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Dear Beloved of God –

As we enter the season of Advent I have been thinking 
of Joseph and Mary journeying to Bethlehem. The 
gospel writer tells us that as the hour of birth drew near 
they tried to secure lodging and they found no room in 
the inn (Luke 2:7).

Founded in this verse Las Posadas (literally “the inns”) 
developed as a tradition based on the unavailability of 
shelter.  For nine days (usually occurring nine days 
before Christmas) los peregrines (the pilgrims) walk 
through darkened streets carrying candles to 
accompany the Holy Family. They travel from house to 
house requesting lodging and singing carols.  The 
procession is invited inside to enjoy food and drink 
before they are turned away by someone posing as los 
mesoneros (the innkeepers).

La comunidad is invited to partake in the pilgrimage and 
await the birth of the child; but for many walking in 
solidarity with the Holy Family means more than simply 
re-enacting the familiar biblical story.  The re-enactment 
reminds participants of the challenge of providing a 
home for all and of the millions who have journeyed 
from home and land to refugee camps or to other 
countries.  The re-enactment remembers a God who 
calls us to hospitality, lest we, too, leave Jesus out in 
the cold.

To remember involves more than abstract thought; it 
involves praxis.  Re-enacting Las Posadas signifies the 
risk-taking and life-seeking migrations of millions.  
Participating in Las Posadas reveals the most basic 
understanding of who God is and what acts we are 
called to enact.  Dr. Ana María Pineda reminds us that 
when we participate in this annual Advent practice, we 
“ritually participate in being rejected and being 
welcomed, in slamming the door on the needy and 
opening it wide.  [We] are in this way renewed in the 

Christian practice of hospitality, the practice of providing 
a space where the stranger is taken in and known as 
one who bears gifts” (Ana María Pineda, “Hospitality,” 
in Practicing Our Faith: A Way of Life for a Searching 
People, ed. Dorothy C. Bass [San Francisco: Jossey-
Bass, 1997], 29-42 [31]).

This Advent, though we may not ourselves participate 
in Las Posadas, I invite you to ponder with me and then 
to move to action as we consider the Christian practice 
of hospitality.  Who is that stranger for whom we are 
called to provide a space?  How might we share and 
receive, and learn from, the gift of hospitality?  How 
might we experience the stranger as gift…les we, too, 
leave Jesus out in the cold?

In Christ Jesus –

Shalom,

+Bishop Larry Kochendorfer
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A BEAUTIFUL CHRISTMAS STORY

About a week before Christmas the family bought a 
new nativity scene. When they unpacked it they found 
2 figures of the Baby Jesus. "Someone must have 
packed this wrong," the mother said, counting out the 
figures. "We have one Joseph, one Mary, three wise 
men, three shepherds, two lambs, a donkey, a cow, 
an angel and two babies. Oh, dear! I suppose some 
set down at the store is missing a Baby Jesus because 
we have 2."

"You two run back down to the store and tell the 
manager that we have an extra Jesus. Tell him to put 
a sign on the remaining boxes saying that if a set is 
missing a Baby Jesus, call 7126. Put on your warm 
coats, it's freezing cold out there." 

The manager of the store copied down mother's 
message and the next time they were in the store they 
saw the cardboard sign that read, "If you're missing 
Baby Jesus, call 7126." All week long they waited for 
someone to call. Surely, they thought, someone was 
missing that important figurine. Each time the phone 
rang mother would say, "I'll bet that's about Jesus," but 
it never was.

Father tried to explain there are thousands of these 
scattered over the country and the figurine could be 
missing from a set in Florida or Texas or California. 
Those packing mistakes happen all the time. He 
suggested just put the extra Jesus back in the box and 
forget about it.

"Put Baby Jesus back in the box! What a terrible thing 
to do," said the children. "Surely someone will call," 
mother said. "We'll just keep the two of them together 
in the manger until someone calls."

When no call had come by 5:00 on Christmas Eve, 
mother insisted that father "just run down to the store" 
to see if there were any sets left. "You can see them 
right through the window, over on the counter," she 
said. "If they are all gone, I'll know someone is bound 
to call tonight."

"Run down to the store?" father thundered. "It's 15 
below zero out there!"

"Oh, Daddy, we'll go with you," Tommy and Mary 
began to put on their coats. Father gave a long sigh 
and headed for the front closet. "I can't believe I'm 
doing this," he muttered. Tommy and Mary ran ahead 
as father reluctantly walked out in the cold. Mary got 
to the store first and pressed her nose up to the store 
window. "They're all gone, Daddy," she shouted. 
"Every set must be sold." 

"Hooray," Tommy said. "The mystery will now be 
solved tonight!"

Father heard the news still a half block away and 
immediately turned on his heel and headed back 
home. When they got back into the house they noticed 
that mother was gone and so was the extra Baby Jesus 
figurine. "Someone must have called and she went out 
to deliver the figurine," my father reasoned, pulling off 
his boots. "You kids get ready for bed while I wrap 
mother's present." 

Then the phone rang. Father yelled "answer the phone 
and tell 'em we found a home for Jesus." But it was 
mother calling with instructions for us to come to 205 
Chestnut Street immediately, and bring three blankets, 
a box of cookies and some milk. "Now what has she 
gotten us into?" my father groaned as we bundled up 
again. "205 Chestnut. Why that's across town. Wrap 
that milk up good in the blankets or it will turn to ice 
before we get there. Why can't we all just get on with 
Christmas? It's probably 20 below out there now. And 
the wind is picking up. Of all the crazy things to do on 
a night like this."

When they got to the house at 205 Chestnut Street it 
was the darkest one on the block. Only one tiny light 
burned in the living room and, the moment we set foot 
on the porch steps, my mother opened the door and 
shouted, "They're here, Oh thank God you got here, 
Ray! You kids take those blankets into the living room 
and wrap up the little ones on the couch. I'll take the 
milk and cookies." 

"Would you mind telling me what is going on, Ethel?" 
my father asked. "We have just walked through below 
zero weather with the wind in our faces all the way." 

"Never mind all that now," my mother interrupted. 
"There isn't any heat in this house and this young 
mother is so upset she doesn't know what to do. Her 
husband walked out on her and those poor little 
children will have a very bleak Christmas, so don't you 
complain. I told her you could fix that oil furnace in a 
jiffy." 

My mother strode off to the kitchen to warm the milk 
while my brother and I wrapped up the five little 
children who were huddled together on the couch. The 
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Annual Festival of Lessons & Carols will take 
place:

December 10

  9:15 AM - Hope, Forestburg

  11:15 AM - St. John’s, Sedgewick

December 17

  10:30 AM - Trinity, Lougheed

Christmas Services
Mark your calendar with the 
following dates:

Christmas Eve - December 24

11:15 AM Eucharist Service at St. John’s,   
   Sedgewick

7:30 PM - Christmas Candlelight Service 
   at Hope, Forestburg

Christmas Day - December 25

10:30 AM - Holy Communion Service at Trinity, 
    Lougheed

children's mother explained to my father that her 
husband had  run off, taking bedding, clothing, and 
almost every piece of furniture, but she had been doing 
all right until the furnace broke down. 

"I been doin' washin' and ironin' for people and cleanin' 
the five and dime," she said. "I saw your number every 
day there, on those boxes on the counter. When the 
furnace went out, that number kept going' through my 
mind. 7162 7162. Said on the box that if a person was 
missin' Jesus, they should call you. That's how I knew 
you were good Christian people, willin' to help folks. I 
figured that maybe you would help me, too. So I 
stopped at the grocery store tonight and I called your 
misses. I'm not missin' Jesus, mister, because I sure 
love the Lord. But I am missin' heat. I have no money 
to fix that furnace." 

"Okay, Okay," said father. "You've come to the right 
place. Now let's see. You've got a little oil burner over 
there in the dining room. Shouldn't be too hard to fix. 
Probably just a clogged flue. I'll look it over, see what 
it needs." 

Mother came into the living room carrying a plate of 
cookies and warm milk. As she set the cups down on 
the coffee table, I noticed the figure of Baby Jesus lying 
in the center of the table. It was the only sign of 
Christmas in the house. The children stared wide-eyed 

with wonder at the plate of cookies my mother set 
before them. 

Father finally got the oil burner working but said, "You 
need more oil. I'll make a few calls tonight and get some 
oil. Yes sir, you came to the right place", father grinned.  

On the way home father did not complain about the cold 
weather and had barely set foot inside the door when 
he was on the phone. "Ed, hey, how are ya, Ed?" 

"Yes, Merry Christmas to you, too. Say Ed, we have 
kind of an unusual situation here. I know you've got that 
pick-up truck. Do you still have some oil in that barrel 
on your truck? You do?" 

By this time the rest of the family were pulling clothes 
out of their closets and toys off of their shelves. It was 
long after their bedtime when they were wrapping gifts. 
The pickup came. On it were chairs, three lamps, 
blankets and gifts. Even though it was 30 below, father 
let them ride along in the back of the truck. No one ever 
did call about the missing figure in the nativity set, but 
as I grow older I realize that it wasn't a packing mistake 
at all.

Jesus saves, that's what He does.
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