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Sermon for Christmas Eve 2020—“The Innkeeper’s Story” 

Christmas Eve, Year B—Texts: Text: Isaiah 9:2-7; Luke 2:1-20 

I’m an innkeeper by trade, have been for many years. My inn isn’t fancy. There’re no 

maids that come in every day and change the linens. No wake up calls. No bed turn-down 

service. No continental breakfast. In fact, it’s my house and I’ve only plain rooms with 

straw on the floor for passers-by to sleep upon. That’s all there is. There’re also a few 

stables out back for their horses and pack animals.  

I have to tell you though, a few weeks ago I had some unusual guests. A group of folks 

who called themselves the “People of the Way.” Some refer to them as “Christians.” I’d 

heard of these people. They were troublemakers. So much hostility in Israel because of 

them and their beliefs.  

They had a leader called Jesus—from Nazareth. They said that he died; that he was 

crucified, but they also say that he rose from the dead. They said that several of their 

group actually saw him. Yeah right! Do you know what they call this Jesus? They called 

him the Christ—the Messiah. Can you imagine that…? The Messiah—from 

Nazareth!?!?!? Everyone knows nothing good can come from Nazareth. But they spoke 

of him as a great teacher. A healer and miracle worker. They spoke about him reverently, 

you might say, lovingly.  

Now, Christians had never stayed here before and I usually don’t spend that much time 

with my guests; but the more these people talked about this Jesus, their Messiah, the 

more captivated I became. It was strangely fascinating, but also—I’ll admit—more than a 

bit troubling.  

They began by reciting our scriptures—what you call your Old Testament—that talk 

about the coming of the Messiah, about His birth here in Bethlehem. This was news to 

me, but then it hit me! Bethlehem? Wait a minute, we’re IN Bethlehem and I’ve lived 

here my entire life!! And I’m pretty sure that if the Messiah’d been born here, we’d 

know. Trust me—it’s a small town. There’s nowhere to hide something like that! 

There’re no signs posted at the city limits proclaiming, “Bethlehem: Birthplace of the 

Messiah.” “No Messiah in Bethlehem,” I told them.  

Undaunted, they continued their story, talking about a great star in the sky which—they 

said—proclaimed the Messiah’s birth. You know—come to think of it—there was a star 

like that one time. It was about—oh, I’d say a little over thirty years ago. It appeared 

around the time Quirinius was governor and Rome had called for yet another census to 

tax us. As I say, it was quite a while back, but I remembered seeing the star. I also 

remember not paying all that much attention to it. Hey, I’m an innkeeper—not an 

astronomer. Besides—I had to prepare rooms for guests, what with people needing to 

going back their home towns to register for the census. I didn’t have time to worry or 

wonder about a star. 

But these Christians—they knew of this star. It was important to them. They also knew 

about things that happened, that anyone not from Bethlehem would know. How the birth 

of their Messiah was made known to shepherds. With knowing smiles, they told how the 

shepherds came to the stable to see the baby Messiah—the Christ child, and how they left 

the stable singing, proclaiming glory to God for what they’d witnessed.  
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How did they know about the shepherds? My friends and I had talked about that—seeing 

shepherds in town during the time of the great star. We laughed about it at the time, 

because shepherds were—well—strange people. We’d never see them in town after dark. 

It would’ve meant that they’d left their flocks alone. Shepherds wouldn’t do that. We 

wondered why they would come to Bethlehem that night. We finally just figured they 

were crazy. I mean—they were shepherds—you know?  

But how in the world did these Christian folks know this story? Why’s it so important to 

them? They talked about people they called Magi. They were wise men—astrologers—

from the courts of some eastern kings. Persia—probably—and they traveled all the way 

here just to see this baby. The idea of Persians in Judea struck me as more than a bit odd, 

but now, come to think of it, there were men here at that time who fit the description. 

They stood out, in particular, because they did something very odd. They came to 

Bethlehem during the day, but left secretly in the cover of night as if they were hiding 

something.  

We wondered why, we thought maybe they’d stolen something. These Christians said 

they knew why. They said that the men didn’t want Herod, who was king at the time, to 

know where the Messiah was born. They feared for the child’s life that Herod would try 

to kill him. 

Killing infants. Oh, how I’ve tried to forget. It happened a short time after these three 

strangers left. Herod killed all the young boys two years old and younger. Herod—killed 

my son. My only son. Herod sent soldiers. They took our innocent babies from us and 

killed them. I’d never understood why. These Christians told me that our sons were 

killed, because Herod wanted the Messiah dead and left nothing to chance. This didn’t 

make much sense. I could understand Herod wanting to eliminate any threat to his rule, 

after all—he’d killed his own sons. But why kill the Messiah? Someone anointed and 

sent by God?  

As I was trying to figure that out, another question popped into my head: The Messiah—a 

baby? Why would God send the Messiah as a baby? Surely, God sees how the Romans 

treat us! How we suffer! The crosses that line the roads as a warning to anyone who 

dared oppose them! Why wouldn’t God send us a great king—a mighty warrior—like 

David? He too was born in Bethlehem. Huh—what a coincidence! But seriously, how 

could all of this be? What’s more, how’d these Christians know all of this? Only someone 

from Bethlehem would and could know. I became more troubled as they talked.  

I asked questions about this Jesus, which they were more than happy to answer. They told 

me more about him. They told me about the miracles, the teachings—they were telling 

His story. I felt something stir within me. Something new, something overwhelming—

that somehow these Christians where telling me the truth; that the Messiah was sent to us 

as a child and He was born right here in Bethlehem. It was a profound truth and I wanted 

to believe, but I still had doubts. 

Then—as if sensing this—one of them put his hand upon mine, looked me in the eye and 

said, “Let me tell you how it all happened.” And he told me the story. 

He told me that a man named Joseph, a descendant of David, came with Mary, his wife to 

be, from Nazareth to Bethlehem to register for the census. 
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Mary was pregnant, well into her ninth month. He told me that while they were there .the 

baby, a boy—their first—was born. He tells me that Mary had wrapped him in swaddling 

clothes and laid him in a manger, a trough for feeding animals, because there was no 

room for them at the inn. Wait, I thought, “no place for them in the inn?” Oh no—it 

couldn’t possibly be. I began to sob uncontrollably. 

After a moment, I gathered myself as best I could and told them why I was crying. I was 

because as they told the story, I remembered something. It seemed so insignificant at the 

time, barely worth noting.   

A young couple came to my inn. They’d come later than all the rest. Much, much later. 

The man’s young wife was very pregnant, like she could deliver at any moment. I had no 

room for them. I told them I was sorry, but they’d come too late. I didn’t have room for 

them. I felt bad—so I offered them the stable. They were desperate—so they took it. And 

now these Christians are telling me that this woman had given birth to the Messiah! That 

this child was Son of the Most High God was born in my stable. How was I to know? 

I began to cry again. It happened right under my nose, in my own house, while I slept! I 

know it now, God help me—I know it now. There are no words to express what I feel. 

God was here. The Messiah was here—and I missed it!!!! If only I’d known they were 

coming. If only I’d known who this young couple was. If only I’d known who the child 

was—I’d have gladly made room for them. I’d have given them my room! 

But I didn’t—so I missed him. I missed the Son of God. There was so much happening at 

the time: preparing for guests, buying and preparing food, cleaning up and so on. And in 

the midst of all that preparation, the Messiah was born. Right here—in my house! And I 

missed it!!! 

That’s my concern for you. That’s why I wanted to come and talk with you. I had 

prepared for many guests, but missed the most important one. I guess it’s true—that God 

comes in his time—not ours. So we must be ready!!! 

But we must also beware. It’s easy to be so caught up in the preparation that you miss 

your time to celebrate the birth of the Messiah. I implore you, don’t do as I did. Don’t be 

so busy that you forget to let him in. And here’s the thing… 

If we truly wish to prepare for the coming of our Lord, whether it be in the celebration of 

Christmas or his coming again in glory, there there’s something we must do. We must 

take the time to prepare our hearts. We must make room for Him there; otherwise, not 

only will we have missed the point—but we’ll have also missed HIM. When that 

happens, everything else becomes utterly meaningless. 

Come, Lord Jesus. Amen and amen. 

 


