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Told by Elizabeth Lazzarone 
during the 2nd Sunday of Advent service 

Peter came home from school one afternoon and dropped his bag inside the door 
and called his Mum who was in the kitchen. 

“Mum, Jesus is our King – right? So how come he was born in a dirty, smelly old 
stable instead of in a palace where he should have been?” 

“Oh Peter, I haven’t got time to talk to you now, as we’re having friends over for 
dinner – but if you go to the church, Reverend Melinda will be able to tell you.  
Could you please, get me some eggs on the way home.” 

When Peter got to the Church, he found the ladies arranging flowers for the service 
the next day.” Sorry Peter. Reverend Mel is at Newcastle today but come back 
tomorrow after school and she’ll see you then.” 

Peter was disappointed so he kicked an empty coke can all the way home.  After the 
dinner party his dad came in to say goodnight. 

“Oh Dad, how can I sleep when I have a very important question that I can’t get an 
answer to. Do you know why baby Jesus was born in a smelly old stable instead of 
a palace?” 

His Dad didn’t know but told him to try to sleep anyway and ruffled his hair as he 
left. 

Peter lay down in his bed. Suddenly his room was filled with a soft glowing light. 
Peter knew it was an angel because he’d read about them in his Bible. So he wasn’t 
frightened. 

“Hello Peter,” said the angel. “I’ve come to answer your very important question.” 
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Peter sat bolt upright in his bed. “Have you? Then why was Jesus born in a dirty 
smelly old stable when he should have been born in a palace, because he’s our 
King?’ 

The angel smiled, “Close our eyes and count to 5 and I’ll take you there.” 

“Huh! You can’t. It happened too long ago,” said Peter, but all the same he closed 
his eyes. ‘One, Two, Three, Four (he could smell the animals) Five.” 

He opened his eyes. He could SEE animals! When his eyes got accustomed to the 
gloom he could see the most beautiful young woman he’d ever seen. Beside her 
stood a bearded man and they were smiling at a tiny baby in a manger or feeding 
trough. 

A knock came at the door and the Innkeeper’s wife came in with soup and bread. 
“Here, you must be hungry,” she smiled. “What a beautiful baby.” 

Soon there was another knock. Shepherds came in and shared how an angel had 
told them where to find this blessed baby. They said how the heavens were filled 
with angels singing ‘Glory to God for the baby’. As they went back to their sheep 
they told everyone they met of their wonderful experiences. 

Next morning the Innkeeper’s daughter came with her mum to bring breakfast. 
“May I bring my friends to see The Baby?” she asked. 

During the day lots of people came to see The Baby. They had heard the shepherds’ 
story. Some were poor, others came with gifts. 

The Innkeeper’s wife came in. “Who are you people?” she asked. “There are kings 
outside dressed in riches. I’d never would have imagined this! Who ARE you?” 

Suddenly Peter found himself back in his bed. 

“Have you found the answer to your question, Peter?” asked the angel. 

“Oh yes!” said Peter. “If Jesus was born in a palace only the kings and rich people 
could see Him. But because He was born in a stable, everyone could worship Him. 
No one was shut out.”  

And with a satisfied little smile on his face, he rolled over and went to sleep. 

 


