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 It was a very busy week, just past: primarily 
because I was under the gun to complete a lengthy, 
on-line training module required by the Synod on 
“boundaries” that is, emerging issues in a digital age 
which affect how a church is managed and personal 
relationships are handled. 
 Well I finally did – painfully at 4:30 
yesterday afternoon – and then found myself 
woefully lacking in time for adequate to prepare a 
meaningful message. But, a sermon by the Rev. 
Richard F. Fairchild – first published in 1993 – 
caught my imagination. It’s about the journey of the 
Wise men – a journey quite comparable to our 
journey of faith. 
 That’s how the Christian life - the life of 
God's people – is most often represented: as a 
journey – a journey that begins when we first meet 
him in our baptism and ends when we meet him 
again- face to face.   
 More often than not, it’s a pretty lengthy 
journey: much like that of the Magi:  sometimes 
dusty, rough and bumpy – through all kinds of 
weather, and over all kinds of terrain.  
 “He was tired,” Rev. Fairchild begins his 
tale: “the journey had been long and tiring, and 
despite the companionship that he enjoyed on the 
way, he’d often found himself feeling discouraged. 
 Haven’t we all? 
 But, now, the journey was over and he felt 
a peace he’d never felt before. It had all begun 
months earlier: it seemed like years now - when he 
noticed a new star - a star that didn’t belong 
there…one that had never been there before. 
 At first he thought he’d made a mistake:  
that the charts he’d relied on for years were wrong. 
But as night followed night, he saw that the star 
moved - changing position against all the familiar 
constellations. 
 Finally - certain of his discovery - but not 
sure what to make of it: like we often find ourselves 
in our faith journey, he told another astrologer – and 
the whole bunch of them gathered to discuss what it  
 

 
might mean. After days of intense debate, 
astrological charts cast by the dozens, clerks 
scurrying back and forth with piles of complicated 
calculations, triangulations and geometric 
positioning - after an incredible amount of work and 
confusion, they agreed that the star signaled the 
birth of a new king, a great king - born, or about to 
be - somewhere to the west. 
 They tried to find out what king had been 
born, or what queen was expecting…but, because 
there was no news to be had, and because the boss 
– still expected his daily astrological advice and 
because couples still wanted charts drawn up when 
their children were born, and because business, too, 
was very good among the merchants who wanted to 
know the best time to buy and sell. Because of all 
these things, very soon most of the rest of the wise 
men in the land forgot about the new star and all the 
excitement which had surrounded it, and went back 
to their ‘day’ jobs. 
 But, he and 2 friends continued to discuss 
the star long after its appearance had faded from the 
front page and the evening news – thinking that, for 
some reason, that star was a sign – a sign like none 
ever seen before. Never had a new star appeared - 
and never had a star moved in the heavens. 
 “It must be a sign from the gods,” they all 
thought – a sign that something very important was 
happening, and that the king whom everyone agreed 
the star announced could be no ordinary, run-of-the-
mill. It was a such a powerful sign, that he finally 
resolved to set forth in discovery. He convinced his 
2 equally intrigued friends to go with him. And, so it 
was: that one night - leaving behind all they held 
dear and knew so well, they set forth. 
 They travelled a long way - a long and 
difficult way: with delays and uncertainties, danger & 
confusion. There were times when they couldn’t 
even move: the sky so obscured by clouds…and so 
they’d set up camp wherever they found themselves 
and do the only thing they could: wait. Just like us. 
And, in the waiting, he’d lose a little of his 
confidence: unsure if, when the clouds parted again, 
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the star would even still be there. Who knew? Maybe 
it was a ghost star: a star with no real significance…a 
star with no real existence.  Perhaps he was a fool 
on a fool's errand. 
 Then there were the times –when the leg 
of the trip the shopkeeper said would only take a 
day, took three…or the easy paths other travelers 
told them about never seemed to be as easy as they 
expected. Just like our journey of faith. 
 But, you know: he said the worst thing– the 
thing that made the journey the hardest – was the 
criticism of others. “Following a what?” they’d ask. “A 
star? How crazy is that? Such an obscure 
light…crazy to have left the safety” of their own land, 
and the security of their old jobs…suggesting that – 
perhaps - they were not as wise as the others who 
stayed behind. 
 "So, a king has been born" they’d say, 
“what possible difference can that make to you?" Life 
was too good to go off chasing after a king that no 
one had ever seen, let alone heard about… 
 And so the days and the weeks passed, 
but, they pressed onward, often wondering if 
anything would come of it all…and, even on those 
days when they had no doubts of their own, they had 
to contend with the doubts of others. 
 There’d been days - when casting charts in 
a village square to earn money to pay for room and 
board - he’d been tempted to give up: money jingling 
in his pocket, belly full - thinking about all the 
hazards of their journey - that he’d actually forget 
about the new king for a while…but then night would 
come and they’d see the star, and, once again, 
mount their camels and set forth to find him. just like 
us. 
 Tonight was special, he had at last arrived 
at the place the star had led. The country was 
primitive and backward. The village of Bethlehem 
was little better. The star shone brightly and in a 
special way on one house. 
 For a moment he doubted. Everything else 
was all wrong: no sign of royal wealth - no expensive 

oils, no costly linens…Yet - there was a feeling: a 
feeling radiated far beyond the walls of clay…and a 
Peace that seemed to transform all creation. There 
was no need for conversation: what words could 
hold this miracle which had renewed the world?... 
 He thought about the light - and how the 
star had brought him to this very place, it had been 
a long journey, and, at times a discouraging one – 
but, worthwhile - because not only had they found a 
great king, they had found a God unlike any they had 
ever considered.  
 Their story is our story. We’re all looking for 
a sign - for a moment of revelation – an epiphany: 
that moment which will make everything clear, and 
give us all the answers we need. After all, that’s what 
an epiphany is. 

God surrounds us with signs – with 
epiphanies. Sometimes they’re as obvious as bright 
stars in the sky; but more likely they come in 
everyday clothing: the comforting words of a 
friend…the little nudge that comes in prayer…the 
urge we have to open our hearts in new ways.   

We have a choice when things like that 
happen. We can shrug them off, and ignore them. 
Or, we can take them – as the Magi did - as what 
they might well be: moments of revelation: little 
epiphanies all around us which change us and the 
world around us. 

We have a choice: when we finally sense 
what God is doing all around us: we can set out on 
a journey that will change us; or, we can just stand 
still, and refuse to be changed. 
 Before the Magi left, they all knelt, and 
gave this new king gifts: gold, frankincense, and 
myrrh, realizing they would never feel incomplete 
again, for the king who had been born was a king 
who would care for the poor, the weak, and the 
humble…a king who would conquer with love, and 
rule with compassion - the only king who mattered. 

And, then, he smiled and sighed, “Ahah! 
Ahah!” And, the angels sang once more.  Amen. 

 
Sources Consulted 
The Rev. Dr. Emily C. Heath, United Church of Christ (UCC), Pilgrim Press  
The Rev. Richard F. Fairchild – sermon, first published 1993 

 


