
“He was in the world, and the world was made through Him, and the world did not know Him. He 
came to receive His own, and those who were His own did not receive Him.” John 1:10-11 
“And she gave birth to her firstborn Son; and she wrapped Him in cloths, and laid Him in a 

manger, because there was no room for them in the inn.” Luke 2:7 

Busyness. It’s a word with which I am all too familiar. Often I wonder over the innkeeper. Did he ever learn 
Who he had turned away? Was there any conversation amongst his family about the very pregnant girl 
they had sent on? I’m guessing probably not. There was much to do, and at some point someone had to 
be told, “no room,” and Mary and Joseph probably weren’t the only ones. But for me, this is just the 
starting place of all the overlooking that would be done of Jesus.  

And here I sit, some 2,000 years later and am guilty of the same thing, getting so caught up in the matters 
at hand and in the moment that I overlook Jesus. I let the demands of motherhood and the clutter of my 
home and the busyness of ministry life keep me from looking for and seeing Jesus. I let my too-tired state 
of life keep me snoozing that alarm a little longer with promises of rising early “tomorrow” leaving my lips, 
all the while not giving them a second thought.  

But in every area there are ways to see Jesus, ways to be thankful, ways to worship. My kids need to see 
Jesus in me, they need to know His unconditional love, His tender care, His kind correction through our 
daily interactions. I am thankful for this house and the clutter. I’m thankful for the kitchen table that has 
hosted hundreds of meals and allowed others to feel welcome and at ease. While the daily grind of 
ministry life can at times be frustrating and busy, it is made worth it when one student calls and needs 
help, when a parent acknowledges thanks for our investment in their child, and most of all when a student 
has their eyes opened to their need for Jesus and surrenders.  

I just need to keep my eyes and heart focused on Jesus. But it’s hard. Any time I’m not remembering Him 
or focusing on Him, areas that should be moments of worship and thanks turn into busyness and steal my 
joy causing me to miss Him. And I don’t wanna miss Him. I don’t wanna let the what I would consider 
mundane be overlooked, because I’ll find Him in it- He’s there, He’s here. I just need to be looking for 
Him.  

This morning, as I plan to do a little shopping and wrapping and baking, I wanna learn to look for Him. I 
wanna be focused on what He sends to fill my plate, learn to say “no” to some things and find Him in all 
the areas He wants me to say “yes.” He is here and I do not want to miss Him for the world.  

May His presence truly be my greatest gift this season. 


