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An Epiphany Story 

Research reveals that when the Wise Men actually arrived in Bethlehem Jesus was 

anything up to 2 years old and he and Mary and Joseph were settled in a home in 

Bethlehem – but I’m sure you won’t mind that my story is of wise men who came to 

visit the new king while he was still in the stable. 

This is the picture we are so familiar with in our nativity scenes each Christmas. 

I’m going to share with you what could be the story of the wise men and the 

Christmas story as it could have been told by the innkeeper’s wife – whose name 

was Hannah. 

* * * * * * *  

Well - what a few days - exciting – unexpected – wonderful. Maybe yesterday was 

the best – a group of men arrived – richly dressed - exhausted from their journey – 

come a long way they had.  While the 3 most important ones were busy giving their 

gifts to the baby Jesus- one of the servants – whose name was Amir - sat with me 

while I worked and told me their story.   

He explained that they were clever people – from way far east of where we live in 

Bethlehem. Their jobs were to read the stars and tell the group of people who paid 

for everything what they could see.  They were interpreters of the skies.  A few 

months back they’d seen a new star – brighter than any they’d seen before. 

They knew it was significant – that was his word and when I looked puzzled and 

obviously didn’t understand – he explained he meant the star was a sign of 

something wonderful happening or going to happen.  The clever men were given 

enough money to investigate and set out on the journey towards the west – the way 

the star seemed to be traveling. 

As they travelled on more of the meaning of the star became apparent – a new king 

was to be born to the Jews – but this was significant – not just for the Jewish people 

but for the whole world.  On entering the land of the Jews they had learnt that the 

king lived in Jerusalem so they made a detour form their planned journey and went 

to visit him – thinking that he would surely know if a new King was going to be born. 

Very good was his hospitality – said Amir – but it soon became obvious that we knew 

more about this new King than he did.  So – with assurances that we would go back 

to him on the way home – we set out again – and this time we did follow the star as it 

led us here - to Bethlehem. 

And here we are – said Amir – but in a dream last night came a message that it 

would not be wise to go back to Herod in Jerusalem – but to go straight home by 

another route. 



So please – he asked – tell me about this baby.  I can’t bear to wait until they get 

round to telling us servants the whole story.  Is this baby really so special?   

I explained to him that we Jews had been awaiting a Messiah – and our prophets 

had been telling us for years – no – centuries – that our God would send His Chosen 

One to save us and bring us back to what he had wanted us to be when he rescued 

us out of Egypt – at least I said – that’s the way I understand it.   

A couple of nights ago there came a knocking at our door.  My husband – the 

innkeeper – was busy drinking and talking with his brother and many cousins who 

were in Bethlehem for this census that the Romans have ordered.  He called out to 

me to ‘tell them we’re full’.  So I went to the door and called out – without opening the 

door – ‘we’re full no more room’. 

‘Please help us. Everywhere is full and my wife is going to have a baby’ came a 

voice with a Galilean accent ‘we are desperate’. 

So I opened the door and standing there was a slip of a girl – not much older than 

my Judith - and her husband – who was holding her up was right – she was going to 

have a baby - and soon.  Without asking the boss I took them round to the back of 

the inn and quickly tidied up our outhouse where the animals stay sometimes. 

I told our son to find fresh straw to go on the ground and something for Mary to lie on 

– by then I’d found out that their names were Mary and Joseph and that they had 

travelled from Nazareth for the census  because Joseph was of the line of David. 

It was Amir’s turn to look puzzled – I explained about our tribes and lines of descent 

– he said they had something similar.  Mary was definitely in labour – her baby would 

be born soon – it was a long night for all of us.  I had told Joseph to stay by the 

doorway and not to let anyone in he stood there for a while then he sat down – he’d 

walked a long way and worrying about Mary had taken it out of him.  I shouldn’t tell 

you this but he fell asleep and was much more helpful later for having had the rest.   

I acted as a mother to Mary because her own mother was a long way away.  She 

held my hand tight as the pain wracked her body and there was relief all around 

when the baby boy was born – and as soon as he cried out Joseph awoke and cried 

out in joy that Mary and the baby were all right – and said straight away that the baby 

was to be called Jesus.  Mary had carried with her some bands of cloth that her 

mother had given to her and she wrapped Jesus up and laid him in the manger 

which I had asked my children to scrub clean and dry and line with fresh straw. 

There was something special about that baby.  Yes I know all babies are special – I 

should know I’ve had 4 of my own – but Jesus had an aura about him – I can’t 

explain it.  Looking at him just made me feel peaceful – despite all that had 

happened that night and the preceding journey there was peace about him. 



I was pondering this when – just before dawn – we had visitors.  The most 

unexpected visitors – a group of shepherds came to see the baby.  They said that an 

angel had appeared in the sky and had told them to come to Bethlehem – that a 

Saviour had been born and that they would find him lying in a manger – and then lots 

of other angels had filled the sky – it was a wonder we hadn’t seen them ourselves.  

The angels sang ‘Glory to God in the highest and on earth peace to all men on 

whom his favour rests’.  The shepherds had done as suggested by the angel and 

now here they were – crowding the small stable – all anxious to get a look at the 

baby.  Amir and I talked about all of this and wondered – between ourselves – if this 

meant that the baby would be for all peoples – not just the Jews.  After all the latest 

visitors were certainly not Jews but they had been called to visit a baby who they 

understood was a new King.  Amir – I said – you didn’t tell me about the gifts your 

men brought.  Gold – he replied – that’s easy to understand – gold a good gift for a 

King. But frankincense – something to do with worship.  Myrrh is associated with 

death – it’s for the anointing of the body – and that does not bode well for this new 

baby. 

We shall see what happens in the future and anxiously await more news of this new 

king as time goes on. 

But I’m very sure of one thing – this story will be told again and again as the years 

pass – and as the tale is told it will be the innkeeper who gets the credit for finding a 

place for the baby Jesus to be born and his poor hard working wife won’t get a 

mention at all. 

Amen.  

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


