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Wondering Wanderers 

Matthew 2:1-12 
                                      
Matthew 2 1 In the time of King Herod, after Jesus was born in Bethlehem of Judea, wise men from the 
East came to Jerusalem, 2 asking, "Where is the child who has been born king of the Jews? For we 
observed his star at its rising, and have come to pay him homage."  
3 When King Herod heard this, he was frightened, and all Jerusalem with him; 4 and calling together all 
the chief priests and scribes of the people, he inquired of them where the Messiah was to be born.  
5 They told him, "In Bethlehem of Judea; for so it has been written by the prophet: 6 'And you, 
Bethlehem, in the land of Judah, are by no means least among the rulers of Judah; for from you shall 
come a ruler who is to shepherd my people Israel.'"  
7 Then Herod secretly called for the wise men and learned from them the exact time when the star had 
appeared. 8 Then he sent them to Bethlehem, saying, "Go and search diligently for the child; and when 
you have found him, bring me word so that I may also go and pay him homage."  
9 When they had heard the king, they set out; and there, ahead of them, went the star that they had 
seen at its rising, until it stopped over the place where the child was. 10 When they saw that the star 
had stopped, they were overwhelmed with joy.  
11 On entering the house, they saw the child with Mary his mother; and they knelt down and paid him 
homage. Then, opening their treasure chests, they offered him gifts of gold, frankincense, and myrrh.  
12 And having been warned in a dream not to return to Herod, they left for their own country by 
another road. 
                                       

 
The twelfth day of Christmas. 
I don’t know about you, but I’m still coming down from the holiday, Holy Day, excitement. 
 
I’ve come to learn that there’s really nothing else like Christmas at Lakewood Presbyterian Church. 
That silly live nativity floors me every year. 
Yes, the news likes to cover it. 
And the kids like to play with the animals. 
And yes, it will take Robert Travis and I and a few others some time get that stable taken down. 
But it’s not just a cute thing for the kids. 
It’s not just a gimmick. 
I learn something from it every year. 
 
This year, on Christmas Eve, inside that live nativity, 
Our wise men sort of turned into shepherds. 
 
You see, the middle school youth just draw their parts in the nativity out of a hat. 
(Otherwise, they’d all be fighting over who gets to be the angels that sit on the roof). 
SO, this year, we ended up with 2 guys as angels on high, 
And 3 girls as Wisemen in the stable. 
(and of course Mary and Joseph and sweet baby Evan/Jesus and a collection of boy and girl 
shepherds). 
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By the time I got outside to see the animals, 
The wisemen / women were all holding tiny lambs and baby goats in their arms, 
With faces of pure joy. 
No stoic kings here. 
Gold, frankincense, and myrrh long passed aside for the cradling of those sweet babies. 
Everything was out of order, as the scene traditionally goes. 
And it was more beautiful than ever. 
 
And so our wisemen this year not only followed a star, 
They followed their hearts. 
They followed their bliss. 
They followed that baby Jesus right into the joy and chaos of life itself. 
 
The twelfth day of Christmas. 
Epiphany. 
The great realization. 
The revelation of God’s incarnation to the wisemen, to the gentiles, to all. 
 
The striking appearance, 
Our light has come. 
 
Epiphany is marked by the journey of the wise men –   
sometimes they are also called magi (from the Greek, magoi)- 
sometimes they are called kings,  
(that was an inference made long ago which John Calvin strongly disputed.) 
The fact that there were three of them was also an inference made based on the listing of the three 
gifts they brought. 
We don’t really know how many wise men there were. 
(just in case you thought we were being scripturally inaccurate by allowing as many kiddos to dress as kings 
here as wanted to on Christmas Eve, we weren’t). 
 
The wise men, the magi, 
Were learned persons, and as noted in the text, from the East, 
Probably Persia and Arabia. 
They were persons devoted to the study of astronomy, philosophy, religion. 
Magi like these were well respected in the Persian court for their knowledge, 
They were counselors to the court, and often followed camps in war to give advice.1 
 
John Wesley said God had favored the magi with “improved knowledge of nature,  
as a means of leading to the knowledge of the one true God.” 2 
 
But regardless of whether you want to count three of them and call them kings or what, 
And even though they show up only in the gospel story according to Matthew, 
The magi bring gifts far more valuable than gold, frankincense, and myrrh. 
 

                                                            
1 Barnes’ notes via Accordance software. 

2 Wesley notes via Accordance software. 
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The magi teach us about wisdom. 
The magi teach us about learning. 
The magi teach us about asking questions. 
The magi teach us about following a star. 
 
Might we try to wonder and wander a bit more this year? 
Might we pursue our own God-given, Spirit-breathed wisdom as we all seek new beginnings this year? 
 
“Where is the child…?” 
The magi wondered. 
They saw the unusual star and they didn’t let it go. 
They started asking questions, 
And they let those questions draw them in. 
Then they went. 
They followed their questions 
They followed the star. 
  
“Having been warned in a dream not to return to Herod…”  
The magi listened to their dreams. 
They didn’t ignore the ways God again spoke to them. 
They followed their instincts. 
They knew something wasn’t right about Herod’s inquiry. 
 
“They left for their own country by another road.” 
Again, the magi picked up their feet and went. 
Perhaps they even wandered. 
Willing not just to learn, 
Not just to listen, 
But also to go, even into risky and unknown places, 
To take lesser-known or unfamiliar routes. 
 
We, too, follow best when we listening for how life, for how God, speaks to us, and act upon that. 
Even when things are hard. 
Even when the path is dark. 
 
This year, perhaps the best resolution, 
Is to be like the magi. 
To look  
and to listen  
and to go. 
 
Arise, shine. 
Our light has come. 
 
I find it best expressed in this poem: 
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Blessing of the Magi, by Jan Richardson3 

There is no reversing this road. 
The path that bore you here 
goes in one direction only, 
every step drawing you 
down a way 
by which you will not  
return. 
 
You thought arrival 
was everything, 
that your entire journey 
ended with kneeling 
in the place 
you had spent all 
to find. 
 
When you laid down 
your gift, 
release came with such ease, 
your treasure tumbling 
from your hands 
in awe and 
benediction. 
 
Now the knowledge 
of your leaving 
comes like a stone laid 
over your heart, 
the familiar path closed 
and not even the solace 
of a star 
to guide your way. 
 
You will set out in fear 
you will set out in dream 
 
but you will set out 
 
by that other road 
that lies in shadow 
and in dark. 
 
We cannot show you 
the route that will 

                                                            
3 Richardson, Jan. Blog at “The Painted Prayerbook”, http://paintedprayerbook.com/2012/12/30/epiphany‐
blessing‐of‐the‐magi/#.UOiH5‐TAdSk 
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take you home; 
that way is yours 
and will be found 
in the walking. 
 
But we tell you 
you will wonder 
at how the light you thought 
you had left behind 
goes with you, 
spilling from 
your empty hands, 
shimmering beneath 
your homeward feet, 
illuminating the road 
with every step 
you take. 

 
Amen. And amen. 


