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CHRISTMAS 
Puer natus est nobis, et filius datus est nobis … 

 

 
 

The plank of wood is narrow.  It is 
placed precariously across a deep 
gorge.  To right and to left, nothing 
but space.  The earth is a long, long 
way below.  I hang on for dear life 
itself...  but it is as if the floor is pulling 
me like a magnet.  I know that I am 
going to fall...  As I do I sit bolt upright 
in bed! 
This is one of my anxiety dreams - I 
guess you have them too. 
And there are others... I am the 
visiting preacher at a great and 
important service.  Have I got the 
script of my sermon?  Have I hell?  Do I 
know where it is?  No! 
I went to a University where you had 
to dress for examinations as you might 
dress for dinner: black tie, gown and 
mortar board.  I pitch up at the 
Examination Schools.  I sit down at my 
desk.  The appointed time arrives and I 
turn over the question paper…  And I 
realise I have not read single book to 
help me answer, nor have I attended a 
single lecture.  Waking up is such a 
relief! 

There is a story of a priest in 
Paddington Green whose name was 
Father Johnny Foster.  He said some 
funny things as well as some 
remarkable things from his church 
pulpit.  His anxiety dream was about 
Midnight Mass.  He is in his church and 
after the Mass is carrying the Baby 
Christ down from the altar to place 
him in the manger. 
But Father Johnny cannot find the 
Christmas crib.  He processes round 
and round his church, the baby Jesus 
on a cushion in his arms, looking for 
the crib.  The organist's 
improvisational skills have reached 
their exhausted limits; the choir are 
nearly going mad.  Father Johnny is 
almost demented.  The congregation 
watch him pass by time after time 
after time, as Johnny looks this way 
and that for the crib, which eludes 
him...   
This is a parable of the mystery of the 
Holy Child's birth among us.  He makes 
an appearance and nobody knows 
what on earth to do with him.  Where 
shall we put him?  There is no place 
for him to be born.  There is no room 
at the inn.   
You know what Saint John says.  'He 
came to his own, and his own received 
him not.'  This is one of the most 
chilling phrases in Holy Scripture.  
Ask yourself why John wrote it.  'He 
came to his own, and his own received 
him not.'  It can only be because they 
could not handle him - no pigeon hole 
his shape.  He did not fit in... with their 
ideas or their attitudes.  And his views 
are wrong.  His approach is wrong.  His 
friends are wrong.  His values are 
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wrong.  His kind actions are 
wrong.  He seemed to realise this 
himself later – a prophet is not 
welcome in his own home among his 
own people he said. 
But then in St John a three letter 
word.  'He came to his own, and his 
own received him not.  BUT to all who 
did accept him he gave power to 
become children of God.'   To accept 
him, to believe on his name, means 
placing your trust in the reality of 
what someone is about, their real 
nature and personality.  Then you can 
commit yourself to that person's real 
self.  That gives you the right to be 
claimed by him for himself.  It takes 
courage on your part as well and trust, 
to take him seriously for what he is 
and for what he will ask of 
you.  That BUT is the password of the 
membership of His family and 
Christmas is the time for the reality of 
its truth to be our destiny. 
O holy Child of Bethlehem, 
Descend to us, we pray; 
Cast out our sin, and enter in, 
Be born in us today. 
We hear the Christmas angels 
The great glad tidings tell; 
O come to us, abide with us, 
Our Lord Emmanuel. 
Wishing you all a holy and happy 
Christmas. 
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