
 

 

THERE WAS NO 
DOUBT a lesson in the 
chaotic nature of our 
new neighbors’ arrival 
on Wednesday, Dec. 29. 

 I’d announced 
the previous Sunday the 
good news that the refu-
gee re-settlement agency 
had matched us with a 
family of four – parents 
and sons ages 13 and 8 – 
who would arrive some-
time after Jan. 10, giving 
us a couple weeks to an-
ticipate and prepare. 

 On Tuesday morning, however, came the news 
that the family was arriving Wednesday night at 9:30, 
two weeks earlier than planned, and well before our 
leadership team, much less other parishioners, had com-
pleted, or even begun, orientation on welcoming refu-
gees.  Circumstances, however, prompted fast action 
and so a determined group of parishioners put aside 
their routines or ongoing holiday plans and got to work.  
The refugee agency had procured an apartment, but it 
needed to be furnished and equipped. 

 Preparations were going smoothly when we got 
word on Wednesday morning that the family would be 
on a flight to Central Wisconsin Airport at 2:15.  People 
planning to be part of the welcome effort were stuck at 
work.  Others made arrangements to do the welcoming.  
Signs were made, snack bags assembled and a small but 
enthusiastic group gathered at the airport — to wait.  
The 2:15 flight arrived at 3:15. 

 It was all inconvenient and contrary to schedule, 
a considerable imposition.  Which is to say, it might 
have been the perfect context in which to welcome this 
family.  It offered a humbling reminder of how chaotic 
and frenzied and frightening, not to mention inconven-
ient and imposing, life has been for them the past six 

months or so.  Forced to quickly leave their home in 
Afghanistan, the frantic airport evacuation, living on a 
military base in a safe but not necessarily comfortable 
environment, shuttled off to a strange place on a seem-
ingly random day, arriving to people waving signs with 
words written in a language they don’t understand, and 
then getting in the cars of, one hopes, trustworthy 
strangers. 

 Someday we’ll be able to communicate with our 
new neighbors, maybe eventually friends, and listen to 
their experience.  In the meantime I’m pretty certain in 
thinking our anemic ordeal of chaos couldn’t begin to 

compare with theirs. TL 
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