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TEXT: John 1:14 "And the Word became flesh and dwelt among us, full of grace
and of truth. ..."

I wonder how often Luke's account of the birth of Christ has been read

without really being understood. How easy it is for us to say, "And she gave
birth to her first-born son and wrapped him in swaddling cloths, and laid him in
a manger, because there was no place for them in the inn." But have you ever
considered what that really means?

I'm sure I didn't until the evening of December 16th, 1972. As far as I
know that wasn't a particularly important date to others, but I'm sure I'll
never forget it. My family and I were moving from New England to Hutchinson,
Kansas, where I was to become the minister of the First Congregational Church.
We were on Interstate 80 about 30 miles east of Pittsburg when we ran into a
heavy snowstorm. We had already driven about 400 miles that day, and I expected
to go another 100 miles or so, but suddenly that no longer seemed important.

As the snow got heavier and heavier and the visibility got worse and worse,
my only concern was to find a safe place for us to spend the night. By the time
we reached the next exit, the snow was almost blinding, and I saw one car after
another turning off the road ahead of us, apparently with the same idea I had.
And I began to get really concerned. As far as I could tell, there was only one
motel at that exit. What if it was already filled? What would my family and I
do? I certainly didn't relish the idea of getting back on the highway to face
that storm again. So I hurried as fast as I could, hoping to get to the front
desk ahead of the three or four other drivers who pulled into the parking lot
about the same time we did.

As it turned out, the motel had plenty of rooms available, and all of us
were well taken care of, but for a few very difficult minutes, I had some little
idea of what Joseph must have felt when he got to Bethlehem. And once we were
safely in our room, after a hearty dinner in the motel dining room, suddenly I
began to think about that first Christmas. And, for the first time in my life,
I really began to feel the meaning of those familiar words, "there was no place
for them in the inn." And I began to understand, as I had never understood
before, what an awesome thing God did when Christ was born. How humbly and
unintrusivly He worked His miracle of love.

Can you imagine what it would have been like if some modern marketing
specialist had been in charge of Jesus's birth. Henry Sawatzky, a
Congregational minister in New Jersey, once wrote: "I probably would have tried
to convince God that Bethlehem was a 'nowhere town' and would have staged the
whole event in Jerusalem, if not in Rome. First, of all, I would have had God
invent the TV and had a portable one zapped into every hone in the Roman Empire.
Then I would have gathered the herald angels and had them practice with a choral








