
     My favorite Christmas candy,
by far, is the chocolate orange. I
know it’s not everyone’s favorite
flavor mix, but I love it. I have
chocolate orange tea, I try to
convince coffee shops to stock
orange syrup (so I can add it to my
mocha), and last year I even hid a
chocolate orange in the pantry
after Christmas so I could enjoy
one on Easter.
     My family has a tradition of
baking a birthday cake for Jesus
on Christmas Day. So it seemed
like a no brainer when I found a
way to make chocolate cake
inside an orange rind. The recipe
called for wrapping the oranges in
foil and baking them in the hot
coals of a campfire. That year, we
had rented a family cottage at
camp for a few days post-
Christmas, so it was perfect.
     We decided to bake the
oranges right after dinner, so we
could have warm chocolate cake
as our bedtime snack. My
husband and daughter went down
to the fire ring to get the campfire
started. I stayed in the cottage to
figure out how to get cake batter
into a hollow rind.
     I love the flavor of a chocolate
orange, but I hate the smell of
burned chocolate in an orange.
We had no experience cooking
over a fire, so we don’t know if the
problem was the recipe’s
instructions, or the temperature of
our coals, but the cakes went from
runny and raw to black and burned
before we had a chance to
intervene.
     The cakes were inedible.
Something that was supposed to
be “The Best Ever” was suddenly
the worst ever.

     We made a new cake after we
returned home, but by then it didn’t
feel like Christmas anymore. It
was just a reminder that we had
messed up badly.
     But the happy ending of the
story came just last week, five
years after the Burned Orange
Disaster. 
     I was unpacking my groceries,
and my daughter spied the
chocolate orange on the kitchen
counter.
     “Hey Mom, remember that time
we tried to make Jesus’ birthday
cake at camp? But instead we
burned it and it was awful?” she
said.
     We laughed, and I promised
her that this year, we could make
a better cake. But she didn’t really
care about the cake.
     “Do you think we could do that
again? Could we go back to have
a weekend at camp as a family?”
     Something magical happens at
camp. It happens in the summer
when we can gather our youth. It
happens in the fall when quilters
come together.

And it happens even when we are
limited to welcoming only
individual family groups.
     When we get away from the
pressures of daily life, we can slow
down and focus on what really
matters. We strengthen
relationships. We notice God’s
presence. We make memories
that stick with us when times get
hard.
     This holiday season, may you
be blessed with memories from
Christmases past. May the
unusual Covid-celebrations of this
year give you great stories to tell in
the future. And may you feel the
hope, and peace, and joy, and
love of this season, even in this
present moment.

Merry Christmas
from all of us at

Crossways!

I Burned Jesus' Birthday Cake
and I'd do it all over again!


