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To all Christians.

May we never forget the wonder of Christmas 

and God coming down to earth for us.
Children laughing. Animals clucking. Those were the first sounds I ever heard. Ehud finished making me hours earlier. People filled the room. A warm place sat far away from me full of fire, and two chickens wandered around. No other animals. What was I supposed to be here for? I was empty for now. Maybe Ehud would fill me up soon.

Days passed and nothing. No hay, no animal, nothing but a young child bumping into me hours on end, nearly knocking me over at times. Surely there was more to my existence than this. Wasn’t a manger supposed to have animals eat out of it? In my case, apparently not. 

I watched the family live. The mother made meals and kept the children in line. The father was only inside for the morning and evening meals. The children ran in and out all day. One of the boys left shortly after Ehud and came back in the early afternoon talking about everything he learned at Hebrew school.

The girls tried to help their mother. I didn’t want to observe a family. I wanted to be useful.

Finally, something new happened. Something amazing. Family after family arrived. So many people! And a few animals. Still none who stayed in the lower level of the house with me, but I heard them outside. With all the people around, I wasn’t as lonely. Children put their toys in me and on me. But I was also worried. Would I be forgotten completely with all the people around?
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A long, chilly night. Loneliness. The noise of another day with dozens of children running in and out, around the small room, and no hay to keep me warm. Day in and day out. Some families left and others came. Ehud and Miriam always welcomed their relatives with open arms. From what I gathered, the families were forced to travel by some person named Caesar Augustus. 

Months after I was built, hay was laid in me for the first time and a lamb brought in. The poor thing was tiny and appeared sickly. Ehud and the children took turns feeding it warm milk every hour. When they finished, the lamb was laid in the hay on top of me. If I could have hummed and rocked, I would have.

The lamb slowly got better, and soon I was bereft again. But the hay was still there, so I had hope I wouldn’t be forgotten again. 

The house was soon bursting with people again, and I hoped no more relatives came. There would be no room for them.

One day, right before the evening meal, a young couple came. She was round with child, and he carefully led her into the home.

Ehud and Miriam welcomed the young couple with open arms. 

“Joseph,” Ehud said. “It has been too long. How are you?”

Joseph hugged Ehud. “We had a long journey but had no problems. Do you have a place for Mary and me to stay?”

“Our guest rooms upstairs are all full, but you are welcome to stay down here. It will not be as cozy, but it will be private for you and your young bride.”

“Thank you,” Mary said. “It will be good to sleep under a roof again.”

Miriam led her over near me. “Can I get you anything?”

“I just need a place to rest for a while. And maybe something to drink.”

Mary sat down, and Miriam left my sight. I took the time to look closely at Mary. She was young, but most mothers were. I hadn’t seen a pregnant woman before, but if I had to guess, I’d say she would be having the baby soon. 

Having someone near me comforted me. Perhaps it was the calm demeanor of the young woman. Maybe it was her nearness and knowing she wasn’t likely to leave soon. Either way, time passed more quickly with her there.

I knew it wouldn’t last. Few things did here. But at least I had this for a short time.

A few more days passed, and then came the most amazing night of my entire life. All day, Mary groaned and panted. The women staying there were in and out helping her while Joseph and the other men stayed outside. I didn’t understand what was happening. Not yet.

Finally, as dusk fell with stars shining brightly into the windows and the still open door, a new cry came. A smaller one. A little baby, smaller than I had ever seen before. Mary’s pained noises stopped and became loving coos as she held the baby in her arms and talked to him. One of the women brought a white cloth for him to be wrapped in while another woman went outside.

As Joseph stepped in
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