
 
 

Did Jesus Get Homesick? 
 
I am not a good traveler. I love the opportunity to teach overseas, to meet new people, and to 
experience new foods and places.  But travel itself is not my cup of tea; I just don’t like being 
away from home. For the past thirty years, I’ve spent time overseas nearly every year. And, I 
still get homesick. In fact, I get more homesick now than I did thirty years ago! 
 
I had just come through immigration and was waiting for my ride. I was surrounded by people 
– but they were all speaking Chinese. They were greeting family and heading home from the 
airport.  I was standing there, alone and homesick, calculating the number of days till I got 
back home. I was homesick – and this was only the first day! 
 
Suddenly, I wondered, “Was Jesus ever homesick?”  I don’t mean the spiritual desolation of 
bearing our sins on the cross. I mean the simple homesickness that comes from knowing, 
“This isn’t home.”  Surrounded by people of a different language and culture, I decided, “Yes, 
Jesus got homesick.” Remember, he spent 33 years away from ‘home.’ Sure, he could pray and 
commune with the Father.  Yes, the Spirit ministered to him.  But I suspect that Jesus 
sometimes thought, “I miss home!”   
 
Philippians 2 says that Jesus humbled himself to became one of us. “Have this mind among 
yourselves, which is yours in Christ Jesus, who, though he was in the form of God, did not 
count equality with God a thing to be grasped, but emptied himself, by taking the form of a 
servant, being born in the likeness of men. And being found in human form, he humbled 
himself by becoming obedient to the point of death, even death on a cross.” 
 
Jesus stepped from the perfection of heaven into the fallenness of our world. He took on our 
weakness. He took on our limitations. And he took on loneliness. Why? Because of his infinite 
love for us. As Charles Wesley wrote, he “emptied himself of all but love.” 
 
He loved us enough to sacrifice perfect fellowship with the Father and Spirit. He loved us 
enough to sleep in our beds, eat our food, and endure our illnesses. He loved us enough to 
take on human flesh and become one of us. 
 
Standing on a sidewalk outside the airport in Hong Kong, I gained a new appreciation for 
Jesus’ sacrifice for me.  He suffered three decades of homesickness to live as one of us. Isn’t 
that an amazing love? 


