
“I’ll be home for Christmas.” I am willing to bet that sentence 
is repeated millions of times every holiday season and not just in 
some song on the radio.

Children, parents, friends, family and members of the military 
have sent letters, emails, text messages and made thousands 
of phone calls to assure loved ones that yes, “I’ll be home for 

Christmas.”
What home?
The place where you live, 

grew up, or that you claim as a 
current address? Is that home?

Is it a house, an apartment, 
condo, a car, a place on the 
street?

Some as far back as 23-79 A.D. say “home is where the heart 
is.” So does that mean home is anywhere and everywhere?

If you are a regular reader of the obituaries, many times 
you will see it written that the deceased person was “called 
home.” To people of faith, that phrase is meaningful. Reading 
that phrase gives one a sense of peace and seems to denote an 
existence free from pain, stress, fear, worry and all the rigors of 
the earthly world.

While I am guessing that the majority of the Christian 
world doesn’t want to be “called home” like that, just yet, for 
Christmas, they would defi nitely say that that home is the real 
deal. The home referred to in the obituaries is the home that is 
of God, for God and with God. And that is our goal right? We 
do all that we do on earth to be of God, for God and with God to 
dwell forever in that heavenly home.

We hear about our churches being home to God. We know 
that our tabernacles hold the Body of Christ in the Eucharist. 
Our faith teaches us that where the true Presence is, God is. We 
spend refl ective, prayerful hours in adoration chapels before the 
Divine Presence. That can feel like home. But it is just an earthly 
dwelling for us. 

On the front page of this issue of The Observer, we have 
reprinted the beautiful words shared with us in the Gospel of 
Luke which detail Joseph and Mary returning to their home to be 
counted. We know too that Mary knew intimately that Bethlehem 
was not to be the home of Jesus. When she said yes to God, she 
knew in her heart that her precious child would not make His 
home with her and Joseph. Our Blessed Mother knew the child of 
her womb was to be among those He would teach and serve until 
He could return to His Father in Heaven — His home. 

Home is where God dwells. Our true home is the place where 
we begin — with the One who holds us in the palm of His hand 
and the One who knows and has counted every hair on our 
heads. And hopefully, after this earthly journey, we will end 
there as well. 

So visiting the earthly home of Christ in our parishes and 
celebrating His birth, among others seeking ultimately to be 
“called home,” should be natural to us this Christmas. We know 
there are those who will “come home for Christmas” but not 
be home with Christ. That should spur us to remind our loved 
ones where home really is. We all have friends and family who 
have fallen out of the regular practice of their faith. We know 
people who have been hurt in one way or another by the Church 
and the very human people in it. However, it is part of our 
responsibility of faith to help others fi nd a home too. So even 
if it’s uncomfortable or politically incorrect in your circle of 
friends and family, invite someone to come home for Christmas 
… home to Christ. Hold their hand, calm their fears and make a 
visit to Mass a priority … help them feel at home.

I hope you and your family will fi nd yourselves home with 
Christ this Christmas. I hope that our churches can be fi lled not 
just at Christmas, but all year, with people seeking to fi nd that 
sense of peace that only God can provide. 

“I’ll be home for Christmas. You can plan on me ... .”
Merry Christmas from all of us at The Observer.

Come Home 
For Christmas

Congress shall make no law respecting an establishment of religion, 
or prohibiting the free exercise thereof; or abridging the freedom of 

speech, or of the press; or the right of the people peaceably to assemble, 
and to petition the Government for a redress of grievances.

— The First Amendment to the U.S. Constitution
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Di� erent View CNS/Joe Heller

DeKalb to Lena ... 82 miles
Elgin to Polo ... 72 miles
Sycamore to Freeport ... 67 

miles
Rock Falls to Rockford ... 

65 miles 
Nazareth to Bethlehem ... 

70 miles
The Rockford Diocese covers 

11 counties in northwest Illinois, an area 
about the size of the state of Connecticut. 
From communities of Kane County 
along the Fox River, across the state to 
Jo Daviess County and the Mississippi 
River, a 130-mile road trip takes just over 
a couple hours. 

Depending on the chosen route and 
whether speed or scenery is the ultimate 
criterion for road selection, travelers can 
see rivers, mountains (okay, ski hills 
like Chestnut Mountain 
near Galena), mid-size 
cities such as Elgin and 
Rockford, small cities 
such as Freeport or Dixon, 
and towns like Belvidere, 
and Stockton. 

Buses, trucks, tractors, 
SUVs, and small cars 
crisscross interstates 
such as I-90, I-39 and 
I-88. Two lane routes 
provide access to and from 
vibrant markets served by 
agriculture and industry. 
Just when you think that’s 
a lot of trips, the kids 
know that Santa does all this, and more, in 
one night. 

As important as commercial and 
recreational travel are to the well-being 
of the diocese’s diverse population, it is 
unlikely that what happens on these trips 
will make world history in the next few 
weeks. Contrast that with 2,000-plus years 
ago when an expectant family made the 70 
mile trip from Nazareth to Bethlehem. 

Seventy miles that historians estimate 

took between seven and 
10 days. A distance that 
changed the world equates 
to traveling from DeKalb 
to Savanna. 

And then, to begin the 
mission that brought the 
world from darkness to 

light — a journey that today would allow a 
not-too-early riser in Woodstock to make a 
10:15 a.m. Mass in Elizabeth on Christmas 
morning — a monumental, historical life- 
and soul-saving miracle occurred that the 
speed of today’s world doesn’t always, and 
perhaps can’t always, allow.

For those who are going to forego a 
donkey or camel to reach family or friends 
this year, please consider how the Holy 
Family endured the dusty, precarious 

travels for our salvation. 
With Christmas 

presents in the back of 
the car, or pre-shipped 
by air or truck, or with 
a bag of gift cards, let’s 
remember how Mary 
and Joseph, as members 
of the chosen nation of 
Israel, willingly made 
a trip to bring benefi ts 
beyond their journey and 
into our lives. 

So as you put the 
Christmas music on 
during your travel for 

family gatherings, appreciate that the 
miles covered on that fi rst Christmas trip 
would today probably last as long as only 
one Christmas album. Joseph and Mary 
traveled only 70 miles from Nazareth to 
Bethlehem. 

Let the distance from Sycamore to Rock 
Falls remind us of how far we still need to 
go on our 2,000-year journey of faith. 

Merry Christmas from your Catholic 
Charities. 

Journey with Faith This Christmas

Joseph went (with 
his wife Mary) 

from Galilee out of 
the town of Nazareth 
to the town of David 
which is called 
Bethlehem.
 —Luke 2:4
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