
A Christmas Tale 
They had travelled together over a great distance, and she was exhausted. But when they 
reached the town, there were no places available for them anywhere. Here and there he 
searched, but to no avail. Until finally he found the most meager of shelters into which they 
could settle, just for now. And it was there that she gave birth to her son. 
But it was not a secure place to stay, and he was worried. Who knows, he thought when 
someone might come along, some authority who might pronounce this not a legal residence, 
who might brand them as squatters and take even this little bit of shelter away from them. But 
she had just given birth, and needed several days to recover, and so he waited, hoping for the 
best. 
Some of the locals were friendly. A few shepherds stopped by, sharing some of their food with 
the foreign couple. But others were wary, and a few seemed downright hostile. What were they 
doing in this shed, these people muttered. What right do they have to be here? Go back to 
where you came from, one was heard to say. 
And then it happened. A rumor reached the authorities’ ears, that all across town, migrants had 
taken up residence in sheds and hovels and other places unfit for humans. Lawbreakers, a 
member of the town council proclaimed. We must root them out and send them packing, he told 
his fellow councilors. 
A friendly townswoman alerted the couple. Keep your head down and avoid notice, she 
counseled him. She handed him some loaves she’d baked for them. He offered to repay her, 
asking if she needed any carpentry jobs done. Perhaps tomorrow she replied. I’ll send my 
daughter to stay with your wife while you work – and I’ll ask the shepherds to be on the alert for 
any prying eyes. You’re truly an angel, he replied. 
But word of the council’s doings kept coming, and he grew more and more fearful. A few council 
members had tried to explain the migrant influx, but their proposal to accommodate the 
squatters had been shouted down. These are lawbreakers, the majority had decreed. Giving 
them amnesty would just encourage more squatting. And that just cannot be tolerated. 
But then, good tidings arrived. It was the mayor, the townswoman told him. He’d announced that 
he would not bother any squatters who behaved themselves, who didn’t create problems. His 
men were busy taking the census, his statement had read. He could not spare them to drive out 
all the squatters. Only those who break other laws would be ousted. 
And so Jose and Maria were able to gain a little bit of security. As she recovered, other people 
came by, looking for him. They heard of the repairs he’d made to the townswoman’s house, and 
were eager to hire him for their carpentry needs. And so, gradually, the Mexican couple were 
able to establish a life for themselves in this land to the North, and raise their son Jesus. They 
had appreciated the few handouts they had received, but they were not here for handouts. They 
were here to make a life for their son, a life that was not possible in the South, and they were 
willing to work hard to achieve that. All they needed was some understanding, some 
compassion. 
And no, they were not another Jose and Maria, another couple who had needed shelter two 
thousand years ago. But that didn’t matter to the compassionate townswoman. Because she 
knew that whatever she had done for the one Jose and Maria, and for their little son Jesus, she 
had most certainly also done for the other. 


