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The year is 1965. The television station CBS. 

Linus walks onto the stage, blanket in tow, for the very first time. 

The lights dim and a spotlight is on Linus who is going to tell Charlie Brown ‘what 

Christmas is really all about.’ 

“And there were in the same country shepherds, keeping watch over their flocks by 

night, Linus begins, reciting the translation of  Jesus’ birth narrative in the Gospel 

According to Luke. 

Linus completes his recitation. then he quietly walks off  stage and says, “That’s what 

Christmas is all about, Charlie Brown.” 

Linus is correct, you know. That is what Christmas is all about. 

Back in the time of  the birth of  Christ, the city of  Bethlehem was literally bursting at 
the seams with all the people registering for the census. Mary and Joseph dutifully 
headed off  to Bethlehem; but upon arrival, they found no welcome and no one 
willing to accommodate them. and the only lodging available was a stable adjacent to 
an inn. 

The decree of  the Emperor Caesar Augustus had brought the family of  Jesus to the 
innkeeper’s town. He didn’t know who they were and probably looked at Mary and 
Joseph and could only see that they might make more unwanted demands on his time, 
especially since Mary was clearly about to give birth. 

Scriptures don’t name the man who managed that inn but he innkeeper is notable 
because his preoccupation prevented him from catching on to what was happening in 
his own stable. 
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Author Frederick Buechner wrote an essay based on the innkeeper. It says 

“Do you know what it’s like to run an inn, to run a business, a family? To run 
anything in this world for that matter?  

Well, it’s like being lost in a forest of  a million trees, and each tree is a thing to be 
done.  
 Is there fresh linen on all the beds?  
  Did the children put on their coats before they went out?  
   Has the letter been written?  
    Has the book been read?  
 Is there enough money left in the bank?  

Today we have food in our bellies and clothes on our backs, but what can we do to 
make sure that we have them tomorrow?  

A million trees, a million things.  

Until finally, we have eyes for nothing else, and whatever we see turns into a thing.” 

The sparrow lying in the dust at your feet -  
 just a thing to be kicked out of  the way, not the mystery of  death.  
  The calling of  children outside your window -  
   just a distraction, an irrelevance,  
not life, not the wildest miracle of  them all.  

That whispering in the air that comes sudden and soft from nowhere -  
 it’s only the wind. 

"Of  course I remember very well the evening they arrived.  



Page !  of  !3 8

 I was working on my accounts and looked up just in time to see the woman   
  coming through the door.  
She walked in that slow, heavy-footed way that women have in the last months,  
 as though they are walking in a dream or at the bottom of  the sea.  
  Her husband stood a little behind her - a tongue-tied,  
helpless kind of  man, I thought.  
 I cannot remember either of  them saying anything,  
although I suppose some words must have passed.  
 But at least it was mostly silence.  
  The clumsy silence of  the poor.  
You know what I mean. It was clear enough what they wanted. 

"The stars had come out.  
 I remember the stars perfectly though I don't know why I should,  
  sitting inside as I was.  
   And my wife's cat jumped up onto the table where I was sitting.  
I had not stood up, of  course.  
 There was mainly just silence.  

Then it happened much in the way that you have heard.  
 I did not lie about there being no room left - there really was none -  
though perhaps if  there had been a room, I might have lied.  
 As much for their sakes as for the sake of  the inn.  
  Their kind would have felt more at home in a stable, that's all,  
   and I do not mean that unkindly either.  

"Later that night, when the baby came, I was not there," the Innkeeper said.  
 "I was lost in the forest somewhere,  
  the unenchanted forest of  a million trees.  

I saw none of  it. 
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"But this I do know.  
 All your life long, you wait for your own true love to come- 
  we all of  us do- 
   our joy, our heart's desire.  
 So how am I to say it… ? When he came, I missed him. 

"Pray for me, brothers and sisters. Pray for the Innkeeper. Pray for me, and for us all” 

I love this story because it helps remind me to stay aware when I am in the 
unenchanted forest surrounded by  
 the broken HVAC, dishwasher, stove,  

Things that distract us from being opening our hearts to the love and new birth that is 
there for us. 

I am on a Yahoo group called Panhala with about 400+ other people. A man named 
Joe Riley has been sending poems out on a regular basis for years. They are 
inspirational, beautiful poems accompanied by an equally beautiful image. 

This year something happened with Joe or the Yahoo group - but last week everyone 
in the entire group began getting emails from everyone in the group - it began with 
someone posting 

 “Dear Mr.Riley, 

 I have not received one of  your poems and beautiful images in a while.  I hope  
you are ok.  I am sending you good thoughts for the upcoming Holy Season.   

 Thank you for all the beauty that you added to my life over the years. 

 Kind regards, Lynn” 
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Over 200 people responded -  

“I am getting lots of  emails directed to you Am afraid email addresses have been 
given out” 

I have just deleted 670 emails from your wonderful site, addressed to  dozens of  
people. . .and not myself!!!! I l 

And many emails that said Unsubscribe 

 each time anyone sent one it went to everyone. 

People got angrier with each day during this busy season - 

THIS MUST STOP - I AM CALLING THE POLICE! 

And then the group messages stared to change - to   

I have missed getting the poems and then people started sending the poems they have 
loved over the years - 

And messages of  gratitude and concern for Joe  - who seems to be missing. 

I still get way too many emails from the group, but it took an annoyance - something 
akin to being in the unenchanted forest into looking for something good and new and 
changing it into a blessing.  

It turned into a community who found something to be joyful about. 

Christ’s birth invites us each of  us to look at what has been laying dormant in our 
lives and asking what new life is waiting to come forth.   
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Each time we went shopping I’ll bet you were asked by some salesperson   
 “did you find what you're looking for? 

You likely answered, “Yes, thank you,”  
 or maybe inquired about something you had not been able to find.  
And in the context of  purchasing something, you probably didn’t give your answer 
much thought beyond the immediate transaction. 

But  consider the question again:  

“Did you find what you were looking for?”  

Or perhaps a better question is ‘what are you looking for?’ 

What is, as the innkeeper asked, your joy, our heart's desire.  

The love that can only come from Christ’s love being offered to you in a new way. 

In line with the poetry engulfing all my emails I want to end with a favorite Christmas 
poem of  mine by Lawrence Ferlinghetti. He was the youngest of  five sons,  
 an Italian immigrant who  served in the U.S. Naval Reserve and was a 
commanding officer during the Normandy invasion in World War II.  

One of  his poems is Christ climbed down. 
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Christ climbed down 
from His bare Tree 
this year 
and ran away to where 
there were no rootless Christmas trees 
hung with candy canes and breakable stars 

Christ climbed down 
from His bare Tree 
this year 
and ran away to where 
there were no gilded Christmas trees 
and no tinsel Christmas trees 
and no tinfoil Christmas trees 
hung with electric candles 
and encircled by tin electric trains 

Christ climbed down 
from His bare Tree 
this year 
and ran away to where 
no intrepid Bible salesmen 
covered the territory 
in two-tone cadillacs 
and where no Sears Roebuck crèches 
complete with plastic babe in manger 
arrived by parcel post 
the babe by special delivery 

Christ climbed down 
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from His bare Tree 
this year 
and softly stole away into 
some anonymous Mary’s womb again 
where in the darkest night 
of  everybody’s anonymous soul 
He awaits again 
an unimaginable 
and impossibly 
Immaculate Reconception 
the very craziest 
of  Second Comings. 

May we be aware of  those stirrings of  new birth in our lives,  


