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In between Christmas and New Year’s, I took some time off and got a chance to spend some time 
with relatives in Queens – relatives who have known me all my life.  As happens on these visits, 
stories get told. We had the usual story from many many years ago when my family from Queens was 
visiting Antigua where my parents lived and my father did not get them back to the airport in time for 
their plane.  What really makes the story is that my dad, a priest, dressed in his long cassock, went 
running on the runway - cassock flying - trying to flag down the plane. This was well before 9/11 and it 
was Antigua so no one was arrested, but it is never to be forgotten.   
 
After this story, my Aunt Muriel asked me if I still wanted to be a ballerina.  Ballerina?  I hadn’t wanted 
be a ballerina since I was 12.  Then she began to tell the story of when my father came to visit her in 
New York and the saga of searching for ballet shoes for me.  The difficulty was that even at 12, I had 
size 11 feet and it is not easy to find pink ballet shoes in that size.  Aunt Muriel said my father made 
her go to every ballet shoe store in New York and she still didn’t sound too pleased about it.  I felt 
rather badly for making her and my father do all that searching, but thinking back I believe my 12 year 
old self really really wanted those shoes and my father was going to do his best to get them even if it 
meant pushing Aunt Muriel past a certain point.  The solution ended up being to buy me men’s ballet 
shoes which I came to love once I got over them not being pink.  The story of my dad searching and 
searching even though her was putting his host out has stayed with me all week.  He did not want me 
to be disappointed and was going to move heaven and earth to find those shoes. 
 
In this season after Christmas, are there any parents, grandparents, aunts, uncles and even siblings 
who have been on a similar search to find that longed for gift?  How many stores did you go to?  How 
far did you drive?  How much time did you spend online?  I suspect that kind of searching is very 
familiar to us – much more so than the searching of the magi following a star.  I find it hard to get my 
head around the intensity and persistence of that kind of searching.  Maybe take the persistence my 
father had and multiply it by 100 or more.  It is likely that their search may have taken as long as 2 
years.  Note that Jesus is described as a child and that the Wise Men enter a house and not a stable.  
When the Wise Men disappear, Herod has all the boys 2 years and younger killed to ensure that he 
has gotten rid of this new king. The Wise Men’s need to follow the star was so strong that they 
packed their bags, loaded up their camels and set out on a journey.  
 
Just like I find myself picturing my dad having Aunt Muriel drive him to store after store with her 
perhaps trying to persuade him that the search was hopeless, I pictured the wise men travelling, 
camping along the side of the road, discussing the star when it had appeared and how much time has 
passed.  I thought about all the countries they passed through and the cities and towns they visited. I 
thought about them entering Jerusalem and asking to see Herod and getting another clue for their 
journey.  I imagine that this was not the first time they had hoped to find the child they were looking 
for. Did they see other children or hear about other prophecies?  We just don’t know.  What we do 
know as when they came to Bethlehem and entered a house, they found the child Jesus and they 
knew that this was the one. Just like Mary knew and like the shepherds knew, there is something 
special about Jesus that is felt and known in one’s heart. 
 



The first thing the Wise Men do is worship Jesus.  They pay him homage and then they offer gifts fit 
for a king – gold, frankincense and myrrh.  What a day it must have been for them to finally find this 
child they had searched so long for. The Wise Men brought gifts, but the true gift, the perfect was the 
baby Jesus and they were overwhelmed by joy. 
 
My friends what are you searching for?  What would cause you to leave your lives behind and travel 
afar?  I don’t think all of our searches involve leaving home.  Our searches can happen in the midst of 
our lives.  I also believe we are searching for the same thing those Wise Men were so long ago.  We 
too are searching for the Christ child, the Savior of the world - that perfect gift – the one who can 
bring us the love, peace, joy, healing and the presence in the holy that we long for. We search in the 
wrong places and maybe find satisfaction for awhile, but it doesn’t last and we search again.  
 
I also believe that we too are sent a star to guide us. God has sent us a star – whether it be a 
circumstance, a longing or even another person.  Often we don’t see the star because so much gets 
in the way of us seeing the star that is meant to guide us – depression, pain, anxiety, busyness, and 
the burdens of life.  
 
One of the main lessons we can learn from the Wise Men is that we have to look up and see the star.  
We have to act even though it may not mean packing up our bags and leave home. Our searching 
involves coming to worship, reading scripture, and talking with other Christians about how Christ 
comes into their lives.  Our searching may mean finding time to spend with God in prayer even if it is 
only 5 min a day with a devotional.  Our searching may involve praying with a friend over the phone 
every day or by spending time at the homeless shelter. 
 
Our searching may take time, but remember the Wise Men.  Remember their search, how far their 
travelled and especially their joy.  This journey is worth it because when we find Jesus, the peace, 
love and joy that we will know is a gift like no other.  


