
Year C Christmas 1 
 
1 Samuel 2: 18-20 & 26 
Colossians 3: 12-17 
Luke 2: 41-52 
 
The Perfect Family? 
 
Just yesterday we were worshipping the new-born Messiah, who had come to 
be the saviour of the world and to be the saviour to all the people who inhabit 
it. 
 
Today, in our Gospel reading we jump forward twelve years, to the festival of 
the Passover, and like all good observant Jewish families, Mary and Joseph 
went up to the Temple in Jerusalem for the festival and to celebrate. They join 
with others from their extended family and make the journey of about 80 miles 
as the crow flies to Jerusalem. Although, in reality the family would have had a 
longer journey, avoiding the desert by going east to the Jordan valley, heading 
south to Jericho then heading uphill, climbing about 3,300 feet over the 15 
miles to Jerusalem. If this story happened today, as Jesus was born in 
Bethlehem, he would have had a green ID card whereas his parents, being 
from Nazareth would have had blue ID cards. With a green ID card Jesus would 
need an Israeli military-issued permit to visit his family or to go into Jerusalem. 
 
A good and perfect family then? Well, that seems to be the case, until we read 
that Mary and Joseph assumed the twelve-year-old Jesus was somewhere in 
the extended family group heading back home, north along the byways 
towards Nazareth. It took them a day to realise Jesus wasn’t with them, and a 
further three days of probably frantic searching for him in Jerusalem, before 
they looked in what should have been the most obvious place – the Temple. 
 
Did Jesus not care that his parents would have been worried sick – to put it 
mildly, as any parent would know if you have temporarily lost sight of a child in 
a crowd – when they couldn’t find him amongst their group heading home? 
 
Was Jesus so absorbed with the teachings and discussions in the Temple, that 
he wanted to continue listening, questioning, debating, with the teachers in 
the Temple, rather than head home to a quiet wee village in the northern hills 
of Israel? 
 



It seems to me that Jesus was being a typical child on the cusp of having to 
take responsibility for their actions. Jesus was a typical child starting to explore 
the wider world, beyond family and especially beyond parents, trying to work 
out who he was to be as an adult and exploring out different roles. Jesus was a 
typical child getting focussed on something and becoming so focussed that 
nothing else was a priority to him. Jesus had clearly found that being in his 
father’s house was where he wanted to be at that time. Jesus was testing out 
how it was to be living out what he understood to be his life’s calling. 
 
And those of us who have been parents will certainly recognise some of those 
traits in our own children and perhaps grandchildren. 
 
Isn’t it reassuring to know that even the Holy Family wasn’t perfect? Mary and 
Joseph should perhaps have been reported to social services for neglect and 
Jesus should have texted his mum and dad to say where he was and that he 
was safe. Well, perhaps not, but you get my drift. 
 
After periods of lockdown, of a few days with our family close together 
perhaps for the first time in a while, we can appreciate that families don’t 
always rub along perfectly. Children on the cusp of being teenagers, hormones 
raging, one minute trying to be like an adult, the next retreating into the safety 
of childhood, are all part of the experiences of a family. We aren’t expected to 
be perfect. We all slowly change over time, and especially for children who 
return home for a visit or for a longer stay, the changes they see in us and the 
changes we see in them can cause problems. Our children don’t expect us to 
change. They think we should continue to be the people we were when they 
flew the nest.  
 
This gospel may be reassuring for parents coping with the behaviour of 
children, but it isn’t really its aim, you will not be surprised to hear. For this 
passage of scripture is a key but brief insight into the missing years between 
the nativity and Jesus testing out his vocation with time in the wilderness, 
probably in his early thirties. 
 
It shows us that Jesus was already learning, soaking up things like a sponge, 
was developing his sense of his life’s purpose, and using his knowledge and 
wisdom to good effect, at the tender age of twelve. He increased in holiness 
and his love of God. The people in the Temple see something in this child – he 
was a child in their eyes because it was at the age of thirteen that boys were 
deemed to become men and were expected to take a full part in worship and 



faith rituals. The people in the Temple were ‘amazed at his understanding and 
his answers.’ His parents had either taken this aptitude for granted or just 
hadn’t noticed it. 
 
Mary’s response to this episode was to ‘treasure all these things in her heart’. 
Is this a nice way of saying she knew what she had seen was wondrous; her son 
at such a young age was able to debate with the teachers and was clearly 
guided by and in a good relationship with God. But was it also a nice way of 
saying that Mary carried all the usual anxieties, concerns and worries of a 
mother and was not clear how all that she had experienced and observed 
would play out? 
 
Mary’s situation can speak to all of us who are parents, no matter what the age 
of our children.  
 
And maybe one of the takeaways from today’s gospel is that children are well 
connected with God and have a deeply spiritual side to them, that sadly many 
seem to lose at puberty and beyond. 
 
Let us take heart that all families find it almost impossible to be perfect, that 
children unintentionally test us and cause us sleepless nights. Let us take heart 
that even Jesus managed to wind up his parents to about twelve on a scale of 
ten. Let us give thanks that Jesus, at the age of twelve, had a powerful sense of 
his life’s mission and was already honing his human skills in his father’s house. 
 
May we find ways, throughout our lives, to seek a deeper relationship with 
God, and keep on developing our knowledge and love of God too. May we find 
ways to be light and love to others. And as we grapple with how we live out 
our faith, may these words of Miroslav Wolf comfort you… 
 
“Small things done with great love might turn out to be greater than great 
things done with small love.” 
 


