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TEXT: Luke 2:7 "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."

There can be little doubt that the scripture I have just read is one of the
most familiar and one of the best loved passages in the whole Bible. We saw it
acted out so charmingly last Sunday in our Kindergarten Christmas pageant.
And those who come to the 4:00 o'clock service or the 7:00 o'clock service on
Christmas Eve will see another version of it there. Even at the 11:00 o'clock
service, I will read it as part of the Christmas Gospel. It just would not seem like
Christmas without it.

But its very familiarity can sometimes create a problem. We have all heard
those words so often that, for some, they may have lost their meaning. I do not
think I ever truly appreciated them, for instance, until one snowy evening just
before Christmas in 1972. My family and I were moving from West Hartford,
Connecticut, where I had been teaching college, to Hutchinson, Kansas, where I
was to be the minister of the First Congregational Church.

We had left Connecticut late the evening before when, at long last, the
movers had loaded the final piece of furniture onto the truck. I had known we
would be getting a late start, so I had made reservations at a motel in Waterbury,
some forty minutes' drive to the west. But a heavy wet snow began to fall a couple
of hours before we left, and it took us nearly two and a half hours to get to our
destination. I do not mind telling you that we were all greatly relieved when we
finally arrived.

The next morning, however, the snow had passed, and the road was clear
as we started on our way. But toward the end of the day, as dusk began to fall, it
started snowing again. Snowing so hard, in fact, that, even at greatly reduced
speeds, I could hardly see the highway in front of me. I had made reservations
just west of Pittsburgh, but that was still sixty or seventy miles away, and it began
to look as though we might not make it.

Suddenly, up ahead, I saw an exit with a large Holiday Inn. I turned off the
highway and pulled into the motel parking lot, uneasily aware of the fact that
there were already a good many cars there. The last thing I wanted at that point
was to get back onto the turnpike and drive who knows how many miles to the
next exit. And, as I quickly made my way to the check-in desk, the words of this
morning's scripture kept going round and round in my brain: "There was no
room for them in the inn."






