancy flowers, and lovely ornaments. And there was music
playing, and people singing, and all sorts of wonderful things to
eat. And there were presents —lots of presents. And laughter.
And everyone was having a marvelous time. Everyone, that is,
except the king.

You see, it was his party, and the guests were his friends.
But no one even seemed to notice he was there. Everyone was








