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Foreword

Yesterday, Today, & Forever evokes the timeless presence of Jesus’s 
life—a story that not only shaped human history but continues to 
resonate deeply in our modern world. Today, as we witness wars and 
the plight of refugees searching for a new home, we see echoes of that 
ancient narrative mirrored in the lives of people across the globe. It’s 
a reminder that the questions of purpose, belonging, and hope are as 
urgent now as they were then.

In this book, you will witness my grandmother’s curiosity regard-
ing Jesus’s birth, life, and afterlife. Her journey is one of seeking an-
swers, not in isolation, but through shared discussion and reflection—a 
process that she practiced with our family and friends. 

As I read about my grandmother leading friends to hike the Pin-
nacle, I am moved. There, amidst breathtaking views, they continue 
their conversations, blending the beauty of nature with the depth of 
their inquiry. For me, this resonates personally as I grew up hiking 
the Pinnacle myself, turning to its trails in times of joy or sorrow, 
whether alone or with friends. It’s a place that has shaped me, offering 
both solace and perspective, and I love seeing it woven into this story.

Perhaps most striking is the emphasis on the importance of 
“pondering.” In our fast-paced world, where noise and haste often 
drown out stillness, this call to pause and reflect feels revolutionary. 
To ponder—to meditate—is to create space for understanding our-
selves and ensuring our lives align with our deepest values. Many of 
our resort guests have shared with me that they arrive at our resort 
to reflect on big issues in their lives. Our land has something special 
that I call charisma, which allows people to feel safe and be authentic.



In this book, you will find a tapestry of past and present, of 
personal stories and universal truths. It’s a gift to witness how my 
grandmother and our family navigated life’s big questions, and I 
hope it inspires you, as it has me, to look both inward and upward.

Kristina von Trapp Frame
Granddaughter of Maria von Trapp
Director and Executive Vice President of the  
von Trapp Family Lodge & Resort, Stowe, Vermont
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Celebrating 50 Years

In 1971, my father co-founded a publishing company called Creation 
House. In 1972, when I was around 12 years old, he became its presi-
dent and offered a contract to Maria von Trapp to publish her life 
story, Maria. My father traveled to Stowe, Vermont, to begin working 
on the book, helping Maria write, organize, and develop an outline. 
He took me along to the Trapp Family Lodge.

I have nothing but fond memories of that time. It was winter, 
and the lodge offered cross-country skiing, while a nearby mountain 
had downhill skiing. I had only skied a little on small hills at a ski 
run in the Chicago area where we lived. I still remember the thrill of 
being told that an Olympic skier would teach me how to ski. It was a 
wonderful experience, and I have always enjoyed telling people that 
I learned how to ski with a former Austrian Olympian at the Trapp 
Family Lodge.

Maria was a devout Catholic and I recall attending Mass with 
her and her priest at the lodge. We took communion, and it was the 
first time I ever tasted real wine —it was quite a shock. I returned to 
the lodge a second time, a year or two later, as my father worked on 
another book with Maria. By then, I was a bit older and enjoyed the 
beautiful lodge, the fantastic food, and the opportunity to ski even 
more.

One special thing about my dad was how he balanced his fre-
quent business travels by bringing me along on his trips. Though he 
missed many of my Little League games, I joined him on numerous 
adventures, including these visits to the lodge.

In 1975 my father sold his interest in Creation House and started 
a new publishing company called New Leaf Press. Maria and my  
father had grown remarkably close, and she became one of the limited 



shareholders in the new venture, even visiting Arkansas several times 
over the years. The very first book we published at New Leaf Press 
was Yesterday, Today, and Forever by Maria von Trapp.

The book was a success, boosted by Maria’s appearance on The 
Phil Donahue Show, which was taped in Chicago. My father and 
several of us joined her for the taping, where they discussed the book 
extensively. At the time, I was a freshman in high school and worked 
in the warehouse. Waldenbooks, a major bookstore chain with about 
1,000 stores, ordered a counter display for the book, which kept our 
team busy for weeks shipping copies.

A couple of months later, when The Phil Donahue Show re-aired 
the episode, Waldenbooks reordered, and we repeated the shipping 
frenzy. The book sold over 100,000 copies in its first year, helping 
to launch New Leaf Press successfully.

Maria remained close to our family over the years, and we even-
tually did more books with her. I recall one memorable event when 
my dad brought her to the Great Passion Play in Eureka Springs, 
Arkansas, where he served on the board. After the play, Maria met 
the cast. She embraced each of the disciples one-by-one, but it made 
us all smile that she refused to hug Judas.

My father and Maria shared a close relationship for over 15 years 
until her passing in 1987, and their bond left a lasting impact on our 
family. It is a special joy for me to see her book updated in this spe-
cial edition that celebrates the 50th anniversary of New Leaf Press. 
Interestingly, this year marks not only the 50th anniversary of New 
Leaf Press but also the 60th anniversary of the film Sound of Music 
and the 75th anniversary of the von Trapp Family Lodge.

While the film that made Maria famous debuted 60 years ago, 
the real Maria von Trapp would give all the glory to Jesus, as the 
pages in this book will attest. If you thought you loved Maria at the 
conclusion of Sound of Music, in reading this volume you will find 
that you have only just met her. My prayer is her words will continue 
to ‘impact eternity’, just as they did in 1975.

 
Tim Dudley 
Former CEO of New Leaf Publishing Group
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How It Happened

I t was in Italian South Tyrol in a primitive little country inn on the 
edge of a lovely village in the mountains. The year was 1938, and 

this was the first station on our flight from Nazi-invaded Austria. We, 
that is Father Wasner, my husband, and I, and nine children with the 
tenth on the way, had just barely arrived at this peaceful little place 
when it happened. With a terrific wail, Lorli, aged six, discovered 
that we had forgotten her favorite toy, a worn-out, shapeless, hairless 
something, formerly a teddy bear.

The grief of a child is always terrible. It is bottomless, without 
hope. A child has no past and no future. It just lives in the present 
moment — wholeheartedly. If the present moment spells disaster, 
the child suffers it with his whole heart, his whole soul, his whole 
strength, and his whole little being. Because a child is so helpless in 
his grief, we should never take it lightly, but drop all we are doing at 
the moment and come to his aid.

Preface
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I remember the situation so well, the glassed-in veranda in which 
we were standing, and me looking for a cookie or a candy, and there 
was none. Had I forgotten that we were refugees now, and luxuries like 
candies were things of the past? But even if the hands of a mother are 
empty, her mind and heart must never be. Taking the sobbing little girl 
on my lap, I said: “Come, Lorli, Mother is going to tell you a story.”

That had always worked; but now it only brought forth new tears, 
and violently shaking her little head with its mop of dark curls, she 
shrieked, “I don’t want to hear about Cinderella or Snow White — I 
want… .”

“Oh no, Lorli,” I said, “I’m not going to tell you one of those 
stories; but if you will listen to me, I will tell you the story of another 
child like you to whom the same thing happened — oh, a wonderful 
story!” And as I said this, I had no idea of what I was going to tell.

“Once upon a time,” I began, “there was a mother, a father, and 
a little child.”

“A girl?” Lorli managed to ask between sobs.
“No, a boy,” I said.
At this very moment I saw them right before me, the holy family 

on their way to Egypt. For the first time, however, I didn’t think of 
them the way the holy cards pictured them — Mary in blue, Joseph 
in brown, the little child in pink, each one with a golden hem on his 
garment — riding complacently on a neat donkey through a beauti-
ful countryside full of date palms. For the first time it dawned on me 
that they were really refugees like millions of people nowadays; like 
ourselves, for instance.

“Flee,” said the angel to Joseph, “flee into Egypt, for Herod will 
seek the child to destroy Him.”

Wasn’t the fright which must have chilled Joseph’s blood at 
the moment the same fright which we had experienced so often 
when we heard the cruel stories of how the Gestapo was on 
somebody’s heels, how they had dragged away fathers or brothers 
from families we knew? Wasn’t it the same fright which had 
finally gotten us across the border? The angel had not announced 
to Joseph just exactly what Herod intended to do, but Joseph 
knew that Herod’s Gestapo worked fast, and that his reputation 
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for cruelty was unequaled. If the parents wanted to save the child, 
they had to hurry to get away from Herod. And while I told my little 
girl the story of the flight into Egypt, I listened to it myself. It was 
so new, so not at all holy-card-wise. It was so excitingly modern; 
the story of refugees, who, after having reached the goal, Egypt, 
became displaced persons — D.P.s. It was a story full of anxiety and 
homesickness, but also full of trust in the Heavenly Father, who in 
His own good time, provides a home for all refugees.

Lorli had long since stopped crying. In rapt attention she listened 
to my description of the dangers of the flight. I told about the wild 
animals and robbers, the terrific heat at noon and the cold at night on 
that dangerous passage through the desert, which even the Roman 
soldiers dreaded, and how the little boy did not make any fuss over 
missing a toy, not once.

Then the angel of the Lord appeared again to Joseph, in my story, 
and bade him to return home.

“Will an angel tell our father, too, when we can go back to Sal-
zburg?” asked Lorli eagerly.

“Yes,” I said without the slightest hesitation, and a happy little 
girl glided down from my lap and ran off to Stefan, the innkeeper’s 
little boy, to tell him this, her newest story.

Some of the older children had moved over from the other side 
of the veranda during the story. “Mother, that was really exciting,” 
they said. I was completely taken with it myself. During the telling 
it had become clearer in my own mind: this story isn’t over yet. All 
this is still going on.

“Children,” I said, “I feel as though we are at the beginning of a 
great discovery. It seems as if Herod isn’t really dead. He keeps living 
under different names, like Saul and Nero, or Hitler and Stalin. He still 
seeks the child to destroy Him.” How close our Lord and His family 
had become all of a sudden when we met them as fellow refugees!

That was a big discovery, and it came to us on the very thresh-
old of a new life when we had joined the millions of refugees on 
the highways and byways of Europe in search of a new home. But 
I have told about all this in another book, The Story of the Trapp 
Family Singers, and I don’t want to repeat any of it here. This is 
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to be simply the story of how “Jesus Christ is the same yesterday 
and today and forever” (Heb. 13:8) — and how He finally became a 
member of our family.

In that summer of our flight through Europe we had another 
startling experience. It was a few weeks after the incident on the 
glassed-in veranda. One of our sons was engaged to be married, and 
his bride-to-be spent several weeks with us in Holland. One day she 
came to me and said, “Mother, can you tell me what he was like when 
he was a baby? He has told me everything about his life as far as he 
can remember, but — I want to know all.”

That hit me right between the eyes. Reading the Gospels together 
and searching in them for more modern stories like the one of the flight 
into Egypt had become a family hobby by then. Merely by doing it we 
had found out how little we knew about our Lord and His family, His 
country, and His times. Aside from stating the fact, we hadn’t done 
anything about it. Then came this girl who went out of her way to 
find out every detail about the one whom she loved because — “she 
had to know all.” This did something to us.

“How can we pretend to love our Lord,” we said to ourselves, 
“if we don’t want to know all about Him as well?”

On that same evening during night prayer it occurred to me that 
Mary, the mother of Christ, was a mother like me. Perhaps she would 
be just as pleased about the questioning as I had been, so I turned to 
God and said, “Father, there is so little written in the Gospels about 
your Son when He was a Child and while He was growing up. How 
was it in Nazareth, in Bethlehem, in Egypt? Was He lively or was 
He rather quiet? What did He eat? What did He wear? What did He 
do all day long, and what about Joseph?

I don’t believe in chances and coincidences. It must have been 
she who gave two friends of ours, independently of each other, the 
idea to present us with books: The Life of Our Lord Jesus Christ by 
the German Jesuit Maurice Meschler, and Life of Jesus by Francois 
Mauriac.1 There could hardly be found a greater contrast than between 
those two works on the same subject. That was the beginning of a 
very helpful little library of our own. After we had finished these 
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two books, we wanted to know more. And more. And more. God has 
never stopped answering our questions. Besides helping us find the 
right books, He also helped us remember what we had once learned in 
history, geography, archaeology, and religion. He drew our attention to 
the fact that besides the four canonical Gospels there is something else 
which we can almost regard as a “fifth Gospel,” so much a source of 
information it is: the Holy Land itself. Very much of it is still exactly 
the same as it was in His time. There we started getting interested in 
maps of the modern and ancient Holy Land.

Many years have passed since. After we had shared with Him the 
anxiety of the flight, we lived through years of the “hidden life,” and 
then through the excitement of the “public life.” Many notebooks have 
been filled with information which we drew out of different books, 
which seem to complement each other. Pictures of the Holy Land 
have been cut out of magazines throughout the years, and postcards 
sent to us from there by friends have been collected. Putting all these 
different pieces together is like assembling a crèche.

Every time we say the Creed, we say toward the end that we 
believe in the communion of saints.

Of the Early Church it is said, “The multitude of those who 
believed were of one heart and one soul: neither did anyone say 
that any of the things he possessed was his own, but they had 
all things common” (Acts 4:32; NKJV). That did not refer only 
to money and the things money can buy, but also and foremost 
to spiritual goods. We know from the Acts and Epistles of the 
Apostles and the writings of the early fathers that this was true. 
Haven’t we moved far away from those times? While we still 
might share our earthly possessions and contribute to collections, 
we certainly are not in the habit of sharing our spiritual goods any 
more. This is our innermost private life, and what I learned this 
morning in meditation or what occurred to me during reading is 
nobody’s business. This is the spirit of “I-me-myself,” whereas 
the right spirit is always “we-our,” as we find in the liturgy, in the 
prayers of the Church. This would make the difference between 
a family and a group of people living together under one roof.
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It is in this spirit that we want to share with you our great dis-
covery — the bringing of the Holy Scriptures to life for us, and, by 
watching Him, learning to imitate Him, learning how to live, how 
to love, how to die. In the world situation of today it may look like 
five minutes to twelve, but if we Christians would wake up to the 
meaning of our name and become “other Christs,” we might bring 
about what was promised only to men of good will: peace on earth.



Part One



Yesterday
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“In Those Days”

W henever we read the life story of one of the great ones, be it 
Washington, Lincoln, Napoleon, or Julius Caesar, we always 

find that the biographer takes pains to picture for us the time in which 
his hero lived, thus helping us to understand certain features of his 
character and certain happenings of his age. So Luke, the biographer 
of Christ’s childhood, does the same. “In those days,” he says, “a 
decree went out from Caesar Augustus that all the world should be 
enrolled” (Luke 2:1).

“In those days.” That means the time when in Rome the nephew 
of the great Julius Caesar had become emperor. His real name had 
been Octavius, but his soldiers hailed him as “Augustus.” In those 
days the Roman troops had been victorious almost to the ends of 
the then-known world. They had invaded country after country in 
many bloody wars, but now the whole empire was at peace. Before 
Augustus came into power, terrible civil wars had raged. These and 
all the invasions had exhausted the finances of the empire, and so 
Caesar Augustus used this new peace to think of new means to fill 

Chapter 1
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the coffers of the state. His new idea was to get every single one of 
his subjects, without exception to make a contribution. To help the 
publicans, or tax collectors, in their business, he ordered now, like 
the owner of a big department store, an inventory to be made.

“In those days a decree went out from Caesar Augustus that all 
the world should be enrolled” (Luke 2:1).

“All the world” — what a proud phrase! But these were almost 
the facts. Almost all of what was then known of the world was ruled 
by Roman governors according to Roman law, and the Roman legions 
watched on the borders.

In those days one of the most important provinces was Syria, and 
the official in charge of the census in this province was Quirinius. 
Tucked away in one corner of his province was a tiny little kingdom 
of Judea, with Herod as its king.

When Caesar Augustus decided on the census, messengers on 
horseback galloped along the famous Roman highways carrying the 
new law north and south. At the same time, fast galleys left the Roman 
ports to take the message across the seas. One of them would arrive 
in Syria, and Quirinius would sub-delegate King Herod to carry out 
the census in his land. Herod, who owed his kingship to the Romans, 
would be only too eager to oblige.

These enrollments were usually made in the places where the 
people lived. But the Jews had a different custom, and it had always 
been the policy of the Romans to respect the local habits and customs 
of conquered nations. Since ancient times the Jews had been divided 
into tribes. To each tribe belonged a certain county of Judea/Samaria 
with a family headquarters.

Joseph belonged to the tribe of Judah and to the house and family 
of David. The place where David the king had been born and raised 
was Bethlehem, which later became the headquarters of the House 
of David. When, therefore, on a certain winter day a messenger came 
to Nazareth, the little town of Galilee, reading aloud to all the men 
the imperial decree, “all went to be enrolled, each to his own city. 
And Joseph also went up from Galilee, from the city of Nazareth, to 
Judea, to the city of David, which is called Bethlehem, because he 
was of the house and lineage of David, to be enrolled with Mary, his 
betrothed, who was with child” (Luke 2:3–5).
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The Holy Land in Winter

W hen my husband was still in the navy, he once spent some 
time in the Holy Land. It proved to be wonderful for us later. 

When, for instance, we wanted to find out about that winter journey 
of Mary and Joseph from Nazareth to Bethlehem, we simply said, 
“Tell us, what is the Holy Land like in winter?”

“Oh, well,” he used to say, “that depends upon where you are. 
Small as it is, the country has three distinct zones. There is that deep 
gully, the Jordan Valley, below the level of the Mediterranean. There 
it is always covered with snow. The weather there I found very much 
like the Alps. At the same time, there is the rather mild climate in the 
hill country, Galilee, Samaria, and Judea. But why do I say ‘mild’?” 
he corrected himself. “In the winter, that means in the rainy season, it 
can be simply awful. The rains start in October and last until March. ‘It 
never rains but it pours,’ one can really say of those tropical showers. 
The winds blowing down from the mountains are ice-cold.”

Chapter 2
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“It was about 30 years ago,” said my husband meditatively, “when 
our ship anchored in the Bay of Haifa, and all the officers were invited 
by some Arab sheik to make a trip on horseback throughout the coun-
try. That was before the times of modernization. No bulldozers had 
yet reached the Holy Land and we were assured time and again that 
what we saw was pretty much as it had been since time immemorial.

“We were there around Christmastime. The rainy season had 
been going on for almost three months, and the moment one left the 
highway, the horse sank in the deep mud. We were astonished to find 
everywhere the peasants in their fields plowing and sowing, and we 
asked why they didn’t wait for the dry season. But we were told that 
the sun bakes the earth so terribly that the primitive plows couldn’t 
break the hard soil. I remember we usually saw groups of plow-
men working together with their tiny oxen and little plows, merely 
scratching furrows. We used to stop our horses and watch them for 
a little while. Often they were shivering in the cold. One old man I 
remember was holding a basket of seeds, and with tears in his eyes, 
complained to our interpreter about the weather. When I think of him 
now in his brown woolen tunic, soaked through and heavy with rain, 
I can imagine what Joseph must have looked like.”

From there we went on to figure it all out for ourselves: Mary 
and Joseph locking up their little house in Nazareth and setting out 
in the rain on their 80-mile trip. Mary was in no condition to travel. 
She expected her child any day now, but obviously the census was 
meant for men and women alike, and Mary, knowing that the Mes-
siah had to be born in Bethlehem, knew she had to go. They were 
not rich enough to afford camels, the only convenient way of travel 
in those days, but they took a donkey. No saddles or stirrups were 
used at that time. Mary had to sit on a folded blanket laid across 
the sharp-pointed back of the little animal. How long would it have 
taken them to reach Bethlehem? From the writings of Julius Caesar, 
we know that the Roman soldiers were supposed to make 20 miles 
daily when they were not armed, and 12 miles a day under arms. But 
those were sturdy, strong young men, and here was a young mother 
expecting her first child within a few days. She surely couldn’t make 
more than 12 miles a day.
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When we, the entire family, traveled all over South America, 
it also happened to be in the winter, in the rainy season. If one was 
caught in a tropical shower, one was drenched within a few minutes. A 
few short hours after Mary and Joseph had left the houses of Nazareth 
behind them, the rain must have soaked their woolen mantles and 
woolen tunics, and the hooves of the little ass spattered mud on them. 
The garments would never become quite dry until they had reached 
Bethlehem. Heavier and heavier they would hang on their shoulders, 
as the mud crust became thicker every day.

Such a trip was not without its dangers in those days. Only since 
the Crusades in the 12th century have lions become extinct in the 
Holy Land. Throughout Holy Scriptures we find warnings against 
lions, wolves, and other wild animals. Maybe Mary and Joseph did not 
always reach an inn, and they had to camp out one or more nights on 
the roadside. Then a fire had to be made and kept going throughout 
the night to keep the wild animals away.

There was another pest of the highway — the robbers. The coun-
try was infested with them. Large bands of them lived in the hills 
and threatened the travelers. When we say “inn,” we must not think 
of a comfortable, homey, New England cottage-like building. We 
mustn’t even think of a building at all. The inn by the roadside in the 
Holy Land consisted usually of a wall 12 to 15 feet high, surround-
ing a quadrangle, in the middle of which a big fire was burning. The 
innkeeper let the travelers in who, for a small payment, would spend 
the night around the fire, unmolested by robbers and wild animals. 
But they had to provide their own food, and the only comfort was 
freedom from fear.

Mary and Joseph wound their way slowly down the hills of 
Galilee through the plains of Estralon toward the hills of Judea. It 
must have been very hard for Mary to sit for hours at a time with no 
rest for her back, being bounced by the hard, mincing steps of the 
little donkey. She might lean on Joseph’s shoulder for a little while; 
he might help her down so she could walk a bit. But wading through 
the mud didn’t help much either, so she would go back to the donkey, 
always patient, with a weary little smile. But it must have torn Joseph’s 
heart to see her uncomfortable like this, and be unable to do much 
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to help. His whole heart must have been longing for Bethlehem, his 
hometown, where his father’s house was still standing and his broth-
ers and kindred were still living. If only they were safe in Bethlehem, 
then everything would be all right. The family would provide fresh, 
dry clothing, and in the privacy of her own room, Mary would quickly 
recover from the hardships of this trip.

These might have been the thoughts of Joseph as he was leading 
the donkey by the reins up and down the hills through the rain and 
wind for eight, nine, or maybe ten long days, while Mary’s heart 
repeated over again and again, “Behold, I am the handmaid of the 
Lord; let it be to me according to your word” (Luke 1:38).

“Pray that your flight may not be in winter” (Matt. 24:20), our 
Lord would admonish His listeners later. It seems that His mother 
must have told Him about her unforgettable trip from Nazareth to 
Bethlehem — in winter. 


