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God’s instructions to them were minimal to say the least.  Much more minimal than one would expect 

before being entrusted with the Savior of the world.  “His name will be Jesus.” That’s it. 

As they leave behind the stigma and judgment of Galilee, they come into a town that has no place for 

them. Despised in Galilee, rejected in Bethlehem. Not the straight paths one might have anticipated God 

to provide for the blessed family. No matter how many adaptations of the event I’ve witnessed, none seem 

to resonate with me an accurate portrayal of the discomposure of it all. A gang of smelly ne’er do wells 

showing up to gawk at post-partum Mary while Joseph fends off the nibbles of goats on Jesus’ swaddling 

clothes likely did little to assuage the disillusionment, angelic voices heralding in the background or no. I 

have a hunch that the man of sorrows acquainted with grief was a baby much the same.  I can’t quite buy 

the pastoral quaintness we desire to project onto the scene. 

Is it possible we’ve inserted it there as a wish and justification 

for our own comfort? It is a season of JOY after all. Or at least it 

is for those with healthy, happy families, snug and cozy within 

their four walls of Christmas jubilation. Yet, for each jubilant 

family, we know there are those suffering. The family observing 

Christmas, keenly aware of the first absence of the member 

who passed this year. The family making a tremendous effort to 

 

  



make Christmas as normal and celebratory as possible for their typical children, while juggling the 

overwhelming extra demands this requires with a special needs child or seriously ill family member.  The 

one who is alone. The one whose sin has left them broken and separated, unloved. The suffering 

continues, even or especially at Christmas. They aren’t rejected per say, so much as there simply isn’t 

room for them in the picture we’ve painted.  

As for our family, I hope that our jubilation does not come at the cost of blindness. I hope that we can 

celebrate, as on that first Christmas, within three walls rather than four, because that’s the way He came to 

us. May our family be so blessed as to sacrifice some of our comfort, so that others might receive more. 

May the hope that He brings continue to be made manifest, especially this Christmas. 

Wishing you Peace, Hope & Joy 

The Wendels 

Steve, Cari, Erica, Claire, Elisha, Gavin, Adelaide, Jonas 
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