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You may call me SCROOGE, and you are not alone. For years now, I have 
frustrated the setting of Christmas lights on our house, critical as I am of 
the increased use of power for non-essential purposes. I do acknowledge 
that Christmas lights use much less power than a few years ago. And I do 
agree that the cold dark night benefits from the twinkle of colourful 
lights. I was however nicknamed Captain Kyoto twenty years ago for my 
miserly approach to Christmas decorating. I am however trying to make 
amends, and did cooperate fully this year when Kathie asked me to help 
hang lights and string cables. Likewise, I could find no better theme for 
this year’s Christmas Eve sermon than the phrase, Let There Be Light.  
 
Our time is no different from that of ancient Palestine, where the politics 
and social challenges of the day hovered, ominously and threateningly 
over Bethlehem and all Judea. While we tend to view the first twenty 
verses of the second chapter of Luke’s Gospel through the lens of our 
favourite Christmas card, all was not well then or now. Taxation and 
census schemes, the instability of unsettled peoples, inadequate 
accommodation, sharp distinctions between rich and poor, the abuses of 
imperial and colonial power, all these contributed to the circumstances 
surrounding the birth of Jesus and affect us today.  
 
To a world, much confused and conflicted, Jesus came and lived among 
our ancestors, sometimes noticed, largely ignored except by those 
specially attuned to the religious currents of the first century. Luke’s story 
is familiar to us: 
 



In those days a decree went out from Emperor Augustus that all the 
world should be registered. This was the first registration and was taken 
while Quirinius was governor of Syria. All went to their own towns to be 
registered . . .  

 
The rest, you know. If these ancient actors faced challenges, wrought by 
the politics and circumstances of the day, likewise hymnwriter Herbert 
O’Driscoll captures some contemporary challenges in the brand-new 
carol we just sung.  
 

Jesus, babe of Bethlehem’s manger, 
Helpless in your newborn hour, 
Born in days of death and danger, 
Herod’s hatred, Roman power; 
We who watch as countless children 
Daily die in cruel ways, 
Trapped in endless human conflicts; 
Help us not to turn our gaze. 

 
With a specific nod to Syria and Myanmar/Burma, we just sang: 
 

Orphaned child in Old Aleppo, 
Wandering in its shattered streets: 
Lead her to some sheltering haven 
Where with care and love she meets. 
Freezing child in storm-tossed waters, 
Watching all around him drown. 
Newborn child of the Rohingya 
Crying in a burning town. 

 
In the next few weeks we can compare our reactions to singing such a 
biting contemporary lament to the music of a familiar Christmas Lullaby. 



Two years ago, as part of their famous service of lessons and carols, the 
Choir of Kings College, Cambridge debuted a similar carol The Flight, 
which placed immediate social concerns amidst traditional Christmas 
music. The concern then was the mass movement of Refugees, including 
the drowning of desperate people crossing the Mediterranean Sea.  
 

The child on the dirtpath 
finds the highway blocked 
The dogs at the entrance 
snarl that doors are locked 
The great god of kindness 
has his kindness mocked 
May those who travel light 
Find shelter on the flight 
May Bethlehem 
Give rest to them. 
 
The sea is a graveyard 
the beach is dry bones 
the child at the station 
is pelted with stones 
the cop stands impassive 
the ambulance drones . . .  
 

To these intense and often devastating situations, we can now return to 
our story, one of angelic/human encounter for our reflection:  

 
Then an angel of the Lord stood before them, and the glory of the 
Lord shone around them, and they were terrified. But the angel said 
to them, ‘Do not be afraid; for see—I am bringing you good news of 
great joy for all the people: to you is born this day in the city of 
David a Saviour, who is the Messiah, the Lord. This will be a sign for 



you: you will find a child wrapped in bands of cloth and lying in a 
manger.’ And suddenly there was with the angel a multitude of the 
heavenly host, praising God and saying, 
 
‘Glory to God in the highest heaven, 
   and on earth peace among those whom he favours!’ 
 

There’s the word, peace. It’s what we desire for ourselves, for everyone 
and for all creation. We could lament our limited ability to produce peace 
in all our relationships; we can heed the words of a familiar prayer when 
speaks of “the peace which the world cannot give.”  
 
Alternatively, we can turn to God alone - with victims of war, with 
refugees, with those in every place who find themselves refused power, 
respect, dignity, education, opportunity and safety. We can remind 
ourselves and each other, along with the fourth century Bishop of 
Alexandria, Athanasius, that 
 

The results of the incarnation of the Savior are such and so many, 
that anyone attempting to enumerate them should be compared to 
a person looking upon the vastness of the sea and attempting to 
count its waves. 
 

God has done a good and powerful thing in coming to earth in the person 
of Jesus Christ. The child we currently glimpse will alter history, will 
inspire generations, and will continue to show us light and love as no 
other can. May this Godly light shine in, around and through us, always.  
 
Thanks be to God.  
 
 
 


