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Note: I will use the initials of people's names in order to protect their identity

He is now 9 years old. Yesterday, January 2nd 2010, he dropped a decorated envelope into his grand-mother's
grave. It was a letter for her. He also wrote another letter, for his mother, who died 4 years ago, and it is
buried in the same grave. A. is the name of the boy. He is the grand-son of J. B., who passed away last Sunday
and was buried yesterday in Bossey, France. J. worked for 22 years at the World Council of Churches and was
a member of our congregation. She didn't attended church often, so very few of us knew her. I presided the
funeral service. It was an emotionally profound moment. E., J's husband, spoke. L., her son, also. The
congregation was invited to light candles while saying their 'words of love' to J. After having finished the
service we walked behind the coffin to the cemetery. I had not done this since I was a child. In Tupi Paulista,
my small town in Brazil, we used to carry the coffin and people would walk after it to the cemetery. But in
large towns that is not practiced anymore. Bossey is a small village on the other side of the border, so they
still have this tradition. When we arrived to the cemetery and I commended J's body to God's embrace, people
came to drop flowers into the grave. And there he came, A., with his decorated envelopes, one for his mother,
another for his grand-mother. What did he write? Nobody knows it. But I imagine he said something like:

Grandma, there has been a few weeks since a saw you last time. You were at the hospital. I kissed you
goodbye and you smiled. I think you liked it! Do you remember when we used to kiss each other ten times
before going to bed? You used to sing me a song until I fell asleep. Dad says you were suffering, and now you
are not going to have more pains. I hope this is right. But grandma, I will miss you! Are you going to meet
mom? Perhaps you could live in the same house! I could give you my red rabbit to place it besides your bed
and mom could have the shinning star because she doesn't like the dark. Is heaven far away? I hope you can
go hiking there. Remember when we went hiking and collected yellow flowers? I will bring yellow flowers
for you. And I will water your orchids. Do you think grandpa can carry the blue basket with apples when we
go to the lake? I will ask him to fix the Balthazar for me. Grandma, don't forget to wash your hands before
eating. I will not forget it either. I hope to see you soon. But if it takes too long, don't forget I love you.

Perhaps this is a too long letter for a 9 years-old boy and probably these were not the words he used. I don't
know his exact words, but what I know is that A. looks forward to a possibility that only exists within the
framework of love and hope. His experience of loss is only bearable because there is still much love
surrounding him and in him. And his hope of encountering his mom and grand-ma, although innocent, it is a
hope that stands firm.

Love and hope, aren't these some of the reasons why Gaspar, Melchior and Baltazar traveled so long
following the star? Aren't these the reasons why so many people all over the world leave their families in
order to search for a job that will create better possibilities of survival for their beloved ones? Aren't we all
somehow following a star that is taking us to a place not known before, a destination not anticipated? Most of
us come to Geneva either following our parents, wives, husbands, companions, or following a job, a vocation.
Most of us come because we love either the person we are coming with or the opportunity that is being
opened to us. It is also correct that after a while the love that made us travelers and followers might get
suffocated and we might prefer not to follow or travel anymore. But the first impulse is normally based on
love.

I believe the three wise men followed the star because they loved. They loved the possibility of knowing
more. They loved the opportunity of an unexpected encounter. They loved the encounter. But the fact they
loved didn't make them obtuse. On the contrary, because they loved, they knew exactly what they had to
protect. Sometimes I get the impression that because we speak so much about love in church we end up
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without criteria to judge what is acceptable and what is not, in the life of the community. We end up being
abused or allowing mistreatment because we are not able to establish boundaries. But love is not about that.
Who loves knows what needs to be protected, and will establish mechanisms to ensure that.

'Love is a kind of light', says John in his poem. It gives us direction, it shows which way to go, or not to go. It
forces us to make choices, it brings forth hope. Where is your love taking you? What are your hopes for the
year that just started?

Perhaps the hope and love the three wise men experienced is different from the love and hope A. lives with.
Perhaps A. is another name for the child found in Bethlehem. Perhaps if we love and hope as this nine
years-old boy does, we will be able to see further, to be wiser, to wait for the time to come, to touch death as if
we were touching life, to collect yellow flowers as if gathering smiles and to place a letter in a decorated
envelope as those who send a message towards eternity. If we do that, perhaps we will find ourselves
following the star.
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