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Dear Beloved of God –
“In the time of King Herod…,” that’s how the story
begins.
“In the time of King Herod….” He built monumental
structures including the Second Jewish Temple, the
mountaintop palace at Masada and the palatial
Herodium complex whose desert palace included a
grand residence, a theater and large pools, baths and
gardens. When his position was seemingly threatened,
he did not hesitate for a second but had his wife killed
and at least two of his sons.
“In the time of King Herod….” He dominates the story.
Of the twelve verses of the Epiphany Gospel, Matthew
2:1-12, he controls the action in ten of them. He rules
a world dominated by his authority, his power, his
ruthlessness.
King Herod so rules over the world, over this story, that
it would be easy to miss the good news of the birth of
an infant for it is almost buried, almost hidden, almost
veiled in the reality dominated by Herod.
It is no wonder then that he, and all of Jerusalem with
him, are stunned by the arrival of wise men from the
East who come to Jerusalem wishing to pay tribute to
a “child who has been born king of the Jews.” It
frightens him, and all Jerusalem and he moves quickly
to control, to assess, to dominate calling the religious
leaders together and then secretly meeting the wise
men.
And later we will learn that Herod had been fooled by
these wise foreigners – fooled but not beaten. He fights
back as cruelty does and has all the infants slaughtered.
“In the time of King Herod….”
This is not an easy, gentle story – but the gospel writer,
Matthew’s witness, does not shy away from recognizing
that the good news of Jesus – of the birth of the
Christ-child, “the king of the Jews” is surrounded by, it

is immersed in, harsh reality. And that beneath this
reality as defined by Herod – almost hidden, almost
veiled – is the truth.
Foreigners arrive in Jerusalem with wealth to place at
the crib of a Jewish baby. And, in this act of homage,
they become the first to see what God is up to in the
birth of this infant. An epiphany which means something
like manifestation, or unveiling, or revealing the truth.
That the steadfast love of God is met in the flesh and
blood of Jesus, born of Mary and that it is veiled,
revealed in weakness, hidden in poverty, seen in
helplessness.
The gospel writer’s witness invites us to see that the
epiphany is not obvious. Rather, it is fragile, tenuous,
dreamlike, as vulnerable as an unnoticed baby in a
god-forsaken little village, witnessed to by foreigners,
in a land ruled by Herod.
And this is where we find ourselves. For if we are to be
a people who seek to be disciples of Jesus Christ, “in
the time of King Herod,” then we are invited to see God
at work in the hidden, veiled, fragile, tenuous,
vulnerable, weak, poor; in people and places and
events one would hardly notice at all.
For what child is this whose epiphany is so quiet, so
unobtrusive, little more than a whisper and yet this one
is known, is revealed in the sharing of a little piece of
bread and a sip of wine?
For what child is this whose epiphany is so fragile, so
veiled, in a village fifteen kilometers from the center of
power in Jerusalem and yet this one is baptized, and
we are ourselves, baptized in the name of the Father,
and of the Son, and of the Holy Spirit, are named and
claimed children of God?
For what child is this whose birth in a manger is
witnessed hardly at all, and who is killed on a cross
embracing the whole world. A story from start to finish
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surrounded by loss and grief and yet a story that ends
in surprising, new life?
“In the time of King Herod….” And soon this family will
be running to Egypt.
God give us eyes, new eyes, to see You at work among
us. And then nurtured in the water and the Word of our
baptism, nourished in the communion meal, and upheld
in community move us to action for the fragile, tenuous,
vulnerable, weak, poor.

In Christ Jesus –
Shalom,
+Bishop Larry Kochendorfer

13 I pray that God, the source of hope, will fill you
completely with joy and peace because you trust in him.
Then you will overflow with confident hope through the

power of the Holy Spirit. Romans 15:13
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WHY DO YOU ATTEND YOUR CHURCH?
by ralph jackson

They say that knowledge is the key to a better understanding?  I agree!  It is through the imparting of knowledge
by our parents, school teachers and others in our adolescence that shapes the way we think.  As children we are
like sponges, we absorb everything around us, unconsciously filtering out what doesn’t seem important at the
time of hearing or seeing.  As we grow older our characters form into the person we are becoming in adulthood.
Our surroundings play a major part in who we become as well as the company we keep.  Habits are formed early
in life and many if not most remain with us until we die.  Some are hereditary and others are learned.  The way
we think and what we think about a particular subject is shaped by the reasoned arguments of others.  The more
plausible to our mind, the more likely we are to accept what we have been told.  This is particularly true in our
religious belief.  If we attend the same church as our parents, then it is likely (assuming we remain religious), to
stay in the same church or denomination throughout our lives.  The saying: “Once a Catholic, always a Catholic”
can also apply to many others who attend Protestant churches.  Of course there are some who buck this trend
and move out of their childhood denomination and join another, or discard religion altogether.     Those that remain
may do so because they feel comfortable in familiar surroundings with a familiar weekly service.  They have
friends in the church or it’s because they like the Minister or Priest.  The church may be close to their home and
it doesn’t demand much of their time on Sunday or Saturday or they like singing in church.  There are many other
reasons as to why some never change denominations and it is not for anyone to judge their motivation.  God
alone reads the heart, however, each person should look to his or her own heart and ask themselves the following
questions:

“Is my love for Jesus the main reason I go to church?”

“What do I do with Jesus for the rest of the week?”

“How many times do I open the Bible during the week?”

“Is my faith in Jesus visible to others I meet?”
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“How do I respond when someone verbally hurts me?

“Do I take every opportunity to share my faith?”

“How often do I pray to God?”

 Your answers will be between you and God.

It is my prayer that you will never blindly follow anyone who preaches or teaches religion. Be respectful to them
and give ear to what they say, but study the Word for yourself, testing all doctrines whether they come from God
or not.  If it does not conform to the Word then there is no truth in it.

God Bless.

DOG FOOD ON MY SHOE
by linzy bruno

NOTE: Intended for Sunday school lesson.

Danny’s mother had several nick names for him because of his great zest for life. ‘He’s always the first one
mention the positive side of things,’ she found herself thinking quite often. “Come on Dash, time to get up. We
all have to get ready for Church,” she called from the hallway.
Danny sat up in bed and rubbed his eyes, he quickly made his way to the kitchen, with his dog Bull on his heels.
He gobbled down his usual double portion of instant oatmeal and ran back upstairs, got dressed and ran back
down the stairs to put on his shoes, but stopped and stared at the floor when he arrived at their usual place.
“Hmmmm, my shoes aren’t here……..oh yeah! Mom moved them last night when she needed to make room for
our Christmas tree. She had to move a lot of stuff around…….” He said out loud to himself. “Oh there they are,
right next to my boots…..oh, what’s this? “Bull got his dog food on my shoe! What a slob you are Bull! Then
suddenly he felt a giggle come over him: “Well, it’s like Mom said last night: “It’s not so bad being in such close
quarters because not having everything perfectly the way we would like builds character and helps us see the
comedic side of things, which helps
us persevere, which gradually
makes us more like Christ.”
“You know,” Danny continued in his
one sided conversation, “Ever since
I’ve been a teenager, 2 months ago,
I’ve really learned to appreciate
spiritual growth.”
“Danny-Do,” his mother called again,
“Are you ready?” Yes Mom, I just got
my shoes on. Danny climbed into the
back seat of his dad’s car and
started thinking ‘how cool is this! I
can use his dog’s sloppiness to write
my assignment for English class. ‘I’m
so glad I’m in Christian school,’ he
continued in his thought, as they
pulled into the Church parking lot.
Immediately following the service,
Danny ran into his Youth Pastor’s
office and waited for him to discuss
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his idea for his writing assignment. The following day, all the students took turns reading their papers in front of
the class. Then Danny read his:
My poem is called “Dog Food On My Shoe,” he began, while most of his classmates giggled. It goes like this:

I got up happily one morning and to my silly surprise.
I learned a valuable lesson about Satan’s vicious lies.
“Your future is doomed, you have no space,
he repeatedly yells in my ear, but then God gently assures me
a believers life can be filled with cheer!
So I never cry and gripe when troubles are weighing
I just look into my dog’s big brown eyes
like they could be saying:
“Don’t waste your time in guile, a little of my food on your shoe
is surely silly enough, to make you smile.

The classroom was silent for a moment and then everyone applauded loudly. Then Mrs. Perdell taught the class
a few lessons from Danny’s poem and it was fashioned onto the students’ Wall of Fame in the hallway, near the
office.
Later that evening, the family remarked on the glory of the Lord they saw that day and how God exalted Danny
in the midst of it and Danny’s mother remarked on his clever idea of the dog food representing inconvenience
and struggle and then she said, “You know Dashy, we don’t have to pursue glory for ourselves, we strive to exalt
and give glory to our Lord and He in turns exalts and glorifies us.”
And everyone said, “AMEN.”
The following Sunday, Danny’s Youth Pastor agreed that his work should be commended and even used the
message of his poem in one of his Sermons. Furthermore, the following year, Danny’s father got a raise from

his boss and the family moved to a larger house.
But to this day, Danny still reminds his parents of
what God taught them and the marvelous way He
blessed them and how it all seemed to be marked
by the  extremely simply, yet divinely powerful lesson
learned by the displacement of a few pieces of dog
food.

I have been writing for many years. I really got
serious when my 3 kids were still quite young, as
they inspired me to write children's fiction nearly
every day; observing them at play. These days I've
been working hard on completely a Bible course
online, THEN I'm going hard copy with my books!!
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