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Our earliest historical witness to the site is St. Justin Martyr, a native of
neighboring Nablus, who wrote in c. 155 that the location of the Nativity in
the cave at Bethlehem was already an accepted belief. Origen supported the
location in 248, adding:

In Bethlehem you are shown the cave where he was born, and with-
in, the Manger where he was wrapped in swaddling clothes. These
things that they show you are recognized in the district, even by those
who do not share our faith. They admit, that is, that the Jesus whom
the Christians adore, was born in this cave.

Set back from the edge of the square, the Church of the Nativity is a mas-
sive structure of golden-brown stone blocks, and one bends almost double
to pass through the low door. They say that the doors of the church were
walled up long ago except this one, which was purposely lowered to prevent
the infidel from riding in on horseback.

I bow my head and cross the threshold to straighten up in 4th-century
Byzantium. It is one of the great surprises of the Holy Land to step from the
dusty street into this austere Roman basilica. Great Corinthian pillars of deep
red stone divide the nave into aisles. This is the church built by Emperor
Constantine the Great and his mother, St. Helen, as one of the first Roman
tributes to Christianity. It is the earliest Christian church in use today,
renewed by Justinian, but still containing some original elements. On the
walls are fragments of 12th-century gold mosaics of ecumenical councils,
prophets and saints, and below, roped-off squares reveal portions of the early
Constantinian floor. The narthex has been sub-divided and part is now used
as a guard-room, although centuries ago there was a Justinian-era mosaic
here of the visit of the Magi, depicted in Persian costume. In 614, when the
Persians sacked Jerusalem and the surrounding area, including Shepherd’s
Field, they spared the Church of the Nativity because they were misled by the
mosaic into believing that these Christians venerated their prophet Zoroaster.

Even the basilica roof is replete with centuries of Christian piety. High up,
out of sight, are huge rafters of hardy English oak that King Edward IV of
England sent to the Holy Land to rebuild the roof. In a rare impulse of coop-
eration between the English and French, Edward supplied the materials,
and Philip of Burgandy, the craftsmen. Tons of lead sent to bind and pro-
tect the heavy rafters and walls were melted down by the Turks in the 17th
century to be recast into bullets to fight the Venetians. Now Greek and
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Armenian monks and local Arab Christians watch over the Roman-
Byzantine nave, roofed by 15th-century English forests.

The basilica is built over the cave where the Lord was born, and the cave
itself was recognized as His birthplace two centuries before Rome became a
Christian state. Bethlehem is dotted with many such limestone caves, and it
remains the practice of the poorer inhabitants of the area to build their
houses over them, with the family in the upper floors and the animals sta-
bled below. Another evidence of the cave’s sacredness to early Christians is
that in 135 Emperor Hadrian attempted to defame it as he had Golgotha,
building a temple to Adonis over the cave, and planting a sacred grove.
When St. Helen arrived in the early 4th century to uncover the Christian
holy places, she ordered the pagan grove destroyed and the temple pulled
down. In their place she erected this church.

The Nativity cave is entered by a flight of steps set into the floor to the
right of the altar. The dark little staircase is so narrow that only one at a
time may descend the stairs. Dozens of silver oil lamps dimly light the tiny
cave; small pin pricks of light against the smoke-blackened walls. Affixed to
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a shallow recess near the floor, is a large silver star, placed here in 1717 by
the Roman Catholics and inscribed in Latin: Here Jesus Christ was born of
the Virgin Mary. The removal of this star many years ago led to a quarrel
between Russia and France that eventually ignited the Crimean War.

Like the Holy Sepulchre, the Church of the Nativity is jointly guarded by
Greek, Armenian and Latin clergy. Details of where each group cleans or
dusts, and when services are performed is strictly controlled, as is the plac-
ing of icons or pictures. Opposite the recess are relics of the Holy Innocents,
the children slaughtered by Herod’s soldiers as they searched for the infant
Christ. A second rock-hewn staircase on the opposite wall opens onto a war-
ren of small underground rock chambers, including St. Jerome’s cell, where
he translated the gospels into the Latin Vulgate.

I've arrived on Christmas Eve, but have little hope of praying quietly in the
cave. The town is crowded with pilgrims for the midnight Christmas liturgy,
and even on normal days, visitors fill the church from morning to night. I
hope that with perseverance I may have a moment before the momentum of
the crowd sweeps me out the other side, but as I descend the staircase, I'm
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“Call of the Shepherds” marking their burial in Shepherd’s Field.
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astonished to find the cave almost empty. In one corner an elderly Ethiopian
monk stands leaning on a t-shaped Coptic staff, praying intently. Near him
sits a nun on a small rock ledge, who looks at me with shining eyes. In the
dim light, with their long eastern robes, I think of another man who once
stood here with a woman resting at his side.

Sensing my hesitation, the monk opens his eyes and nods gravely to indi-
cate that I am welcome, then returns to his prayers. The nun pats the nar-
row rock shelf for me to sit beside her. Whispering a word of greeting, she
kisses my hand to tell me we are sisters and then she, too, begins chanting.
The oil lamps throw gigantic shadows against the cave walls, echoing back
the murmured Amharic prayers. Moments pass, slow and drop away, until
the chant seems an echo of every pilgrim who has ever worshiped here on
Christmas Eve: kings, monks, children, saints, sinners, pilgrims.... Did they
also muse on who was here before them and who would follow? I take up my
book to read vespers for Christmas Eve, thanking God for His great mercy.

A pilgrim quietly descends, and then another. An elaborately vested Greek
deacon descends to cense the cave, and scuffling on the stairs announces a
crowd of small Arab children with their teacher. Creeping forward like little
birds, they kneel in turn, each kissing the star; their faces solemn in the
lamp-light. The monk glances at his companion, who gathers a worn cloak
from the floor. Bowing gravely with their hands to their hearts, they greet
me with the Nativity and depart into the starry Bethlehem night. +
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