
Call to Worship 
Christmas came simply: a pregnant woman a worried father a night birth a healthy child. Just God 
unwrapped, vulnerable, lying in a manger, living in our world.  
 
Praise: Hark the herald 
Hark! the herald angels sing 
Glory to the new-born King! 
Peace on earth and mercy mild 
God and sinners reconciled! 
Joyful, all ye nations, rise 
Join the triumph of the skies 
With the angelic host proclaim 
Christ is born in Bethlehem! 
Hark! the herald angels sing 
Glory to the new-born King! 
 
Christ, by highest heaven adored 
Christ, the everlasting Lord 
Late in time behold him come 
Offspring of the Virgin's womb 
Veiled in flesh the Godhead see 
Hail the incarnate Deity 
Pleased as man with man to dwell 
Jesus, our Emmanuel! 
 
Hail, the heaven-born Prince of Peace! 
Hail the Heaven-born Prince of Peace 
Hail the Son of Righteousness 
Light and life to all He brings 
Risen with healing in His wings 
Mild He lay His glory by 
Born that man no more may die 
 
Prayer 
Miraculous God, 
We know this story so well. 
All the characters are familiar. 
 
All the words are known by heart. 
All the songs have been sung so many times. 
We love this story and its comfortable, comforting familiarity. 
We praise You for the miracles which come to us in the familiar. 
  
At the centre of this story is the eternal God stepping into human history. 
The All-Powerful One choosing to live in fragile flesh. 
The Creator becoming a creature. 
We praise You for the miracle of God becoming human. 
  
At the centre of this story is a God Who reveals Godself to men and women. 
A God Who works miracles through ordinary people who say, "Yes" to God. 
A God Who enters every willing soul to birth new life. 
We praise You for the miracle of Your life within us. 
  
Miraculous God, 
May we see You, know You and be united with You again this Christmastime. 



May our lives be changed by Your miraculous love, and may we become part of Your miraculous 
salvation. 
Now and always.  Amen. 
 
Reading: Luke 2:1 – 20 
At that time Emperor Augustus ordered a census to be taken throughout the Roman Empire. 
2 When this first census took place, Quirinius was the governor of Syria. 3 Everyone, then, went to 
register himself, each to his own hometown. 
4 Joseph went from the town of Nazareth in Galilee to the town of Bethlehem in Judea, the 
birthplace of King David. Joseph went there because he was a descendant of David. 5 He went to 
register with Mary, who was promised in marriage to him. She was pregnant, 6 and while they 
were in Bethlehem, the time came for her to have her baby. 7 She gave birth to her first son, 
wrapped him in cloths and laid him in a manger—there was no room for them to stay in the inn. 
The Shepherds and the Angels 
8 There were some shepherds in that part of the country who were spending the night in the fields, 
taking care of their flocks. 9 An angel of the Lord appeared to them, and the glory of the Lord 
shone over them. They were terribly afraid, 10 but the angel said to them, “Don't be afraid! I am 
here with good news for you, which will bring great joy to all the people. 11 This very day in 
David's town your Saviour was born—Christ the Lord! 12 And this is what will prove it to you: you 
will find a baby wrapped in cloths and lying in a manger.” 
13 Suddenly a great army of heaven's angels appeared with the angel, singing praises to God: 
14  
“Glory to God in the highest heaven, 
    and peace on earth to those with whom he is pleased!” 
15 When the angels went away from them back into heaven, the shepherds said to one another, 
“Let's go to Bethlehem and see this thing that has happened, which the Lord has told us.” 
16 So they hurried off and found Mary and Joseph and saw the baby lying in the manger. 
17 When the shepherds saw him, they told them what the angel had said about the child. 18 All 
who heard it were amazed at what the shepherds said. 19 Mary remembered all these things and 
thought deeply about them. 20 The shepherds went back, singing praises to God for all they had 
heard and seen; it had been just as the angel had told them. 
 
Reflection:  
This past year has brought about many changes in all of our lives.  To go through the entire list of 
these changes would take forever, but high on that list will be the fact that having to be locked 
down for lengthy periods, has meant that all of us have grown to appreciate that brief interlude 
where we’ve managed to get out for a walk.   
 
On the whole, the people that you and I have en route have been a lot friendlier, although instead 
of stopping for a lengthy chat, most have moved on fairly quickly as we’ve tried to adhere to social 
distancing rules.   
 
However, there have been a few exceptions that few find hard to resist a slightly longer linger – 
cute babies and dogs! 
 
What is it about dogs and babies?  There is an instant rapport, as if you’ve known each other all 
your life. All the barriers tumble away and a bridge of understanding is immediately established as 
the other person ‘oohs’ and ‘aahs’ at baby, or tickles Fido’s ears asking what breed he is, and is 
he good with the kids.   
 
A conversation develops, perhaps a friendship is forged and a relationship of mutual respect and 
fellowship blossoms, often to be continued the next morning and so on thereafter. 
 



How clever of God, then, when He really wanted to grab our attention to send a baby! Everyone 
loves a baby, and soon angels and shepherds and wise men crowd in to make a fuss of and 
wonder what this baby will become.  
 
If you believe the traditional school nativity play, even some animals are there to wonder - an ox, 
an ass, the odd sheep, (even a lobster according to Love Actually!) but no dogs to steal the 
limelight. Everyone loves a baby - Oh, apart from King Herod, perhaps! 
 
Yes, a king - why not send a king? The prophet Isaiah tells us to expect a king with royal power 
ruling from the throne of David. Surely if God wanted to come among us, why didn’t he choose to 
come as a king, wrapped in power and authority, dressed in the finest silks and decorated with 
precious jewels?  
 
This would surely better befit his exalted status and great majesty. Surely an arrival like this would 
make everyone sit up and take notice. 
 
But, no. He came as a baby so that no one would be ashamed to approach Him, no one would 
feel small in his presence because no one is smaller than a baby. And no one is weaker than a 
baby so that the powerless would find in him a friend.  
 
No one is more helpless than a baby, so that the defenceless would find their champion in him. No 
baby can speak so that the voiceless and those unable to speak would know he was right there 
with them in their need. 
 
And how strange! Here, a stone’s throw away, was the holy city of Jerusalem, God’s own city, the 
greatest city on earth, the centre of the world.  Jerusalem, the golden is what they called it.  So 
why didn’t God have His Son born there to prove the point that this was His Son?  
 
No, God chose that Jesus should be born in Bethlehem, the least of the cities of Judah, six miles 
from Jerusalem.  Why Bethlehem?  Perhaps it was because God wanted this baby to be the 
champion of those who live on the margins - the homeless, the street sleepers, the street walkers, 
the exile, the stranger, the immigrant, the poor, the leper, the beggar, the down-trodden and the 
broken-hearted. 
 
In Jesus, God became a child for us so that we should give our heart to Him, for everyone loves a 
baby, and so that we, in turn, should become God’s children, for it is to such as these that the 
kingdom of God belongs.  
 
As Charles Dickens once said, ‘it is good to be children sometimes, and never better than at 
Christmas, when its mighty Founder was a child himself.’ 
 
Beverley Worboys, who was a member of my previous congregation in Kidderminster, is a 
professional soprano singer based in Basel, Switzerland.  She has recorded this next carol 
especially for our service this evening. 
 
Praise: O Holy night 
 
Communion words... 
This table is our Bethlehem, the holy place to which the star guides us. It is the place where we 
see the glory of God.  
It is the place where for us peace from God's own heart is given to the earth.  
 
It is the place to which we bring our shepherding, the duties and responsibilities of our lives, that 
they may be gathered up into the mystery and miracle and meaning of the incarnation.  



It is the place to which we bring all human learning and riches and kingship that they may be made 
holy. It is the place to which we bring our gifts of bread and wine that God might become incarnate 
for us.  
It is the place where we celebrate in sign and symbol the whole story of our faith. 
 
As Jesus grew, Mary treasured all these things in her heart: the visits of the angel, shepherds and 
the wise men, the star, the blessings of Simeon and Anna, yet, Simeon had told her that sorrow, 
like a sharp sword, would break her heart. 
 
On the night before he died, Jesus gathered his friends together, and shared with them his last 
meal. At that meal, he took some of the bread, gave thanks to his Father God, broke it in pieces, 
and gave it to them.  
 
He said, “Take and eat, for this is my body, given for you. Keep on doing this, when I am gone, in 
remembrance of me.  
 
Later on, he took the cup and said, “Drink some of this, now and when I am gone. It represents my 
blood which seals the new covenant between you and my Father God. Whenever you eat bread 
like this, and drink the cup together, do it in remembrance of me.” 
 
Prayer 
We thank You, Lord God, 
For breaking into our world, our lives and our experience.  
We thank You, O Christ, 
For this meal of remembering,  
and the stories of love and grace that it tells.  
We thank You, O Spirit, 
For Your Presence and Your challenge  
for us to become agents of God’s compassion. 
Eternal God, 
who made this holy night 
to shine with the brightness of your one true light:  bring us who have known the revelation of that 
light on earth, 
to see the radiance of your heavenly glory; 
 
So, Lord God, You have come to us. 
You didn't wait for us to become good. 
You didn't stay until away until we searched for You. 
You took the initiative. 
You entered the world You made as a creature, so that You could enter the world of our 
experience and meet us where we are, as we are. 
And so, we know that as we pray, 
You hear and You understand, and You answer. 
  
Come into our world again. 
Bring Your peace and love and trust 
into a world of war and hatred and suspicion. 
  
Come into this our land again. 
Bringing hope and healing wherever there is brokenness and suffering, 
Illness and pain. 
  
Come into your church again. 
Bring faith and inspiration 
into the community that You call to be Your loving servant to the world. 



And come into our lives, and those of our loved ones again. 
May we know in the depth of our souls, today and every day, that God is truly with us, no matter 
what life brings. 
Amen. 
 
Carol: O come all ye faithful 
O come, all ye faithful, joyful and triumphant! 
O come ye, O come ye, to Bethlehem 
Come and behold Him 
Born the King of Angels 
O come, let us adore Him 
O come, let us adore Him 
O come, let us adore Him 
Christ the Lord! 
 
God of God, Light of Light 
Lo, He abhors not the Virgin's womb 
Very God 
Begotten, not created 
O come, let us adore Him 
O come, let us adore Him 
O come, let us adore Him 
Christ the Lord! 
 
Sing, choirs of angels, sing in exultation 
Sing, all ye citizens of heaven above! 
Glory to God 
All glory in the highest 
O come, let us adore Him 
O come, let us adore Him 
O come, let us adore Him 
Christ the Lord! 
 
Yea, Lord, we greet Thee, born this happy morning 
Jesus, to Thee be glory given 
Word of the Father 
Now in flesh appearing 
O come, let us adore Him 
O come, let us adore Him 
O come, let us adore Him 
Christ the Lord! 
 
Blessing 
 
When the waiting is over and the child is born When the shepherds have gone back to the fields 
When the Magi have left their gifts and returned to distant lands When Mary and Joseph have fled 
Herod’s wrath – Keep our hearts open, O God, to the call of your Kingdom. Amen  
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 


