
The Epiphany of the Lord 
January 8, 2023 
 
Reading I 
Is 60:1-6 

 
Responsorial Psalm 
Ps 72:1-2, 7-8, 10-11, 12-13. 

R. (cf. 11)  Lord, every nation on earth will adore you. 
 
Reading II 
Eph 3:2-3a, 5-6 

 
Gospel 
Mt 2:1-12 

When Jesus was born in Bethlehem of Judea, in the days of King Herod, behold, magi from the east 
arrived in Jerusalem, saying, “Where is the newborn king of the Jews? We saw his star at its rising 
and have come to do him homage.” When King Herod heard this, he was greatly troubled, and all 
Jerusalem with him. Assembling all the chief priests and the scribes of the people,  He inquired of 
them where the Christ was to be born. They said to him, “In Bethlehem of Judea,  for thus it has been 
written through the prophet: And you, Bethlehem, land of Judah, are by no means least among the 
rulers of Judah; since from you shall come a ruler, who is to shepherd my people Israel.” Then Herod 
called the magi secretly and ascertained from them the time of the star’s appearance.  He sent them 
to Bethlehem and said, “Go and search diligently for the child.  When you have found him, bring me 
word, that I too may go and do him homage.” After their audience with the king they set out. And 
behold, the star that they had seen at its rising preceded them, until it came and stopped over the 
place where the child was. They were overjoyed at seeing the star, and on entering the house they 
saw the child with Mary his mother. They prostrated themselves and did him homage. Then they 
opened their treasures  and offered him gifts of gold, frankincense, and myrrh. And having been 
warned in a dream not to return to Herod,  they departed for their country by another way. 
 

HOMILY: 

Thomas Sterns Elliot (1888-1965), was awarded the Nobel Prize in Literature in 1948 for “his outstanding, 

pioneer contribution to present-day poetry.” Though born in the United States, in 1927 he became a British 

citizen and, even more, a citizen of heaven when he converted to Christianity and was received into the 

Anglican communion.  In the same year of conversion, he reflected upon his choice to become a Christian with 

his poem “The Journey of the Magi,” where he offered an imaginative reflection on the effects produced in the 

soul of one of the Magi after having seen the Epiphany of God that is the Christ Child.  You will find copies of 

the poem in your pews—let’s listen to it! 

 

The Journey Of The Magi by T.S. Eliot 

A cold coming we had of it, 

Just the worst time of the year 

For a journey, and such a long journey: 

The ways deep and the weather sharp, 

The very dead of winter.’  

And the camels galled, sorefooted, refractory, 

Lying down in the melting snow.  

There were times we regretted 

The summer palaces on slopes, the terraces, 

And the silken girls bringing sherbet.  
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Then the camel men cursing and grumbling 

and running away, and wanting their liquor and 

women, 

And the night-fires going out, and the lack of 

shelters, 

And the cities hostile and the towns unfriendly 

And the villages dirty and charging high prices: 

A hard time we had of it.  

At the end we preferred to travel all night, 

Sleeping in snatches, 

With the voices singing in our ears, saying 

That this was all folly. 

 

Then at dawn we came down to a temperate valley, 

Wet, below the snow line, smelling of vegetation; 

With a running stream and a water-mill beating the 

darkness, 

And three trees on the low sky, 

And an old white horse galloped away in the 

meadow.  

Then we came to a tavern with vine-leaves over the 

lintel, 

Six hands at an open door dicing for pieces of 

silver, 

And feet kicking the empty wine-skins. 

But there was no information, and so we continued 

And arriving at evening, not a moment too soon 

Finding the place; it was (you might say) 

satisfactory. 

 

All this was a long time ago, I remember, 

And I would do it again, but set down 

This set down 

This: were we led all that way for 

Birth or Death? There was a Birth, certainly 

We had evidence and no doubt. I had seen birth and 

death, 

But had thought they were different; this Birth was 

Hard and bitter agony for us, like Death, our death. 

We returned to our places, these Kingdoms, 

But no longer at ease here, in the old dispensation, 

With an alien people clutching their gods. 

I should be glad of another death. 

T.S. Eliot, Collected Poems, 1909-1962 (Harcourt Brace Jovanovich, 1991). 

 

In many ways, T.S. Eliot offers a poetic reflection upon the end of today’s gospel, the journey of the Magi from 

their wisdom to a new world, culminating in Matthew 2:11b-12, “Then they opened their treasures and 

offered him gifts of gold, frankincense, and myrrh.And having been warned in a dream not to return to 

Herod, they departed for their country by another way.” They have poured out all their gifts, all their 

wealth, laid them at the feet of Jesus, and then gone out to their Kingdoms, no longer at ease with old 

treasures, but ready for more changing, more dying, “glad of another death,” of more dying to old ways 

and entering into the new world that God had ushered into creation at Bethlehem.  

 

What is the Epiphany of the Lord?  It is that life is offered to us, the other side of death.  The Epiphany is that 

old life will be supplanted by New Life. For once we see the Christ and accept his epiphany of life, our alien 

days of clutching at old Gods leaves us no longer at ease.  Ahead of us, then, is a gladness to die to old ways 

and find life the other side of ourselves. The magi come to see the Christ Child and necessarily and depart for 

their country in another, forever other way.  

 

Fear not, brothers and sisters! We have had an epiphany—a new way of seeing life. We mustn’t go back to 

our old country, our old ways, our old gods.  We must expect to be changed. But…if God changes our outlook, 

our perspective, ourselves, it’s going to be good!  And because of how he’s changed us before—how old ways 

have died, with faith we take up the words of TS Eliot’s Magus:  “I should be glad of another death”—more 

changing of old tired ways into new ways of light, life and love, brimming from the Christ’s face and filling us 

with bright, vibrant life.  What old way, what godless way, what cold way, do you need to set aside, lay down, 

and renounce, so that in the new Kingdom of God’s love and life, revealed by Jesus may flourish.? What old 

way, however sumptuous it might have once been, no longer gives life? But…do we have to lay aside these old 

ways? With the Magus, we ask, “Were we led all that way for Birth or Death?” Both—first death to the old and 

birth of the new.  Enough clinging to familiar, old, deadly ways; it’s time for the life of the new, a 

transformation into Christ that, if it’s in him, it will always be good! 
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