
Thought for Midnight Mass Luke 2:1-20 

It’s been a long and difficult year, one in which perhaps Christmas was a 

focal point for getting through lockdown.  And I know that some of you 

are disappointed that your plans have been changed due to new rules 

coming into play last weekend.  But maybe, just maybe, that can help us 

walk with Mary and Joseph on their journey. 

We may not be able to travel very far, and our friends in England in Tier 

4 cannot travel in or out of those zones at all.  Just as our plans have 

been changed at the last minute, so too were Mary and Joseph’s plans, 

on the command of a senior politician.  Remember Mary was nine 

months pregnant when they got the order to go to be registered for the 

first time.   

Their journey was a long and difficult one.  Nazareth to Bethlehem is 

about eighty miles.  That may not seem far for us now – about the same 

as Cardiff to Minehead, which takes about two hours by M4 and then 

“the lanes” as my husband calls the A roads from Bridgwater onwards. 

But I wouldn’t want to have to walk, or ride a donkey that distance.  

Imagine having to do so just before giving birth.   

This was not what Mary and Joseph expected. They had already had 

enough surprises to last a lifetime.  They led the quiet life, obedient to 

God’s will, and now this unplanned journey which took far longer than 

they thought.  I imagine them having to stop frequently so Mary could 

rest.  So of course by the time they get to Bethlehem it’s full, nowhere to 

stay.  In desperation they take the offer to stay in the stable with the 

animals.  No modern midwife would ever allow that.  Then Mary gives 

birth and wraps Jesus in swaddling clothes and lays him in the manger, 

a fore echo of his death to come, wrapped in strips and laid in the tomb. 

And who were the first visitors?  Not the obstetrician but shepherds – 

itinerant workers, who were the outcasts of society, spending their lives 

in the hills looking after the Passover lambs, as dirty and smelly as the 

stable they are visiting. Uneducated men and boys, who must have been 

terrified by the angels, but were so transformed by the birth of Jesus that 

they went back to their sheep “glorifying and praising God”. Not only that 

but in yet another twist everyone who heard the shepherds believed 

them.  They were listened to and believed, perhaps for the first time in 

their lives. But how did it change them? They still went back to tending 



their sheep.  They resumed their old lives but with a new joy in their 

hearts. 

This is the meaning of Christmas.  When we leave the Church this 

evening having shared in Mary and Joseph’s journey, we too will go 

back to what we were doing yesterday, what we will do tomorrow and 

the day after that.  In many ways our lives will be unchanged, but just 

like the shepherds we will be transformed, touched by the love of Christ 

for us and Christ in us, with joy in our hearts.  Over the coming weeks 

and months let us try to share that Christian joy with those around us.  

I wish you a joyful and blessed Christmas.  

Rev Ruth 

 


