Jesus Was a 

Project Kid

By: Mica Williamson

The treasure of this aching world

Young Mary in her womb did hold

Yet Joseph’s pocket ran hollow of coin

And Mary’s hands were not draped in gold

Down Bethlehem’s road as Christ did come

Frantic from house to inn

As Mary labored and Joseph searched

They made no room for Him

And as these homes did slam and shut

Heaven’s doors did open wide

And to the earth our Christ did come

With lowly beasts feeding at his side

So you see as this Savior was born

God’s greeting of hope He bid

Yet His kingdom was that of a stable barn

…yes, Jesus was a project kid

He was brought to life amongst feed and hay

Certainly far from the rich man’s domain

Yet poor as He be, God led the wise

And to his side they came

Extravagant rulers from far off lands

Yearning to meet their king

The shepherds came from distant hills

For they too heard the angels sing

“Glory to God on the Highest”

“Peace on earth” He bid

For His son our Lord possessed no crown

….yes, Jesus was a project kid

As Jesus grew, becoming a man

He traveled the lands to teach

From cave to wilderness, he’d roam and rest

All the while God’s word he’d preach

He’d preach of love and kindness,

Of forgiveness and of grace

The importance of “judging not”

No matter your dwelling place

The woman at the well for one

Or the widow and her mite

The blind beggar at the city gate

Who was given back his sight

Yes Jesus even loved the leper

Hideous for the world to see

He even dined the tax collector

And with Zaccheus from the tree

No matter their appearance,

Height, fortune or wage

Christ loved man not for what he owned

But for what he freely gave

He spoke, of the camel and the needle's eye

‘Tis an easier thing to do

Than for the rich man to leave his wealth

And the kingdom of Heaven to pass through

For his money gets him no where

Of all his gems he must be rid

Mansions and silver have no distinction with God

You see….even Jesus was a project kid

For wealth and jewels impressed Him not

Yet the content of the soul

It was the Pharisees who missed this point

And sent Him to Golgotha’s knoll

And as each nail was hammered in

As the sword did pierce His side

Christ proclaimed through blood and tears

It is for ALL of you, I die

I die for the wealthy man, who gluttons in his greed

I die for this thief beside me; he is forgiven of his deed

I die for the lame and sick, that their bodies may be healed

I die for the broken hearted, their wounds now forever sealed

And yes I die for the poor and meek, for theirs is the Kingdom of God

For they too will walk on streets of gold

And skip where angels trod

How is it with the church today?

Is our altar now so full?

That we turn away according to rank

And disregard God’s rule

To love one another, as he loves us

No matter our station in life

Have we missed the point of Christ’s death

And created more earthly strife?

Think carefully before you pick and choose

Who is welcome and who is forbid

For Jesus Christ the Son of Man

……Himself was a project kid.

