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on not liking
Christmas carols and
having a silent night



Confession. Barring a few exceptions, 
I basically don’t like Christmas carols. 

 
I seem to be the only person I know who feels this way.

 
Is The Little Drummer Boy the most tedious song ever written? Does

nobody else feel that it is painfully slow, repetitive, theologically shallow
and above all … a completely made-up story that doesn’t even have an

interesting plot line? 
 

Is anybody with me?

truth-tell
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Away in a Manger … “no crying he makes.” I doubt it. 

Silent Night … Why does it take so long to sing the word ‘silent’
(especially the way Anglicans do it)? Did somebody in the history of
England decide that hymns are holier at half the pace and with twice
the verses? Whoever did that, thanks a lot.
 
I don’t know why I don’t have the sentimental attachment to
Christmas carols that so many seem to, but every year it strikes me.
Music is important to me and so is Christmas, so I don’t exactly know
why the two haven been able to knit together in the way that seems so
natural for others. 
 
It occurred to me this morning that if I really am basically alone in this,
clearly I’m the one with the problem.

And then it hit me, while I was brushing my teeth …

I don’t like the slow down. 

I don’t like the simple. 

And I don’t like the start of the story. I want to skip to the middle and
the ending.

I suppose this is why I always preferred John’s Gospel, which celebrates
the event of the Incarnation without going into any of the details of the
birth story. Can't we just skip straight to the bit where Jesus is full-grown
and the ‘real ministry’ begins?



lament
For so long I have preferred to skip to the

middle (or ending) of the story.

I didn’t want the people in the stable to

matter as much as they do. 

I wanted to start from the part of the story

where I was full-grown. 

I honoured the middle and dishonoured

the start. 

The start was too hard.,

too much ‘on the run’,

too much lack.
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I confess that I despised the small and

imperfect beginnings. 

I confess that I judged how my story

should have been, instead of seeking

God’s perspective in this.

Indeed, I judged how God’s story

should have been, dismissing what He

has chosen to reveal and why.  

I confess that in not wanting to sit in the

memory of a dirty stable, I forgot to

honour the mothers, fathers,

shepherds and kings, who brought

precious gifts and bore witness to the

moments I first knew the presence of

God Incarnate. 

confess
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rebuild
To our lonely roads and long journeys,
          we prophesy the faithfulness of mothers and 
          fathers, grandmothers and grandfathers, holding
          hands and trusting in the promises of God.

To our dirty stables,
          we prophesy perfect love, new life and first 
          embraces.

To being occupied, controlled and counted,
          we prophesy miraculous starlight, signs and
          wonders. 

To jealous kings and false leaders,
          we prophesy that we have been set in families,
          where foreign kings and queens are now our true
          brothers and sisters.

And to every rocky start,
          we prophesy silent nights, holy nights, where all is
          calm and all is bright. 



Who were the mothers and fathers, shepherds and kings 
in your faith beginnings?

 
How do you feel about the way your journey with God began 

or is beginning?
 

What do you wish had been or could be different?
 

reflect and share



How does God see your story?
 

How will God use your beginnings to craft the middle
and the ending of your story?

 
What would you like God to redeem?

ask the Holy Spirit



About that time Caesar Augustus ordered a

census to be taken throughout the Empire.

This was the first census when Quirinius

was governor of Syria. Everyone had to

travel to his own ancestral hometown to be

accounted for. So Joseph went from the

Galilean town of Nazareth up to Bethlehem

in Judah, David’s town, for the census. As a

descendant of David, he had to go there. He

went with Mary, his fiancée, who was

pregnant.

While they were there, the time came for

her to give birth. She gave birth to a son, her

firstborn. She wrapped him in a blanket and

laid him in a manger, because there was no

room in the hostel.

Luke 2.1-6
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