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AND IF YOU PREFER TRAVELLING LIGHT 
until the next Prego on 7 January 2018 … 

Reflecting on our Christmas Journey  
with Mary, Joseph, Jesus and the Magi 

 

As I prepare to welcome Jesus once again this Christmas,  
I reflect for a few moments on my own journey as I wait for the 
coming of my Lord.   
It may be that life has been so frantic recently that my progress 
on the way has been halted by matters too urgent to leave.  
Or perhaps my road has felt calm and steady … or in contrast, 
lonely, slow and arduous.  
However I have travelled, I try to put aside the hustle and bustle 
of the world around just for now, and ‘come home’ to myself ... 
and to God.  
As I reflect on  the journeys of Mary and Joseph, I follow them 
to Bethlehem ... and then back to Nazareth with their precious 
new baby, the One whom other travellers came to worship. 
   

I spend time with them whenever I can, both in the words of 
Scripture, and if I so choose, through the evocative lens of three 
Christian poets. 
 

Opening Prayer for the Mass on Christmas Day 

O God, who wonderfully created the dignity of human nature 
 and still more wonderfully restored it,  

grant, we pray, that we may share in the divinity of Christ,  
who humbled himself to share our humanity. 



 

A nd God held in his hand 

A small globe. Look, he said. 

The son looked. Far off, 

As through water, he saw 

A scorched land of fierce  

Colour. The light burned  

There; crusted buildings 

Cast their shadows: a bright 

Serpent, a river  

Uncoiled itself, radiant  

With slime. 

      On a bare  

Hill a bare tree saddened  

The sky. Many people  

Held out their thin arms 

To it, as though waiting 

For a vanished April 

To return to its crossed  

Boughs. The son watched 

Them. Let me go there, he said. 

R. S. Thomas, Collected Poems, 1945–1990 

 

 

 

 

 

 

‘A  cold coming we had of it, 
  Just the worst time of the year 

For a journey, and such a long journey: 
The ways deep and the weather sharp, 

The very dead of winter.’ 
And the camels galled, sore-footed, refractory ... 
Then the camel men cursing and grumbling ... 
And the night-fires going out, and the lack of shelters ... 
A hard time we had of it. 
At the end we preferred to travel all night, 
Sleeping in snatches, 
With the voices singing in our ears, saying 
That this was all folly. 

   Then at dawn we came down to a temperate valley, 
Wet, below the snow line, smelling of vegetation, 
With a running stream and a water-mill beating the darkness, 
And three trees on the low sky. 
And an old white horse galloped away in the meadow... 
And arrived at evening, not a moment too soon 
Finding the place; it was (you might say) satisfactory. 

   All this was a long time ago, I remember, 
And I would do it again, but set down 
This, set down 
This: were we led all that way for 
Birth or Death? There was a Birth, certainly, 
We had evidence and no doubt. I had seen birth and death, 
But had thought they were different; this Birth was 
Hard and bitter agony for us, like Death, our death. 
We returned to our places, these Kingdoms, 
But no longer at ease here, in the old dispensation, 
With an alien people clutching their gods. 
I should be glad of another death. 

T.S. Eliot, Ariel Poems (abridged) 

https://allpoetry.com/The-Journey-Of-The-Magi


(6 January) 

Gospel   Matthew 2: 1–12 

A fter Jesus had been born at Bethlehem in Judaea during the 

reign of King Herod, some wise men came to Jerusalem form 

the east. ‘Where is the infant king of the Jews?’ they asked. ‘We 

saw his star as it rose and have come to do him homage.’ ... 

‘Go and find all about the child,’ Herod said. … Having listened to 

what the king had to say, they set out. And there in front of them 

was the star they had seen rising; it went forward and halted over the 

place where the child was … and falling to their knees they did him 

homage. … But they were warned in a dream not to go back to 

Herod, and returned to their own country by a different way. 

As I come to prayer, I remind myself that as I sit here now,  
God is gazing on me with love and holding me in being.       
I ask the Holy Spirit to help me pray today, and guide me as I journey into the 
New Year ahead.   

I read the Gospel slowly, pondering the Scripture with both my mind and heart.   
I may read the text several times, noticing what touches me.  

Whilst the journey of the Magi may be familiar, I allow myself to come to the 
Gospel afresh, letting  my heart be moved ... an image resonate deeply ...  
an emotion come to the surface.  

Our loving God became a little human being, a vulnerable baby,  
for love of me. 
Can I allow myself to be touched by such love?   

Maybe I travel with T. S. Eliot’s vision of the Magi as they follow the star through 
the ‘very dead of winter’ ... experiencing doubt that ‘this was all a folly’;  
sensing the threats and temptations of the journey …  
but then perhaps returning to the joy and delight of the Gospel message, as they 
find the child with Mary.   

Perhaps I reflect on my own journey of faith over the past year.  
Where have I met the Lord?  
When have I lived times of joy and wonder? 
Where have I experienced doubts and times of difficulty?   

I talk to Jesus about my life, the year past and the year ahead.  

I end my prayer by thanking God for the gifts and blessings of the year past, and 
ask for the help and grace I need in the year ahead.   

(25 December) 

Mass during the Night   Gospel   Luke 2: 1–7 

C aesar Augustus issued a decree for a census of the whole world 

to be taken. This census – the first – took place while Quirinius 

was governor of Syria, and everyone went to his own town to be 

registered. So Joseph set out from the town of Nazareth in Galilee and 

travelled up to Judaea, to the town of David called Bethlehem, since 

he was of David’s house and line, in order to be registered together 

with Mary, his betrothed, who was with child. While they were there, 

the time came for her to have her child, and she gave birth to a son, 

her first-born. She wrapped him in swaddling clothes and laid him in a 

manger because there was no room for them at the inn. 

As I prepare to become still, I notice how I come to prayer at this holy time … 
perhaps rushed and ‘busy within’ ... or tired and jaded … or joyfully 
expectant …? However I feel, I ask the Lord to help me become fully present 
to His loving gaze upon me.   
In time, I turn to whichever text draws me.   

As I try to hear the familiar Gospel account anew, it may help to place myself 
with Mary and Joseph, forced to travel this long, weary road.  
How does it feel to journey so far … to arrive to no welcome … but then to 
witness this long-awaited birth? Perhaps I imagine myself holding Jesus, seeing 
for myself this tiny child, this divine mystery …  
I thank God for this great gift, and share with him what is in my heart. 
I take a moment to hold before the Lord all those on the road or without 
proper shelter this Christmas.  
 

Like the Contemplation on the Nativity in the Spiritual Exercises of St Ignatius,  
R. S. Thomas’s The Coming invites us to enter into the vision of God looking 
upon this world … and the Son’s resolution to go there.  
I allow myself to stand alongside God, and watch. What do I myself see? 

Perhaps I sense the yearning of an aching world … but also the far greater 
yearning of God himself, choosing to step into it to be with us.  
I take time to ponder.           How do I want to respond?  
I ask the Lord for any grace I need, and thank him in my own words.  
Whenever I can this week, I try to find a moment of stillness with the Lord, 
mindful of this amazing Christmas gift of God coming to live among us.     
Glory be to the Father ... 



(Sunday after Christmas) 

Gospel   Luke 2: 22, 38–40 

I try and find a quiet place where I can pause a few moments on my journey 
and reflect on the lines above. 
In my imagination, I accompany the Holy Family on their way  back to 
Nazareth. Perhaps I re-live with them all they had to do to fulfil the Law 
before returning home. 
I reflect on my own life and my attitude towards our Church Laws.  
Do I find them reassuring, supportive, inflexible, out of touch ... or ...?  
I tell the Lord what is in my heart, trusting he will listen and understand. 
Perhaps my attention is drawn to Jesus’ mother. With the help of Edwina 
Gateley’s poem, I imagine her thoughts and feelings as she sees her child start 
on his own journey and grow to maturity.  
Perhaps her experience echoes mine? How easy is it for me to see those close 
to me become independent?  
Once again, I tell the Lord in my own words how I feel. 
Joseph supported Mary throughout their journey together. I may like to 
picture him in detail. What was he like? An old man with a beard, or a 
younger one, athletic and full of vigour? 
Perhaps I see him interact with Mary and Jesus. What images come to mind? 
I stay with this scene a while longer and pray for all those who have not been 
able to know what it is like to grow up with loving parents, who could help 
them on their journey.  
In time, I thank the Lord for being with me and slowly conclude my prayer. 

 

W hen the day came for them to be purified as laid down by the 

Law of Moses, the parents of Jesus took him up to 

Jerusalem  to present him to the Lord … 

When they had done everything the Law of the Lord required, they 

went back to Galilee, to their own town of Nazareth. Meanwhile, 

the child grew to maturity, and he was filled with wisdom; and 

God’s favour was with him. 

 

A t last, you could return to your own land and home. 

As you gathered your things to start all over again, 

Did you long, Mary, as all women do, 

For a peaceful, normal life – 

A nice domestic routine with regular meals – 

And grandchildren? 

Slowly, 

Then it seemed so rapidly, 

You watched your child grow – 

Wondering how he would be and what he would become. 

Only dreaming of the security  

of his love and care wrapping your old age … 

And the grandchildren … 

You dreamed like all mothers do. 

Until he began to speak aloud, your boy, 

Calling for justice in the market place 

Demanding integrity and fair play 

In the courts and the halls of business. 

Declaring the Realm of God  

Imminent,  

Manifest ... 

    Edwina Gateley, Soul Sisters (2002) 
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