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“The Three Wise Women” 

A Christmas Eve Story – 2017 

Reverend Carolyn Patierno, All Souls / New London 

 

When we glance back at the year now coming to a close we will likely 

see a crowded field of Herods, the kings who randomly impose their ill will 

into our otherwise ordinary lives.   

 

But this story is not about the King Herods of our day.  This story is about the 

others, the good and wise Souls who without invitation offer their gifts.  I 

crossed paths with three wise women – young, young women – in the 

span of one summer month.  They offered no gold, frankincense, or myrrh.   

They offered more practical gifts:  love, courage, and righteousness.  My 

hope was renewed.   

 

Travel back several months with me in memory and story … 

 

Kate and I are on the plane about a half hour from landing, otherwise 

known as the safe time to engage in conversation with the stranger in the 

seat beside you.  A young woman sits in the aisle seat.  She has been 

warm and courteous throughout the 6-hour flight.  In the row in front of us 

sits her sister and two elderly women who she refers to as, “the Grannies.”   

 

“Coming home?” I ask and her story begins. 

 

None of them had ever been to the East Coast.  Her grandmother 

decided it was time to make the trip.  In one week’s time, they traveled 

from Hartford to Washington, D.C. to New York City to Rhode Island, 

Boston and then, if you could believe it, to Niagara Falls.  It was a bus tour.  

Our young companion was a little beside herself now at the end of the 

trip.   

 

She tells us about her life.  “Everyone should go to college!” she tells us.  

“You learn about who you are!” But I get the sense that she’s always been 

pretty clear about who she is.  She studied business and marketing 

because her parents own a business that she will be taking over some 

day.  I asked about the business and to our delight she tells us that her 

parents own a doughnut shop in the San Fernando Valley.  “We’ll be 

visiting family out that way tomorrow!  We’ll come to see you!”  She gives 

us an out saying that maybe we’d be too busy but we assure her that 

we’ve been known to move heaven and earth for a good doughnut.   
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With a Stafford sister and nephew in tow, we go to Good Day Doughnuts 

in Mission Valley and there is Christina behind the counter.  “You came!” 

And then to her sister, “Melissa!  It’s Carolyn & Kate from the plane!”  

I’m telling you: her light shines as a Star of Bethlehem.  And here is where 

the story broke my heart open.  She shines that light on every Soul that 

comes to the counter.  To one, “Haven’t seen you in a long time!  

Everything okay?”  There had been several homeless folks sitting outside 

the shop and one of them, an older man in a wheelchair, rolls in.  She 

greets him as a friend, takes his order and then offers to carry his coffee 

and doughnut to the table for him.   

 

We are introduced to her parents who sheepishly say that sometimes 

Christina “talks too much.”  We assure them that we love everything she 

says.   

 

She gives us a bag of doughnuts to bring to our family and a few extra 

because having tasted Dunkin’ Doughnuts on her recent travels, she’s 

decided that we are most definitely doughnut deprived.  As we depart, 

we tell her that we’ll see her next summer.  “Next year!  That’s a such a 

long time from now.”  I assure her that I’d think of her all the way from now 

to then.  And the coconut doughnut, too.   

 

Christina and her family are ethnically Chinese.  Her parents immigrated to 

Cambodia and then to the U.S. where she and her sister were born.  To 

the persistent question all Asian people in the U.S. are asked, “What are 

you?” she’s decided to reply, “I’m American.” 

 

She is a Wise Woman and her gift is Love.   

 

A few days later I am walking down Hollywood Boulevard when a voice 

calls out to me,  

 

“Want to hear a poem?”   

 

I always want to hear a poem.   

 

Her bright, open face draws me in.  We talk.  She and her boyfriend just 

graduated from Howard University back in May and they decide to hit the 

open road.  (The thought of it makes me positively wistful.) They stop here 

and there as they travel cross-country and at each stop she sells her 

recorded poems.  She asks me what I’ve been reading of late and I tell 
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her:  Between the World and Me, The History of White People, Born a 

Crime, Just Mercy.   

 

Her face changes as she recognizes the theme.   Suddenly intense she 

focuses in,  

 

“Can I tell you a story?”   

 

I always want to hear a story.   

 

She had been on the same corner the day before, she tells me.  It’s 8 p.m. 

and time to pack up.  Because she’s tired she asks her boyfriend if he 

wouldn’t mind going to get the car and coming back to get her.  He 

agrees.  She continues talking to passers-by when she hears a siren and 

sees flashing lights.  A police car has pulled up behind her boyfriend’s car.  

He’s accidently stopped at a red-painted curb, a no-no in California.  But 

instead of moving him along … well … they don’t simply move him along.  

He is handcuffed.  The story gets worse before it finally ends an hour and a 

half later.  She and her boyfriend are left rattled, but they are safe.  

 

Incredulous I ask, “Why in the world did you come back?” 

 

And she says that she was determined to reclaim that corner of the world. 

She was determined that she would not be scared off today by what 

happened yesterday. 

 

As I hug her good-bye, I tell her that her mother would want me to tell her 

to be careful. 

 

“Yes she would!” 

 

Janelle is African American. 

 

She is a Wise Woman and her gift is Courage. 

 

Three weeks later, I am back home.  Kate and I are out and about 

running errands.  A young woman leans over the shop counter and 

conspiratorially in her best stage whisper she asks,  

 

“Want to hear a terrifying fun fact?”   

 

I always want to hear a terrifying fun fact. 
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Albeit brief – and random - she relays the most hilarious and subversive 

terrifying fun fact about our current King Herod.  I am slightly bewildered 

until I realize.  “Oh!  You saw my tattoo.”  (I’ll remind you that I got a tattoo 

back in February.  I’ll remind you that it says, “Resist” in the loveliest of 

fonts.)  Her long, blond braids dance as she nods emphatically. “Fight on, 

Sister”, I say.  She responds in kind, “Fight on.” 

 

She is White. 

 

She is a Wise Woman and her gift is Righteousness.   

The Wise Women are among us.  There are certainly Wise Men, too but 

right about now I’m kinda loving the Wise Woman voices that are rising 

up.  Their gifts are practical.  Like the Wise Women in this story, they are of 

all ethnic backgrounds.  They hail from all corners of the world.  And they 

are everywhere sharing their gifts if only we will prepare them room.   

Tonight we celebrate the Prince of Peace born in the Middle East into an 

impoverished and dangerous world.  We prepare him room in our hearts 

and minds.  We throw open the doors of the inn to find there space – and 

hope - where we thought there was none.  We allow wisdom to settle in. 

At the close of this long, challenging year, let us give thanks for wisdom 

and gifts shared so freely among us:  Love.  Courage.  Righteousness.   

May these gifts carry us into a New Year with joy. 

Merry Christmas, Friends.   

Amen.   

 

 

 


