
THE INCARNATION: CAN WE PROVIDE AN INN FOR HIM?  (Fr. Denis Tameh) 
 
When the scrolls of history are completed down to the last words of time, the saddest line of all will be: “There 
was no room in the Inn.” This is rather a very depressing way of beginning a reflection on the incarnation. But one 
definitely has no option if we are going to capture the essence of this great gift of God. 
 
         Let us look at the surrounding circumstances at Christ’s birth. It was at the time when the great emperor of 
the known world Caesar Augustus sat in his imperial palace in Rome from where he ruled the known world and 
issued a census of the world. On the fringe of the Empire, in the little village of Nazareth, soldiers tacked up on 
walls the order for all citizens to register in the towns of their family origins. Joseph, an obscure carpenter, was by 
that very fact obliged to register in Bethlehem. He was full of expectancy as he entered the city of his family and 
was quite convinced that he would have no difficulty in finding lodging for Mary, particularly on account of her 
condition. He went from house to house, but his search was in vain. He searched in vain for a place where He to 
whom the heaven and the earth belonged, might be born; could it be that the creator will not find a home in his 
creation? And then he came across the village Inn. There surely, he will find shelter. In that Inn there was room for 
the soldiers of Rome, there was room for the daughters of rich merchants of the East, in fact there was room for 
anyone who had a coin to give the innkeeper but there was no room for Him who came to be the Inn of every 
homeless heart in the world. He was rejected by all and sundry. The Gospel of John captured this unfortunate 
event in these words: ‘He came to His own but his own did not welcome him.’ Out to the hillside where a stable 
stood, Joseph and Mary went at last for shelter. In the filthiest place in the world, a stable, Purity was born. He, 
who called himself the living Bread descended from heaven, was laid in a manger, literally, a place to eat. In the 
book of Exodus, we are told that the Jews worshipped the golden calf and history tells us that the Greeks 
worshipped the Ass and their men bowed before them as gods. Now something happens, the ox and the ass now 
were present to worship the true King and God. 
 
         The incarnation ought to be an event of great joy. But why is it an occasion of Joy? Let us go back to the 
prophet Isaiah (9:1-7) to get an answer. He says the people in darkness have seen the great light and the light is 
shining on those who used to sit in the country of darkness. He tells us in these beautiful words, words which the 
Great Handel used to create one of the most moving Christmas classics: For unto us a son is born, a son is given, 
and all governments shall be upon his shoulders and his name shall be called, Wonderful Counselor, almighty God, 
the everlasting Father, the Prince of Peace. The incarnation is God’s gift of the good news of salvation in the 
person of his son and the Good news is our freedom. So, we have to rejoice. This is a great feast of humanity. This 
is the feast of our salvation, the great day of the Incarnation which the Gospel of John eloquently proclaims: ‘And 
the Word became flesh and dwelt among us.’ This is the event humanity has longed for, a day which Paul 
described very vividly in his letter to the Romans - ‘All creation is waiting in eager anticipation.’ The letter to the 
Hebrews recalls that at first God spoke to us through the prophets and in many different ways, but these last days 
he has spoken to us through his son. It is to this son that he has given power over all things. He is the light that will 
shine to reveal the glory of God. What a privilege we have. Because of Him we are now sons and daughters of God; 
we have become co-heirs and enjoy the privileges of a son. That is the gift of the Incarnation, the gift of God to 
man. 
 
         For this feast to be complete we have to create room in our hearts. We have to let the inns of our heart be 
used by Christ as his dwelling place. The Word, the Logos has to take flesh in us. But is there room in the Inns of 
our hearts to welcome Him? Let us remember that in those days the Inn was (and is still) the gathering place of 
public opinion, the focal point of the world’s moods, the rendezvous of the worldly, the rallying place of the 
popular and the successful. But the stable was a place for the outcasts, the poor, the ignored, and the forgotten. 
The world might have expected the Son of God to be born in an inn. A stable would be the last place God would 
have been born. But God is always where we least expect him. No one ever suspected that he who made the sun 
warm the earth would one day need an ox or an ass to warm him with their breath; that he who clothed the fields 
with grass would himself be naked; that he from whose hands plains and worlds tumbled, would one day have tiny 
arms that were not long enough to touch the huge heads of cattle; the Eternal Word would be dumb; that 
omnipotence would be wrapped in swaddling clothes; that salvation would lie in a manger. No one suspected that 
God’s coming to earth would be so helpless and that is precisely why so many missed Him. The Son of God was 



invited to enter his own creation through the backdoor. Born in a cave and so all who wished to see him must 
stoop. This is a mark of humility. He accepted the manger because there was no room for him in the Inn; he 
seemed to have faced rejection all his life. He was crucified because the men said they would not have him as their 
king. Disowned upon entering the world and rejected upon leaving, he was laid in a stranger’s stable at the 
beginning and in a stranger’s grave at the end. An ox and an ass surrounded his crib at Bethlehem; two thieves 
flanked him on Calvary. 
 
As we begin this new year, may the incarnation of Christ never leave our consciousness. Let it be a reminder to us. 
Let his life challenge us especially his birth. Let the poverty of his birth challenge our covetousness and greed, let 
the humility of the stable challenge our pride for only two classes of people found him, the shepherds, and the 
wise men, the simple and the learned, those who knew they knew nothing and those who knew that they did not 
know everything. Only the humble can find him. For the incarnation is an event of humility, God emptying himself 
to become man so that we can become divine in return. But to be divine we have to let him into the inns of our 
hearts. 


