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From page 4 
 
1. None. She was a virgin.  
2. The angel, to the shepherds.  
3. The exact date is unknown.  
4. Matthew and Luke.  
5. Elizabeth 
6. Mary, Joseph, baby 
7. False. We are not told how many wise men there 

were.  
8. In Jerusalem. 
9. Gold, frankincense (incense), and myrrh.  
10. The Lord warned him in a dream.  
11. Egypt.  
12. Nazareth.  

� ������ �

����������		�
�	�
 
December 31, 2011 falls on a Saturday this year.  Any 
donations that you would like receipted in 2011 must be either 
dropped off in the office before December 31 or brought to the 
New Year’s Eve Potluck on December 31, 2011.  An offering 
will be taken that evening.   
 

All donations made on Sunday, January 1, 2012 will be a part 
of your 2012 donations, regardless of the date you may put on 
your cheque.   

CHRISTMAS 2011 SPECIAL  OFFERING: Each year, KMB has 
blessed various like-minded ministries during the Advent 
season. This year, the CLB has chosen Solid Ground 
Ministries, Ray of Hope, and the new Mennonite/Anabaptist 
Resource Centre in Kitchener. Please consider an extra 
offering as the Lord leads you and mark your envelope 
“Christmas Project.” The donations will be divided equally 
among the three charities. 

RECEIPTS FOR REIMBURSEMENT: Please submit all outstanding 
receipts for reimbursement in 2011 to the church office as 
soon as possible. 
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As I talk to people these days, I hear of busyness. 
Too many things to do, places to go, and too little 
time. Since returning from India, I too have found 
myself with such a busy schedule as well. I am not 
complaining! Most of the activities are good and 
wholesome, and we are blessed with family and 
friends and church.  

It seems that there is so much to do in such a 
short time. Busy days, shopping, church pro-
grams, concerts, baking, work parties, family times 
—and you can fill in the blanks with other things 
that keep you busy during this wonderful season 
of Christmas.  

Much has changed for me in the way I grew up 
celebrating Christmas. For starters, Santa Claus was nowhere in the picture because there were no Christ-
mas trees, no chimneys for the guy in the red suit to slide down and no tradition of placing presents under the 
tree. Our family was not well off, even by Indian standards. Mom and Dad and we eight kids lived in a small 
two-room house (the second room was the kitchen), along with a dog and a few chickens. There was no elec-
tricity in the house and no running water. Now, before you start saying, “Oh, poor Vidya!” Don’t! Because we 
had a happy and what I consider wholesome childhood, with lots of family and friends around us. I remember 
those days with much fondness.  

Our family life revolved around church activities during this season. Sunday School programs, carolling for 
almost ten days starting on December 15 and ending in the early hours of Christmas morning, and sharing 
the goodies that we made with our Hindu, Muslim, and Christian neighbours. But for all the changes the world 
has given us, the essence of what it means to celebrate this time of the year hasn’t changed—Emmanuel, 
God with us! Yes, for the believer, it is the coming of Jesus Christ to save us. 

While many of us are busy with a variety of activities this season, I am also well aware that this is a difficult 
and lonely season for some. Perhaps because of the loss of a loved one, a wife or husband of many years, 
perhaps a family breakdown or a serious health concern, loss of employment or the inability to keep up with 
the “Joneses” in gift giving. Whatever the reason, may the Christ of Christmas be as real to you as He is to 
me. 

You see, as wonderful as all the cozy traditions of this season are, and they are, that little Baby Jesus who 
was born in the lowliest of circumstances came for all—to mend a broken world, a broken people—to redeem 
us unto Himself. Christmas is God’s way of acknowledging that we are lonely and lost and need to be found 
again. He came to give us something infinitely more precious than whatever it is we may find under that tree 
on Christmas morning. He came to give us life—eternal life. 

May each one of us experience that joy of knowing him this Christmas season, along with whatever traditions 
make it special for you. From our family to yours—a blessed Christmas and Emmanuel, God with us!   
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Joseph 
Manger 

Bethlehem 
Mary 
Jesus 
Inn  

Rejoice 
Shepherd 

Star 
Nativity 

Inn Keeper 
Donkey 
Candle 

Holy Spirit 
 

��������������
������� !�



�
"���"	����"�	���	��#��"���"�����"������� ��	������ �������������������
 
As the front lines kept coming closer and closer into our country, we were forced to flee for our lives on a 
cold January day in 1945. Mom, my two older sisters, and I left on a Conestoga horse-drawn wagon with 
our meagre belongings—whatever we could fit on our wagon. My dad and brother were in the army at that 
time. 
 
After three weeks of a very trying journey, total strangers in North Germany welcomed us on their farm. In 
May 1945 the war ended, and we saw two British soldiers approaching the house. The lady of the house, 
her three children, Mom and I stood bewildered and prayed, thinking we would be killed. Instead, they ex-
plained, as best they could in sign language, that they wanted “eggs for cigarettes.” We were relieved and, 
thanking God that our lives were spared, gave them eggs plus their cigarettes. They thanked us and left. 
(What an unforgettable moment!) 
 
Christmas drew closer and in the meantime my dad had been released as a prisoner of war and miracu-
lously found us. What a joy that was! My brother was missing and never came back. 
 
We celebrated Christmas in our only room. No tree, no gifts, no new clothes, no church service, hardly any 
money, no turkey dinner, but enough chicken noodle soup out of care packages we received from the U.S.! 
(Since we didn’t know English, reading labels was a challenge. Upon opening a package, my Mom saw 
little noodles, smelled the powder, and determined that the contents were edible. She experimented by 
adding water and heating the mixture and chicken noodle soup became a regular meal for us.) 
 
There were many changes that Christmas, but as a music-loving family, we sang many Christmas songs, 
thankful that we had each other. We hardly missed all the trimmings and glitter of Christmas because we 
had Jesus, who blessed us beyond understanding. Even the chicken noodle soup had a real “heavenly” 
flavour. 
 
Christmas 1945—it was the most peaceful and blessed Christmas I have ever experienced. 
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1. How many children had Mary had before she gave birth to Jesus?  
2. ��������	�
������	�
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Lord? 
3. What is the date of Jesus’ birth?  
4. In which books of the Bible was the Nativity recorded?  
5. What is the name of Mary’s relative, who also was with child? 
6. Fill in the missing words: “So they hurried off and found __________ and _________, and the 

________, who was lying in the manger.  
7. True or false? There were only three wise men.  
8. Where were the wise men when they asked, “Where is the one who has been born King of the Jews?” 
9. What were the three gifts the wise men gave to Jesus? 
10. How did Joseph know that Herod was set to kill Jesus?  
11. To where did Joseph, Mary, and Jesus flee as refugees?  
12. After Joseph heard that Herod was dead, where did he settle down with Mary and Jesus?  

 
Answers on page 12. 
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Dear Ann Landers: I often hear people say “Jesus Christ!” or “Oh, my God.” I wonder if they realize that every 
time they do this they are breaking the Third Commandment. I bet my friend $20 that you would consider the 
following too square to print. Please help me lose. —A.G. in Scranton, Pa. 

 
THE LORD’S NAME IN VAIN 

Last week 
I answered the door 

And there was another salesman. 
“Oh, God,” I said aloud, 

“I don’t need another brush!” 
And firmly told him so. 

I meant it about the brush, Lord. 
But I never meant to use your name. 
That was my outlet for exasperation. 

Surely you know 
How mindless it is . . . everybody does it. 

But then, here I am—making excuses when 
All the time I know I am wrong. 

You’ve set it down so simply and clearly. 
Your name should not be taken in vain. 

The next time I say,  “Oh, God!” 
I won’t stop there. 

I’ll make it a prayer that starts, 
“Oh, God—how great thou art!” 

For how really great thou art, O God! 
—Exodus 20:7 

 
Dear Scranton: You lost. Tell the winner it would be awfully nice if he/she sent your check to Dialogue, a Chica-
go-based organization that does a wonderful job for the blind. The address is 3100 Oak Park Blvd., Berwyn, Ill. 
����������� !����"�!!�	�#�$%���������%�!����"�!!�%$ ��&% 
 

Submitted by Helen Loewen  
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Santa lives at the North Pole . . . JESUS is everywhere. 
Santa rides in a sleigh . . . JESUS walks on the water. 
Santa comes but once a year . . . JESUS is ever present. 
Santa fills your stockings with goodies . . . JESUS supplies all your needs. 
Santa comes down your chimney uninvited . . . JESUS stands at your door and knocks and then enters 

your heart when invited. 
You have to wait in line to see Santa . . . JESUS is as close as the mention of His name. 
Santa lets you sit on his lap . . . JESUS lets you rest in His arms. 
���
�������'
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 �s your name?” . . . JESUS knew 

our name before we were born. Not only does He know our name, He knows our address too. He 
knows our history and future, and He even knows how many hairs are on our heads. 

Santa has a belly like a bowl full of jelly . . . JESUS has a heart full of love. 
All Santa can offer is HO, HO, HO . . . JESUS offers hope. 
Santa says “You better not cry” . . . JESUS says, “Cast all your cares on me for I care for you.” 
Santa’s little helpers make toys . . . JESUS gives you joy that is your strength. 
While Santa puts gifts under your tree . . . JESUS became our gift and died on a tree—the cross. 
We need to put Christ back in CHRISTmas. 
 

Submitted by Anne Robertson 
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During our time in China, when we taught at Sichuan Teachers’ 
University, we were asked by the Dean whether we would share 
with our 10 classes all about Christmas and how it is celebrated 
in Canada. So we put up in our classrooms some decorations we 
had brought along, as well as about 200 Christmas cards which 
had been sent to us by family and friends. Marg shared with the 
students how we prepared for the occasion by baking goodies, 
cooking, buying gifts for our children and grandchildren, 
practising for the church choir concert, and many other preparations. 
 
We sang some Christmas carols as a duet, Marg played her violin, always with the actions, such as 
in “Away in a Manger,” and after we finished we noticed some of the girls were crying. They asked us 
to tape that song, to be played some day when they would have their child. Note that in China they 
would be allowed only one child! 
 
Then Ed read the Christmas Story from the Bible, followed by more singing. Finally, at the closing of 
each presentation, we walked up and down the aisles, giving each student a tangerine (we had 
bought bushels of tangerines—Sichuan Province is the Orange State of China!), plus a pen (the pens 
had been given to us by our Kitchener MP), and a cookie, while we sang “We Wish You a Merry 
Christmas”! Very touchingly, the students, who had had never before received a Christmas gift, cried 
and thanked us with great sincerity! 
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In this short article, I will dare to broach the subject of children, the Santa Claus myth, and truth. I know that 
in our community, parents, grandparents, and aunts and uncles have varying views about the ethics of al-
lowing children to believe in the existence of Santa. So I will not venture to add to that chorus of opinion. 
Therefore, my earlier assertion of a “dare” is not as strong as it may have seemed. Nonetheless, I confess, 
in the past I have picked up the phone, threatening to call Santa to inform him of certain behaviours and atti-
tudes of my children. I was amazed at the positive results this disciplinary strategy produced.    
 
A Christmas ago, however, I started to feel guilty for al-
lowing my eldest child to continue to believe in Santa. 
This was caused by the seriousness in which he wanted 
to believe, but also the critical questions he began to 
ask—Where exactly does Santa live? How does he give 
presents to every child in one evening? Does Santa 
know Jesus?—questions that demanded more compli-
cated explanations. My attempt to maintain this myth 
was becoming ridiculous, so I told him the truth. How-
ever, I was also conflicted. I saw the disappointment in 
his eyes. He was beginning to suspect the truth, but for 
obvious reasons wanted to believe in Santa. Interesting-
ly, I felt guilty for telling my child the truth, seemingly 
making his Christmas experience less than what it was. 
So I thought.  
 
The Christmas tradition of perpetuating the Santa myth 
is a reminder of the more general power of belief. What 
are the “myths” that we believe or want to believe? Why 
do we believe them? We are often emotionally wrapped 
up in our beliefs, so that if they are questioned, we feel 
threatened. We will react defensively, in some cases, with outright hostility. The pursuit of truth, however, 
seems almost passé in our culture, even though we all claim to have our interpretation of what truth is. Even 
as a Christian, I have been reluctant to examine evidence, whether biblical, theological, or scientific, and 
hesitant to engage with others who understand differently, so as to remain confident—and unthreatened—in 
the rightness of my belief. However, is this the way of “faith seeking understanding”?  
 
From a biblical standpoint, the Christian’s pursuit of truth, like the magi following the star in the west bringing 
gifts, begins with the gift of faith. By faith we confess that the story of Christmas bears witness to the Truth, 
which was made flesh, a living child, who would reveal God, and destroy the myths that sin uses to keep us 
separated from God. Jesus is the myth-buster, exposing our self-delusions and sin’s deceptions, and reveal-
ing the truth of God, ourselves, and the world. This Truth then becomes more than a belief, but a way of life. 
We receive the Truth, living a life that testifies to its authenticity and reality.   
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the Truth as we revisit the story of God’s incarnation that we read about in the Gospels. We need an open 
mind and an open heart. I was once hostile to the Truth, because it threatened the myth that I was the cen-
tre of my own life. However, when I surrendered this childish belief, God revealed the Way, Truth, and Life, 
thereby setting me free. This is the Truth I will highlight for my children this Christmas. Nonetheless, we will 
probably still leave out some cookies and milk on Christmas Eve—for me, of course.   
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“How fortunate and 
blessed I am to have 

many friends of 
different ages and 

from all walks of life 
all these years.” 
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