
I 

T hree eager children pushed and shoved each other, trying 

to snuggle as close to their grandfather as possible. There 

was just enough space on the oversized recliner for all of them 

to squeeze next to him. The lights of the Christmas tree twin-

kled while carols played softly in the background. It was 

Christmas Eve in the Sherman household and that always in-

cluded a story told by the patriarch of the family. The elderly 

gentleman waited patiently for his grandchildren to stop 

ñrutchingò and settle down for the annual tale. 

  Alex was the big brotheré now ten years old, he felt he 

was really too grown up for a childrenôs storyé still it was 

tradition and no one could tell stories like his grandfather. He 

straddled the arm of the chair, one foot dangling. If the story 

seemed too juvenile, Alex figured he could make an easy es-

cape. Caroline was eight and still child-like enough to love 

make-believe. She tucked her arm under the old manôs and 

leaned her curly head against his shoulder. And little Jo-Jo, the 

baby of the family at age ñtwee,ò believed he had lap privileges 

and plunked himself there, leaning back against his grandpaôs 

broad chest. Their dad and mother cuddled together on the sofa 

opposite, tired from all the Christmas rush, and savoring the 

opportunity to relax. 

 Finally, Grandfather began. ñChildren, I have something 

very important to show you.ò With great difficulty, because 

three pairs of arms and legs twined around him, he reached into 

his pocket and pulled out a brown, wrinkled walnut. 

 ñY-U-M-I,ò Alex read the four letters roughly inscribed on 

the shell.  

 ñYummy!ò Caroline exclaimed. She was very proud of her 

reading ability. 

 ñWell, almost, Caroline. Itôs actually pronounced Yew-

mey,ò their grandfather smiled. 

 ñWhatôs Yumi?ò Jo-Jo asked. 

 ñAh...Yumiôs in the nut,ò Grandpa whispered dramatically. 

 The three leaned close. They held their breath as he slowly 

lifted the top half of the shell. 

 Alex spoke first. ñI donôt see anything!ò He bent close and 

as far as he could make out there was nothing but a piece of 

absorbent cotton in the bottom. 

 Caroline agreed. ñItôs empty Grandpa.ò 

 Only Jo-Jo spotted the tiny speck of black in the middle of 

the cotton. ñDatôs dirt!ò he announced. Jo-Jo loved dirt of any 

kindé although usually in more than infinitesimal amounts. 

 ñThatôs not dirt, Jo-Jo. Thatôs a flea!ò the old man cor-

rected. ñA very special flea!ò 

 Three noses pushed forward for a closer look. 

 ñOh come on Grandpa, whatôs so special about a flea? And 

itôs a dead one too!ò Alex rolled his eyes. He was sure he was 

too mature for a ñfleaò story. Nevertheless he stayed parked on 

the arm of the chair. 

 ñWell, if thatôs the way you feel, Iôll just put my flea friend 

back in my pocket. We can skip the story, if youôd like.ò And 

their grandfather began to close the walnut. 

 ñNo, please tell us!ò Caroline urged. And Jo-Jo begged, 

ñPease Grandpa!ò 

 ñWell, all right!ò The old man cradled the tiny treasure, 

with its tinier contents, in the palm of his hand and began his 

taleé  

II 

Y umi was a rascal right from the day he hatched. As a 

young larva he could crawl farther and faster than any of 

his 10 brothers or 9 sisters. He was the first to spin his silken 

cocoon and the first to emerge as a young adult flea. Yumi had 

big plans. 

 For generations his family had lived quite comfortably in 

the soft fur of a massive sheep dog named Samson. There was 

plenty of room for the whole flea clan to live comfortably bur-

rowed into his hide. They could easily get all the blood they 

wanted for dinner and except for having to dodge Samsonôs 

powerful left-leg scratches, life was pretty cushy for them all. 

When Samson went bounding through the fields, herding the 

unruly sheep for his master, the fleas hung on tight, laughing 

hysterically through their wild canine roller-coaster ride. They 

thought life could not be better. 

 Except for Yumi, that is. He always thought life could be 

better. He wasnôt content to bump along on a ground critter for 

his whole life! He wanted to soar! He wanted to see the world. 

Residing on Samson, the only things he would see would be 

fields and silly sheep. 

 So, when his family members were asleep, Yumi did some 

very daring things. On more than one occasion, he sneaked all 

the way to the end of Samsonôs bushy tail and hopped over to a 

sleeping herdsman. He took great delight, biting those poor 

men in some most embarrassing places. He dodged their des-

perate scratches nimbly, and simply skipped to another prime 

location to harass the worker and get a good feast besides. Hu-

man blood was a real treat for a fleaé kind of like ice cream is 

to humansé so Yumi savored his midnight excursions to the 

sleeping shepherds. He was always careful to make it back 

home to Samson, before the dog awakened. He would rejoin 

his sleeping family, snuggled in the cozy fur, chuckling to him-

self over his hilarious escapades. 

 Yumi was especially close to his one little sister, Ava. His 

other siblings just laughed at Yumiôs big dreams. But Ava al-

ways listened and tagged along behind him when he paced im-

patiently from Samsonôs shaggy head to tail. ñOne day Iôm 

going to fly, baby Sis,ò Yumi announced. 

 ñIf you fly, I want to go with you,ò Ava begged. 

 ñWeôll see,ò was all that Yumi said. He couldnôt imagine 

Ava keeping up with him. After all he could leap two hundred 

times the length of his body. He heard his father say that only 

frog hoppers could do better than that. Yumi was sure his little 

sister couldnôt possibly jump as far or as high as he could. 

Yumi, The Flea 

 One day Yumi was practicing his long jumps while Sam-

son snoozed peacefully. The rest of the flea family members 

were also asleep, stuffed from the big juicy meal they had just 

enjoyed together. But Yumi wasnôt into after-dinner naps. He 

was a hyper-active flea who just couldnôt sit still for long. All 

at once he realized that his chance for escape had come. A little 

sparrow had landed only inches from Samsonôs nose. If Yumi 

acted fast, he was sure he could jump right onto that bird and 

thené heôd be up, up, up and away! Without stopping to think 

a moment longer, he hopped to the end of the longest strand of 

fur on Samsonôs front paw. Then springing with all his might, 

he launched himself towards the unsuspecting sparrow. 

 Yumi landed light as a feather on the sparrowôs tail. ñI did 

it!ò he cried triumphantly. ñNothing will hold me back now.ò 

But suddenly he heard a little voice cry outé 

 ñCatch me, Yumi! Iôm coming with you!ò And before he 

could open his mouth to protest, he saw Ava press herself 

down against Samsonôs foot, and leap towards the sparrow. In 

a flash Yumi hopped to the tip of that sparrowôs tail feather and 

reached as far as he could. With her little claw, Ava barely 

managed to snag one of the hairs on his extended leg and Yumi 

pulled her to safety. Then, before he could even scold her, the 

sparrow spread his wings and they were off! Yumi was fly-

ingé with his little sister clinging terrified to his leg. 

 For one flea-ting moment he considered shaking his leg. 

But no, he couldnôt do that! Ava would fall to the ground and 

die! With herculean strength (for a flea, that is!), he drew his 

leg upwards and pulled his sister to safety. 

 Over the next several days, Yumi thought and thought and 

tried to figure out some way to get Ava back to their Samson 

address, but he couldnôt come up with a solution. Having his 

baby sister tagging along would definitely cramp his style. He 

wanted adventure. He wanted to tour the globe...by himself! 

But it appeared he was stuck with Ava, so he would just have 

to make the best of things. They would travel the world to-

gether. 

 And so they did. Now, hitching a ride on a sparrow cer-

tainly wasnôt flying first classé sparrow travel was pretty ordi-

naryé kind of like flying economy. Still, for Yumi and Ava 

who had never been more than a few feet off the ground, spar-

row travel was amazing. They saw hills and valleys, meadows 

and rivers. They swung in tree tops and perched on fence posts. 

They saw sights they had never seen beforeé towns and busy 

streets and all kinds of animals and peopleé not just silly 

sheep and dirty shepherds. Yumi found that it was actually kind 

of nice to be able to share his adventure with Ava. She wasnôt 

really cramping his style too much. Yumi finally began to think 

that his life could not be better. 

 What he didnôt know was that his life was about to get a 

whole lot worse! 

 After a particularly exciting day gliding around the coun-

tryside, the sparrow came to roost on a pillar in a townôs public 

square. Yumi and Ava had a good meal of sparrow blood and 

Ava settled down in the soft fuzz behind the sparrowôs head (he 

couldnôt twist his head around to peck at her there) for a nice 

nap. Yumi of course wasnôt into napping. He began his daily 

ñairò-obic exercise. He was quite proud of how he could leap 

straight up and come right back down on the same spot on the 

sparrowé a much smaller target than Samson had been. Yumi 

was a good ñath-fleatò and he prided himself in his strength and 

skill. 

 But, suddenly, when he was right in the middle of one of 

his long jumps, the snoozing sparrow awoke with a start and 

with a frantic flapping of wings, took to the air. In seconds that 

sparrow, along with Ava, his unsuspecting, sleeping passenger, 

was soaring upwards. Yumi reached desperately towards the 

bird, extending his hairy leg to try to catch a tail feather, claw-

ing at the air, but that sparrow flew right out from under him. 

Yumi came crashing to the cobblestone below with a flea-sized 

thud. He looked up in horror to see the sparrow, with his dar-

ling little sister Ava, disappearing into the sunset. The future 

suddenly didnôt seem nearly so exciting to Yumi! 

III 

L ife changed for Yumi that day. He had landed on the dusty 

stones of a large courtyard. If he was to survive, he had to 

find something to eaté that meant finding an animal or a hu-

man being. But he had hurt his leg in the fall, and could only 

limp along. He trudged dejectedly across the town square. Now 

the big world didnôt seem so thrilling. Now, being safe and 

sound at home on Samson with all his family was all he 

wanted. No matter how hard he tried, he just couldnôt seem to 

grab onto a passing foot. He began to fear that he might die of 

starvation. He grew weaker by the hour. Just when he was 

about to give up in despair, a small burro and his owner 

stopped momentarily right beside Yumi. Frantically summon-

ing the last of what little strength he had left, Yumi crawled 

exhausted onto the leg of that little donkey. He clung desper-

ately to a clump of fur and managed to get his first life-saving 

sip of blood. As his strength returned, Yumi limped his way to 

the burroôs head and finally stationed himself on the tip of the 

donkeyôs longest ear. From there, he could have the best view 

of the surrounding area. For weeks he hoped that the sparrow 

would return with his precious Ava. But days passed and Yumi 

knew he would never see his sister or his other siblings again. 

 Yumi learned that the little burroôs name was Toby and 

since the lonely flea ñhad his ear,ò Yumi began talking to Toby 

and pouring out his sad story. Toby listened sympathetically 

and didnôt seem to mind one bit that he was hosting a flea. The 

two struck up a friendship. Many days, Tobyôs owner would 

lead him into town to buy supplies. The owner was a kind man 

who often talked aloud to his little donkey as he walked beside 

him. Yumi was sad to be without Ava, but listening to Tobyôs 

master helped take his mind off his sorrow. Yumi had never 

been a religious flea. He had never actually thought much 

about how he had come to be hatched or what his purpose was 

in the world. But Tobyôs owner was obviously a very devout 

person and often thanked God for blessing him with such a fine 

pack-animal as Toby. Yumi began to wonder if anyone would 

ever feel like thanking God for him. After all, he was just a 

teeny, tiny flea and one that had taken great delight in being a 

pesté and even worse than that, he had been critical of his 

family, deserted them and failed them miserably! 

 One day as they walked to town, Yumi smelled a horrible 

smell and tried to squish further down into Tobyôs fur, so as to 

block out the foul odor. 

 ñWhew! é our Greek neighbors must be spreading their 

pig manure on their fields today,ò  the kind man said. ñPigs are 

definitely not kosher animals, Tobyé youôll never find one at 

my house. They like to roll around in the mud. Iôve heard they 

do it to keep coolé but good motive or not, theyôre still cov-

ered in mud. And eating their meat isnôt good for youé high 

fat content I think. Sometimes I wonder why God even made 

animals like pigsé maybe someday Heôll explain it to me 

Toby. What do you think? 

Oh, thatôs righté donkeys 

canôt talké although I heard 

of one who did.ò And the man 

ch uc k led  to  h i ms e l f . 

ñActually Toby,ò he contin-

ued, ñthere will be a lot of 

things Iôll want God to ex-

plain to me somedayé like why was I born? Why would He 

choose me, just a simple woodworker for something great? 

Why me Toby? Can you give me an answer? No, I didnôt think 

so. Be glad you donôt have to figure it all out Toby.ò The kind 

man patted Toby affectionately and rambled on, and although 

he had only a flea-sized brain, Yumi began to ask himself ques-

tions about his own life. ñWhat did God want from him? Could 

God have any great plan for a flea with a bum leg and no fam-

ily?ò He wasnôt sure, but one thing Yumi knewé he agreed 

completely that a pig was one animal he would stay far away 

from. Pee-eew! Yumi decided he would be a Jewish flea. 

 Yumi loved hearing the kind man talk about Godé and 

even to God. He talked to God like He was a good Friendé 

although definitely invisible. Yumi began to think that perhaps 

he could dare to talk to God too! 

 One morning, hours before sun-up, the kind man loaded 

Toby with all kinds of saddle bags and blankets. He led the 

little donkey (with Yumi riding just behind a pointy ear) out of 

their barnyard. Down a narrow cobblestone street and then they 

were joined by a young girl. Loving hugs exchanged between 

her and her parents and they were soon leaving the older couple 

behind and heading out of town. Yumi couldnôt help but think 

back to when he left his home. He hadnôt even said good-bye. 

He was so concerned about finding his own excitement. Now 

he wished he could have even one hairy hug from his mother or 

father and especially from Ava. 

 Toby didnôt soar like the sparrow and he didnôt run and 

bound like Samson. Toby just kind of plodded along. And 

Yumi had little choice but to plod along with himé and with 

the kind man and the pretty young girl named Miryam. 

 It seemed they walked for days. Yumi had it easy, riding 

high on Tobyôs head. But the man and the lady trudged on, 

mile after mile. They had to be tired. The lady appeared to be 

reaching a point of exhaustion. Yumi knew that feeling. He 

scanned the horizon for any sign of civilization. Far in the dis-

tance, Yumi finally spotted a little village and he heard the kind 

man say, ñThere it is Miryamé the end of our journey.ò Then 

under his breath he added, ñé or maybe just the beginning.ò 

 Suddenly Tobyôs master stopped the little animal. He hur-

riedly rearranged some of the saddle bags and blankets (Yumi 

wiggled deeper in Tobyôs fur, to avoid being accidentally 

knocked from his perch) and then he gently lifted the young 

woman onto Tobyôs strong back. ñAt least the last part of the 

trip will be a little easier for her,ò Yumi thought. 

 But the last part of the journey seemed to be the hardest. 

The kind man kept Toby going so slowly. Yumi, who like 

males of every species, loved speedy modes of transportation, 

was tired of moving at a snailôs pace. And when they finally 

entered the town, they stopped at house after house, knocking 

on one door after another. The kind man always turned away, 

looking so dejected and worried. ñDidnôt they have an address? 

Why were they here anyway? What were they looking for?ò It 

seemed like neither the kind man, nor the young lady knew 

exactly what they were doing. 

 As darkness descended, Yumi heard the kind man say, 

ñItôs better than sleeping out in the fields, Miryam. I know 

theyôre not Jewish, but everything will be okay. Youôll see.ò 

And with that they entered a little shack behind one of the vil-

lage houses. The kind man laid a blanket over the straw in a 

long feeding trough and made a bedé if you could call it 

thaté for his companion. Then he brought hay and water for 

Toby. Yumi yawned. ñI have no idea where we are,ò he 

thought, ñbut Iôm too tired to care.ò Yumi took only a snack-

size sip of donkey blood and fell fast asleep in Tobyôs soft fur. 

  

 When Yumi awakened a few hours later, at first he thought 

he must be dreaming. It was the middle of the night, but the 

stable seemed abuzz with activity. Two torches illumined the 

run-down shelter. He could hear voices and movement and he 

limped as quickly as he could to the tip top of Tobyôs right ear. 

He looked around for the kind man and Miryam, but some 

burly shoulders blocked his view. 

 ñToby,ò Yumi whispered in the burroôs ear. ñYou awake? 

Move over there between those guys so we can see whatôs go-

ing on.ò 

 The burrow yawned, but took a few wobbly steps towards 

the rough-clad men and then nosed his way between two of 

them. Yumi looked around. ñJust a bunch of dirty old shep-
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 Sharon and I, along with a few friends, went to a carol-sing last night.  The small historic meeting roomé no electricity, 

no indoor bath rooms, kerosene heater, was packed as we sang one Christmas carol after another.  No instrumental accompani-

ment, no overhead projectors, no song sheets, no sound systemé just a bunch of us praising God for the birth and life of Je-

sus.  I wish you all could have been with us.  But then, it would have been a huge event instead of the intimate gathering we so 

enjoyed!  I was reminded that, as Godôs Son, Jesus is truly the One Who saves usé from sin and from being overwhelmed by 

the trials of this life.  What a joy it has been for over 33 years, to share Jesusô message of hope and help here at ALM. 

 

 Those who have been receiving our letters for years know that I do not say much about finances.  HOWEVER, in the last 

two letters I informed you of a special campaign, aiming to raise $150,000 in addition to our normal income by the end of 

next year (2012).  This will provide for capital improvements as well as some increased operating costs.  I drew a parallel from 

aerodynamics, calling it our United Flight Campaign, explaining how we, together, can combat ñdragò and ñgravityò by pro-

viding greater ñLIFTò for our ñflight!ò  Some of you have already responded é thank you so much! 

 

 I would like to add clarity, explaining one of our major expensesé the cost of labor.  Since we are a service ministry, la-

bor OUGHT to be a major expenseé which it is. 

 

 We do our counseling differently than any other agency I know of.  Our sessions often run 90 minutes in length rather 

than 50 minutes.  So right there, our man-hours per session are almost double those of other counseling agencies. 

 

 Additionally, when counseling a couple, we offer a husband/wife team of counselors.  So, do the math and youôll quickly 

realize that when calculating labor costs, an ALM session with a married couple requires about three man-hours of staff time, 

as compared to one hour elsewhere. 

 

 Iôm not complaining about this at all.  Weôre doing what we believe God has called us to do.  This counseling model al-

lows us to take our time with the counselee, giving our focused attention, often developing a friendship as we encourage them 
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herds, probably trying to get out of the cold, just like us,ò the 

little flea concluded.  He scanned the room for the kind man 

and Miryam. ñWere these ruffians going to kick them out?ò he 

wondered anxiously. But no, they seemed calm, and they all 

appeared to be focused on something. Yumi stood on tip toe 

and strained to see. Ahé finally he could see the kind man, 

with a tender smile on his face. Yumi remembered his father 

looking at his mother that way sometimes. He stretched a little 

more and then he spotted Miryam, still resting on her bed of 

strawé but beside her, curled in the protecting curve of her 

slender arm, lay a tiny bundleé it wasé a baby. ñWhere did 

that thing come from?ò Yumi wondered. Then, ñMmmm, a 

baby. I remember my parents saying that babyôs blood is very 

tasty. And Iôd be ready for breakfast!ò 

 Yumi was just about to ask Toby to lower him next to the 

baby, so he could slide down for a sip when a low growl caught 

his attention. Something about that growl sounded vaguely 

familiar. He looked past the dirty man on his right andé could 

it be? He blinked twice to make 

sure he was seeing clearlyé 

There in the stable was Sam-

son! Samson! Yumi had been 

sure he would never see Sam-

son again. He blinked again and 

let his eyes move from Sam-

sonôs furry face to his back. 

Was he dreaming? No! This was realé there lined up in single 

flea file were his mother and father and his brothers and sisters! 

Bad leg or not, Yumi knew what he had to do. ñPlease help me, 

God!ò he prayed. And mustering all his flea strength and with 

one flying long jump Yumi landed smack on Samsonôs fore-

head and in a nano-second he was being bug-hugged by every 

wonderful member of the flea family! Except for Ava. 

 ñWhat happened to you?ò ñWe thought weôd never see 

you again!ò ñYou were gone so long!ò ñWhere did you live?ò 

ñAre you okay?ò The questions from his family tumbled outé 

and then the one he dreaded. ñWhereôs Ava?ò 

 Yumi hung his head. No excitement or adventure in the 

world seemed attractive to him now. Reluctantly, he began to 

answer his loved onesé ñAva? Well, you see, we lived on this 

sparrow and then one dayéòand tears began to drop from 

Yumiôs eyes onto Samson. How could he tell his family that he 

had caused Avaôs death? ñAnd then one day,ò he tried to con-

tinue, but his voice choked with a sob. 

 ñAnd then one day, I fell into a Greek barnyard!ò a sweet 

feminine flea voice cut through the air with a giggle. Yumi 

couldnôt believe it! He and his father and mother and siblings 

turned, and there shoving its nose between the kind man and 

Miryam was a barrel-sized pig! And standing on the tip of its 

muddy snout was Ava! 
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 One more heroic leap landed Yumi on that pig and then 

the brother and sister were laughing and hugging and crying all 

at the same time. 

 In a moment Yumi wiped away his tears and looked 

aroundé what a scene! How could this have all come about? 

Something in his flea-sized heart told him that God had made 

this all happen, and somehow He had used this tiny newborn 

baby to give a foolish little flea and his family a second chance. 

 Toby, the burro looked fondly at Yumi. ñYouôre sitting on 

a PIG, Yumi! Hop on down to the baby and have a feast!ò 

 ñNah,ò Yumi responded looking at the peaceful child 

sleeping by his mother. ñI think that babyôs blood is destined 

for greater things. And besideséò and Yumi grinned at the 

dirty, muddy pig and then looked tenderly at his smiling baby 

sister, ñlove beats kosher any day!ò 

Epilogue 
 ñAnd they all lived happily ever after?ò Caroline asked. 

 ñWell, pretty much.ò her grandfather responded. ñYumi 

and his family ended up moving to a new home on Tobyé and 

they had lots more amazing adventures together with baby Je-

sus and his family. Because you see, life with Jesus is the best 

adventure anyone could ever have!ò 

 Caroline reached up and gave the white-haired old man a 

big hug. ñThank you Grandpa!ò 

 ñMe like dat stor-wy Gwanpa!ò Jo-Jo bounced on his 

grandfatherôs lap. 

 ñYeah, that was a pretty good yarn Grandpa,ò Alex admit-

tedé but you canôt tell me that flea youôre holding is Yumi. 

 ñOh no,ò the wise old gentleman replied. ñThis is Yumi 

the eight thousand, two hundred and fifty-sixth. It was his an-

cestor two millenniums ago that gazed at the baby Jesus in that 

flea-ridden manger. But keeping this walnut in my pocket helps 

me remember that if Jesus came to bring hope and a second 

chance to a fleaé how much more He wants to do that for you 

and me.ò 

 ñYumi! Yumi!ò Jo-Jo exclaimed. ñJesus anô You-me!ò He 

pointed his chubby finger at his grandfather, then himself!

 Grandpaôs eyes twinkledéòYes, Jo-Jo, thereôs a little bit 

of you and me in that flea...and Jesus will make all the differ-

ence in our lives, no matter how badly weôve messed up...when 

we find Him and stick with Him.ò He slid the nut into his 

pocket and patted each child affectionately. ñAnd that, my 

wonderful grandchildren,ò and he chuckled and winked at the 

adults, ñis the Christmas story...in a nutshell!ò 
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