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(It begins with the person putting the final touches on the Christmas tree. He turns around to pick up another ornament to place on the tree.)

Oh, hi! I didn’t hear you come in. I must have been concentrating on getting the Christmas tree finished in time for our program tonight.

You all must be that group from Bala Chitto Baptist Church that called today about coming to tour our orphanage. Let me finish the tree real quick and then I will give you the tour. It will just take a minute or two and you all can be looking around in the lobby at the decorations many of them made by our children in the orphanage.  

OK, I’m finish. Gather around and we will begin our tour. You are standing in our main lobby where we have a lot of our gatherings. Oh, I am sorry I didn’t see your hand. You have a question? You have a question about one of our decorations. Which one? Maybe I can answer it. You are so very observant! Yes, there are two babies in our manager scene not by accident but on purpose. 

If you not in a rush, I would love to tell you the story –it warms my heart so. Great! Ok, I will tell you the story.

It have been a tradition ever since I have been here that we gather all our children living here in our orphanage together on Christmas Eve and we tell them the Christmas story. We read from Luke 2, verses 1-20. Let me read it to you so that you can get the full affect of this story.

After we read the story, we give our children some paper and coloring pencils and ask them to draw that first very Christmas the Bible talked about. When they are finished, we give them the opportunity to stand up and show their drawings to the other children and to tell us what they have learned about that first Christmas.
I guess it was about five years ago, we had a young boy about 5 years old named Michael living with us. He stood up to show us his drawing and the first very thing that you noticed about it was that there were two babes in the manager. There was no mistaking it, Michael could draw very well.

You need to know a little bit about Michael. He was such a sensitive child. And he had such a great love for God. When it was time to say grace, he would always be waiving his hands back and forth and saying Mr. Dave, Mr. Dave let me say grace today. Many a night when I would be checking on the children to be sure that they are getting ready for bed, I would open Michael’s door and there he would be on his knees praying to God. He was always asking God to bring him a mother and father he could love.
So, I asked Michael to tell us about his picture and I can remember making some kind of comment to be sure to tell us about the two babies in the manager.
Michael stood up from his seat and held the picture with two hands close to his chest and began to tell the story.

I was amazed how accurately he told about a king’s decree to count all the people. And that Mary and Joseph had to go to their home town to be counted. And because there were a lot of visitors there, the place was full. And it was at that time that the baby decided to come into the world.

But at the point that Mary laid the baby in the manager his story got a little bit off track. I guess he was trying to answer my question as to why he had two babies in his manager.  

Michael said, “When Mary laid the baby in the manager, Baby Jesus looked at me and asked me if I had a place He could stay. I told him that I am an orphan; I have no momma and daddy, so I don’t have any place you can stay. Then Jesus told me I could stay with Him. But I told Him I couldn’t, because I didn’t have a gift to give Him on Christmas. (Michael knew we gave gifts to our children in the orphanage on Christmas.) 
But I wanted to stay with Jesus so much, so I thought and I thought about what I had that maybe I can use for a gift. I thought maybe if I kept Him warm, that would be a good gift? And so I asked Jesus, if I keep you warm, will that be a good enough gift? And Jesus told me, If you keep Me warm, that would be the best gift that anybody ever gave me. So I got into the manager, and then Jesus looked at me and He told me I could stay with Him-for always.”

As Michael was finishing his story his eyes were red and his little cheeks had streams of tears down both sides. He went back to his seat and placed his head on the table and cry softly to himself.

That night I went to my room and I wrote down the words to Michael’s Christmas story because I never wanted to forget them. Oh, and the picture, I kept it and here it is. (Pull out picture for others to see.)

And where is Michael? He has been adopted by our Heavenly Father. You see the very next year his leukemia over took him and he died. And so each year we put that second baby in the manager to remind us of Michael. Doesn’t that story just tug at your heart?
I guess we need to get on with our tour…

