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Sermon, St. David’s Episcopal Church, Christmas 2B, Luke 2:41-52, 1/3/2021 (Elizabeth 

Felicetti) 

It’s the second Sunday of Christmas, and since the season of Christmas is only twelve days long 

we don’t always get one of these. We can still say Merry Christmas to each other, even though 

much of the rest of the world has taken down their decorations that they put up at the beginning 

of November without shame because it was a pandemic year so no one was going to tell them 

what to do. Now it’s a new year, 2021, and we Episcopalians still get to celebrate Christmas all 

the way through Wednesday, Epiphany, when the wise ones will find the Christ child and 

celebrate. So don’t feel pressure to put Christmas behind you. Today is only the tenth day of 

Christmas. 

Today we heard the reading about Finding Jesus in the Temple. Well, that’s one way to title the 

story. Titles are important, aren’t they? And the Bible doesn’t use a lot of them. We tag them on 

later. Some might call this Losing Jesus, but of course, Jesus doesn’t really get lost. I like the title 

of Finding Jesus because that’s close to what’s used when praying the joyful mysteries of Mary 

in the rosary. Jesus lost is also one of the seven sorrowful mysteries. I’m fascinated that this 

story can be considered both joyful and sorrowful. Imagine May and Joseph’s anxiety when they 

realized he wasn’t with the group. But finding him—seeing their son alive: what joy. 

I want to point out a couple of things in this story on the tenth day of Christmas that we can 

ponder for the rest of this all-too-short season. First, after Mary and Joseph started to look for 

Jesus, they started with their relatives and friends. This makes sense, of course, because it was a 

large group that had traveled together to Jerusalem for Passover. 

Remember travel, back before the pandemic? Did you ever travel in a large group? I remember 

being a child, back before my first mother died, traveling to Mexico every spring with a huge 

group of relatives and friends. We caravanned and all camped close together. Maybe we felt 

safer going to a foreign country surrounded by people who were more like us. I don’t know. I 

was a kid. But it is interesting than many of us want to be around people who are more like 

ourselves, and then when we seek Jesus, we look at what’s familiar. They looked for him among 

their relatives and friends.  

But that’s not where they found him. They had to leave the safety of that large group of relatives 

and friends and go back to unfamiliar Jerusalem, just the two of them, after they were already a 

day’s journey away. Imagine that trip. I wonder if Mary and Joseph quarreled. If each blamed 

the other. Or if they traveled back heartsick, not speaking. I wonder if she was sitting on a 

donkey, the way we sometimes see them depicted as they traveled for Bethlehem before Jesus’ 

birth. I wonder if this journey made them remember that one.  

They had been entrusted with this special child. Each had been visited by an angel, by a 

messenger from God. They had fled to Egypt when Jesus was younger to protect him. Now, he 

was missing. He was not among their friends and relatives. 

Where do you seek Jesus? Where do you find him? Mary and Joseph must have been exhausted 

when they finally found Jesus in the temple, in Jerusalem.  
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That brings me to the second piece of the story I want us to focus on: Jesus was sitting in the 

temple, listening, and asking questions. 

On the fourth Sunday of Advent 4 two weeks ago, talked about how Mary is a model for asking 

questions. Here, the second Sunday of Christmas, we hear that Jesus also asked questions. And 

where does he question? In the temple. I want to emphasize that, while all were amazed at his 

understanding and answers, he was sitting and listening and asking questions.  

Too often, we want quick answers or we want to tell other people our own answers. But here’s 

our Lord and savior, not behind a pulpit with a microphone like oh, say, me for example: but he 

is sitting. Listening, Asking questions. He is engaged. Clearly, his behavior is astonishing for a 

12-year-old, given the reactions in the text. He is Jesus, after all. But he is Jesus listening and 

sitting and asking questions, not preaching and judging. 

Some people might say, he was pretending to need answers by asking questions, but really he 

was Jesus so he already knew everything. I don’t believe that. In this season of Christmas, we 

reflect on Christ as God among us, truly human. Incarnate from the Virgin Mary, as we pray 

together in the Nicene Creed, and made man. This means that Jesus was sometimes hungry and 

fussy as a baby. He had to be taught to walk and talk. And sometimes, as a thoughtless 

adolescent, it didn’t occur to him to tell his parents that oops, he was going to hang out at the 

temple for a while instead of traveling back home with them from Jerusalem. 

Some people really hate this story. The writer and Lutheran pastor Nadia Bolz-Weber referred to 

it as the Bratty Jesus Mouths Off story. But it’s one of my favorites for Christmas, because it 

shows Jesus’ humanity. How he was a real human, even as an adolescent. 

And he reminds us, just as Mary did two weeks ago, that it is OK to have questions. It’s even 

holy. Who wouldn’t have questions these days, after the year we just experienced? I am praying 

that 2021 will be so, so, so much better. 

Today’s Gospel encourages us to look beyond the familiar, beyond our relatives and friends. 

Now, this might not seem fair right now, at the end of a holiday season that most of us did not 

get to spend with our relatives and friends. Where many people were quarantining or isolated or 

in the hospital. Despite these truths, looking outside our closest circles is a theme Jesus brings up 

again and again, like when he says follow me to those he encounters, and they leave their fathers 

mending the net or the dead to bury their own. Jesus encourages us to expand our image of 

relatives and friends. 

In recent years, we seem to congregate with people who are like-minded; for example, 

politically. That’s one huge gift of St. David’s: we encounter people who believe differently than 

we do when it comes to politics. We find people who are in different economic classes. We 

exchange the peace of the Lord, socially distanced or virtually for now, with others who may live 

in Virginia but who grew up someplace else. What a beautiful thing. How human. Humanity is 

celebrated in this season of Christmas.  

I hope you will join us in just three days when the Twelve Days of Christmas culminate in 

Epiphany. When those three wise ones find the Christ child. Until then, expand your idea of 
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family. Ask questions. Sit and listen more than you talk. Continue to wish others a Merry 

Christmas. 

 


