
Epiphany 2023: 

If the tree is still up, it really should come down tomorrow. If 

there are cookies left, they are as hard enough to break windows. 

The children must be prepared for school and the college kids packed 

up for another semester. The holiday socks and sweaters go back in 

the bottom drawer and the Christmas CD’s to the very rear of the 

cabinet. Once again, the memory of the Child and his mother, the joy 

of family, the song of angels begins to fade into the harsh reality of 

garbage to be taken out, credit cards to be paid off, jobs to be done, 

diets to start, and life to be lived. It was fun ---- but it’s over. Time to 

get back to reality. 

I wonder if that is that is what it was like for the shepherds who 

heard with their own ears the voices of angels and saw with their own 

eyes the child in the manger. Did they just go back to their flocks and 

pick up where they left off -- unchanged – no different than they were 

before?  

And what about the magi, the kings, the wise men – after they 

made that long star inspired journey from the East – after they offered 

their gifts – after they paid him homage, did they just get back on their 

camels and go home to get on with their lives? Did the brightness of 

that star, the memory of child and mother go as stale as a Christmas 

cookie as hard as piece of old fruitcake? Did they go home the same 

people that they were before their journey? 

Matthew ends his account of the epiphany telling us that they 

magi departed for their country by another way – sure, I know they 

were giving King Herod the slip, but could it mean more than just 

taking a long detour around Jerusalem? It must – because everything 



about their journey and discovery confounded their assumptions. 

They came looking for a king in the capital, but found him in the 

middle of nowhere. They knocked at the door of a palace expecting to 

honor him among priests and scribes and royalty, but worshipped him 

instead in a barn surrounded by shepherds, sheep and cows. 

Perhaps as they knelt on the straw to open their coffers, they came to 

the realization that as wise as they were – human wisdom only goes 

so far. Possibly they recognized that our God is truly a God of 

surprises. Coming to us in unexpected, unpredicted, astonishing 

ways. 

Today, you and I mingle with kings as we stand yet again in the 

stable before the manger. Today, lets you and I try to go home by 

another way. Let’s leave this place - and not go back to Herod. 

Instead, let’s allow ourselves to be changed and somehow different – 

somehow better. And let us ask God to send us a brand spanking 

new star to follow – so that, like the three kings, we will find Christ in 

unexpected places where we never would have looked, among 

unforeseen company and above all the wisdom – to see him in the 

least of his sisters and brothers. Then once again let us kneel in awe 

and wonder before Jesus the newborn king – before we go home, by 

another way. 


