
 



Immanuel: By Abigail Tovah (all rights reserved) 

 

 

When the world was dark— 

Lifeless, breathless 

You were there.  

Immanuel.  

 

When there were no other souls 

No sign of life or time 

You were there.  

Immanuel.  

 

No sound rang out 

No oxygen inhaled 

Until You changed the void 

With a sweep of breath. 

 

Your infinite 

Sovereign 

Voice  

Spoke out. 

 

The sound of power  

Rushed through the darkness  

And collapsed all unknowns  

With three small words… 

 

“Let there be.”  



 

Three helpless words 

You used  

To spark a light 

That burst in glory. 

 

Your love filled the air 

And painted canvases 

Of perfection.  

Your master artistry went to work 

Making days 

And crafting newness. 

 

You spoke 

You molded 

You watched 

You smiled. 

 

You kept building  

Until You were done. 

You made a man  

And a wife for him.  

 

Breathed Your grace  

Into their nostrils then.  

And then You called them good.  

Immanuel.  

 

 



 

 

Oh, You loved them so!  

Because no longer  

Was space void of souls.  

You were glad, and gave them everything…  

 

…Except one thing. One tree.   

You gave one rule  

Said, “Do not eat”.  

But temptation reared its head. 

 

Desires  

Curiosity  

Devoured them  

Until they ate.  

 

They broke the rule You gave  

Simply to protect them  

And condemnation tore through 

The bond of perfection.  

 

That bite of disobedience  

Broke their sinless state.  

The enemy sneered;  

His work had begun.  

 

 

 



 

Sin’s violent curse  

Came crashing down  

On all mankind  

Forever.  

 

It was war now.  

Between You, Holy 

Infinite, Mighty,  

Just Creator  

 

And the fallen angel  

Who lured in man  

Who hated all the good  

That You created. 

 

He came to kill and destroy  

To rip and slaughter beauty.  

But You weren’t surprised.  

 You always knew.  

 

Now your plan was set to motion.  

 

Our peace with You was crushed  

Yet You pursued us still. 

Sacrifice, laws  

Leaders, dreams  

 

 



 

Those things could only band-aid 

All our wickedness. 

We could never love You as in Eden  

So You promised more.  

 

You planted longing  

In us to wait  

For Your promise  

Of a Savior  

And healing 

From ourselves. 

 

We clung 

To Your promise  

And You waited  

‘Til we could bear no more. 

 

You waited for Your Father’s Word  

And after years of silence  

Of resistance, of pain  

He uttered, “Son, now go.”  

 

You stripped Yourself  

Of Your omniscience  

Conformed Creator Hands  

To infant fists. 

 

 



 

 

You who formed dust into man 

Humbled Yourself  

To look like him—  

The one who cursed us all.  

 

The Mighty voice that roared  

And brought each planet forth  

Shrank to a baby’s cry  

That would whimper in a virgin’s arms.   

  

Immanuel.  

 

Your angel-servants 

Soon broke the silence  

Between Creator God and man.  

First to tender Mary 

One proclaimed Your coming 

Then to Joseph, her betrothed. 

  

The angel said,  

“Messiah is coming!”  

And  

Anticipation simmered 

As You grew within  

The womb You made.  

 

 



 

 

Soon angels sang triumphantly 

“Salvation is here!”  

To broke, dirty shepherds  

And wealthy kings alike. 

 

You came for everyone  

Wrapped in swaddling clothes 

In love, in grace  

In gentleness.   

 

Immanuel.  

 

You grew up learning.  

You served and taught 

You corrected  

The sins that brought You here. 

 

Until Your time had come.  

Humanity, though they  

Had longed for You 

Despised You now.  

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

And that voice  

Which had commanded shape  

To formless world 

Which cried in infancy  

Now begged the Father  

“Take this cup from me!”  

 

Yet  

Betrayed by Your own 

You went.  

You submitted to arrest.  

 

When the fallen angel  

Screamed through  

Mouths of hypocrites, 

“Are You the Christ?”  

 

You, in submission to weak  

And sweaty human body  

Said 

“I am.”  

 

The high priest tore his robes 

Cried, “Crucify!”  

Condemned You  

To Roman punishment. 

 

 



 

Fists bruised Your face. 

Spit soaked Your skin.  

Glass-and-metal whips  

Tore through Your flesh 

Ripping apart the humble frame  

Of Grace in human form.  

 

You, as though us, bore wrath  

Of Righteous Father 

For our peace.  

Immanuel.  

 

Nails pounded through Your hands  

Hanging You in public shame  

As blood poured down the cross  

As His wrath made dark the sky.  

 

That voice which made good things  

Now screamed in agony 

Because of evil’s pain 

“Eli, Eli, Lama Sabachthonai!”  

 

You drained Yourself of power  

And sobbed the cry  

That should have been  

My own.  

 

 



 

Once one with Your Father,  

You were torn apart.  

Abandoned.  

The sin of every man and all of time 

Tortured You.  

Crushed You. 

 

The weight of every darkness  

Collapsed on bloody shoulders.  

God turned 

His back on You.  

Your exhausted, human heart  

Ruptured.  

 

With one last 

Sovereign breath 

You wailed, 

“It is finished!” 

 

And lungs collapsed.  

Savior of the world  

Was dead. Lifeless. 

But not defeated.  

 

Immanuel.  

 

 

 



 

God’s justice, quenched,  

He cried, “I’m satisfied!” 

And with one motion 

Tore the veil. 

 

The thunderous sound of grace  

Shredded enmity  

From top to bottom.  

The curtain between 

God and man  

Destroyed.  

 

Your part was done.  

Your foot stomped 

Accuser’s head. 

Forgiveness freed our souls  

Because of work not ours.  

 

In three days,  

The same breath 

You gave to man  

Flooded Your lungs.  

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

You sucked in air 

Death could not hold you!  

You rose from sleep 

Abandoned the grave clothes  

And burst from the tomb 

As Victor! As King! 

 

“The Savior’s alive!” 

The whole world cried.  

“Death is dead!”  

“He won the fight!” 

 

Immanuel.  

 

Your blood  

Drenched our brokenness 

And lavished life  

On dead and guilty spirits.  

 

Salvation is free! 

Let all Creation sing  

Of Your Love  

Displayed on Calvary.  

 

You did what You came for.  

You held fast to the promise. 

Oh thank You, thank You 

Immanuel.  



 

Garbed in earthly clothes  

Just one last time  

You said 

“I’m coming again.” 

 

And rose up to Your throne.  

Your Spirit now, we have 

You didn’t leave us be.  

Immanuel.  

 

Embraced and rejoiced over 

The angels sang Your welcome.  

The Father embraced You 

“Well done my Son, 

You made a way for fellowship 

With sinful man again.”  

 

With Your voice of love,  

You promised to come 

And You did. 

With Your voice of completion  

You promised to return 

And You will.  

 

 

 

 

 



 

The same breath  

That set the earth on axis  

That cried as a baby  

That wailed in loneliness 

Will soon break through the sky  

With shouts of deliverance.   

 

Sin and death 

Soon crushed forever  

Christ the King will reign!  

The fallen angel will be thrown 

To scald forever  

In flames of righteous wrath. 

  

Your footstool  

Your defeated foe. 

Finished  

Will he be.  

 

And we, redeemed humanity  

Will cast our crowns  

At the feet that bore the scars  

Of our own penalty.  

 

Immanuel. 

Immanuel. 

Immanuel.  

For infinity.   
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Immanuel: God with us. 



 

Dear friend,  

 

I hope this poem sparked a new love and enthusiasm for Jesus in you. Isn’t it so 

incredible to think about all He has done, just for us?  

Sweet friend, He loves you SO much, and every second of His life and the very 

essence of His existence shouts that love for you.  

If you don’t know Him—if Immanuel isn’t within you, will you use the Scripture 

guide I included for you to dive deeper into the gospel and understand just how 

much He loves you? The Creator of heaven and earth—who crafted the stars and 

commands armies of angels—desires to hold YOUR heart in His hands. I hope 

more than anything that you will let Him to that.  

If you do have a relationship with Jesus, I hope the Scripture guide helps you dive 

deeper into His character, brings clarity and fullness to this poem, and most of all, 

helps you draw closer to Him.  

 

Merry, merry Christmas to you!  


