
The Christmas Journey, 2020 

Intro.   If your family had to travel back to its 

“hometown” where would it be?  Would I go the 

town of my father in Chapel Hill, North Carolina, 

and a farm family?  Or my mother’s in Jacksonville, 

Florida, a carpenter’s family?  I come from two 

different “tribes,” one Baptist and one Catholic.  My 

father traveled across the country to Washington 

State.  My mother made the same trip.  Neither knew 

each other nor the true importance of that journey.  

What they had in common was the army they both 

served in.  This year we participated in a census of 

our own.  Thankfully we were able to complete it 

online, no travel involved.    

 I.   Joseph and Mary’s destination was a small town 

with important connections to the family of David, 

one of the great leaders in the bible.   They went, not 

knowing it was God’s plan; Caesar Augustus was 

just another, smaller part.  The journey to Bethlehem 

was not an opportune time to travel, weather-wise or 

for a woman expecting a baby.  Tonight the 

temperature in Jerusalem was a high of fifty-five and 

a low of forty-two.  It rained last night.  The city was 

already crowded with other families arriving to be 

enrolled in the census.  There was no place to stay 

except the kind offer of a stable out of the wind and 

cold. And we complain about the “hardships” put on 

us by the pandemic. Including “no room in the inn.”  

In the middle of animals, creatures of God which 

didn’t mind sharing the space, the Messiah was born.   

I remember the scene in the “Lion King” of Simba 

holding up the new-born lion cub for all to see.  It is 

a powerful image of the joy with which a whole 



community often celebrates a new baby.  Joseph 

didn’t have their families with them and Mary 

probably didn’t hold up their child like that, but they 

had as much awe and wonder as they stared at the 

wrinkled little face, all but hidden by the warm 

blankets.  

Concl.   Every child’s birth is a miracle, but the story 

of the child born in Bethlehem over two thousand 

years ago brought joy to more than just the parents. 

Mary and Joseph had only a short time to reflect on 

his birth as visitors soon made their way, one after 

another to that humble stable.  Some people like the 

shepherds Joseph and Mary might have met in the 

course of their daily lives.  Others like the wise men 

they would probably never have met.  We share with 

Joseph and Mary a similar journey, seeking the Lord 

and finding him along the way in surprising places, 

far from Bethlehem.  How wondrous our own 

journeys that have led us to different places and the 

special and important people we have met.  At this 

time of year we hear from some of them.  Others we 

wish we could.  This night in Fleming Island we 

take a few minutes and give thanks to God for the 

people he has brought into our lives.  And for his 

love that brought his Son into our world. 
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