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Welcome to our worship, two days after Christmas Day; an opportunity for us to reflect on “The Road from 

Bethlehem” 

A quotation from an unlikely source, from “The Rainbow” by D.H. Lawrence 

“The expectation grew more tense. The star was risen in the sky, the carols were ready to hail it. As evening 

drew on, our hearts beat fast with anticipation, hands were full of ready gifts. There were the tremulous, 

expectant words of the church service, the night was past and the morning was come; the gifts were given 

and received, joy and peace made flapping of wings in each heart; there was a great burst of carols, the 

peace of the world had dawned, strife had passed away, every heart was singing. 

It was bitter, though, that Christmas Day, as it drew on to evening and night, became a sort of bank 

holiday, flat and stale. The morning was so wonderful, but in the afternoon and evening the ecstasy 

perished like a nipped thing, like a bud in a false spring. Alas that Christmas was only a domestic feast, a 

feast of sweetmeats and toys!  Why did not the grown-ups also change their everyday hearts, and give way 

to ecstasy. Where was the ecstasy? 

Lighting a Candle  

So now we light a candle remembering as John wrote, 

“The Light shines on in the darkness and the darkness has never conquered it”  

And we watch and listen to the song “Like a candle flame” 

 'Like a Candle Flame' — Derby Cathedral. - YouTube 
Graham Kendrick 
 

Like a candle flame 
Flickering small in our darkness 
Uncreated light 
Shines through infant eyes 
 
God is with us, alleluia (Men) 
God is with us, alleluia (Women) 
Come to save us, alleluia (Men) 
Come to save us (Women) 
Alleluia! (All) 

 
Stars and angels sing 
Yet the earth sleeps in shadows 
Can this tiny spark 
Set a world on fire? 
 
Yet his light shall shine 
From our lives, Spirit blazing 
As we touch the flame 
Of his holy fire 

 
Now let us pray, 

Loving God…two days after our Christmas, we are already leaving Bethlehem behind for another year. May 

we who have been reminded of its message, be renewed in its spirit of humility and love. 

May this service help us to move on from Bethlehem to a better future, for each of us, for our society, our 

churches and the world. Amen. 

 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=wVYX6J25SYE


Today’s Bible readings are the final verses of each part of the Christmas stories; so we begin with the 

Shepherds. 

READING Luke ch. 2 vs. 15-20  

15 When the angels had left them and gone 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 about.’ 

16 So they hurried off and found Mary and Joseph, and the baby, who was lying in the manger. 17 

When they had seen him, they spread the word concerning what had been told them about this 

child, 18 and all who heard it were amazed at what the shepherds said to them. 19 But Mary 

treasured up all these things and pondered them in her heart. 20 The shepherds returned, 

glorifying and praising God for all the things they had heard and seen, which were just as they had 

been told. 

David Kossoff, "Seth"  

My father and my grandfather were shepherds. It is a thing that runs in families. My sons own their own 

farms and their own sheep, but that is progress. I always looked after other people's sheep. That was not 

unusual when I was younger. We were looked down on, I suppose, for often we had to work every day, 

ignoring the sabbath, and with so many priests among the people, we were often told we were breaking 

the law. Though where the priests would have got their perfect lambs for sacrifice without us I don't know. 

They could be very rude the priests especially the young silly ones. It's the same today, and not just with 

priests: people speak before they think. That's one good thing about looking after sheep: you get into the 

habit of keeping quiet. If you have to use words, you take your time to get them right. Words are 

important.  

 

People often tell me that mine was a dull life. Well, maybe. I like to watch the night sky, the moon and the 

stars. Once I saw, at night, a sight that very few have seen. Just once, but once was enough for any man. If 

a priest is rude to me, I always say to myself, It doesn't matter. I had that night, and you didn't. 

 

I was about nineteen at the time, and although it's now about fifty years ago, I remember it like yesterday. 

On this night I'm talking about, we'd met up where we usually did, on the side of quite a big hill. We'd had 

a bite to eat and drink and were sitting talking. Around us our hundreds of sheep. All normal and usual and 

quiet. Very restful and quiet, those talks at night. It was a dark night. 

 

Then there was a sort of stillness and a feeling of change, of difference. We all felt it. I had a friend called 

Simon, and he first noticed what the change was. It was the light. There was a sort of paleness. It was a 

dark night, but suddenly it wasn't so dark. We began to see each others faces very clearly in a sort of 

silvery, shimmering light. We seemed surrounded and enclosed in a great glow. It was the purest light I 

ever saw. The sheep were white as snow. Then as our eyes began to ache with it, just farther up the hill 

from us the glow seemed to intensify and take shape, and we saw a man. Like us but not like us. Taller, 

stiller. Though we were still enough, God knows. 

 

He looked at us and we looked at him. We waited for him to speak. It didn't seem right we all felt it for any 

of us to speak first. He took his time as though to find the right words and then he began to tell us what he 

called good news of great joy. Of a new born baby, born in David's town. A baby sent by God to save the 

world, to change things, to make things better. He told us where to go and find the baby and how to 

recognise him. And to tell other people the good news. His own pleasure in telling us filled us with joy: we 

shared his pleasure, if you follow me. Then he stopped speaking and became two. Then four, then eight, 



and in a second there seemed to be a million like him. Right up the hill and on up into the sky. A million. 

And they sang to us. Glory to God, they sang, And on earth peace to all men. It was wonderful. It came to 

an end and then they were gone. EVery single one, and we felt lonely and lost. 

 

Then Samuel, who was the eldest of us, said "Come, let us go and find the baby. David's town, the angel 

said: Bethlehem. In a manger. In swaddling clothes. And off we went. We ran, we sang, we shouted, we 

were important, we'd been chosen. We were special. We were on a search. We had to find a baby. 

 

And we did find him. We were led there. There was no searching, we were led, and we saw for ourselves. 

Not much to see, perhaps. A young mother and her husband and a newly born baby. Born in a stable 

because all the inns were full. Poor people they were. The man was a carpenter. 

 

Well, we did as we'd been told. We spread the word, and people did get excited. But not for long. Nothing 

lasts. We shepherds were heroes for a while, but then everyone knew the story. It was old news. Soon we 

were just shepherds again, doing a dull job. But we were different from all the rest: we'd had that night. I 

don't talk about it much any more, but it keeps me warm. I was there.  

 

by David Kossoff,  

from The Book Of Witnesses 

 

“The Shepherds’ Farewell” by Berlioz  
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=TGBTNlbRbeM 

 

Thou must leave thy lowly dwelling, 
the humble crib, the stable bare. 
Babe, all mortal babes excelling, 
content our earthly lot to share. 
Loving father, loving mother, 
shelter thee with tender care! 
 

Blessed Jesus, we implore thee, 
with humble love and holy fear. 
In the land that lies before thee, 
forget not us who linger here! 
May the shepherd’s lowly calling, 
ever to thy heart be dear! 

 
Blest are ye beyond all measure, 
thou happy father, mother mild! 

Guard ye well your heavenly treasure, 
the Prince of Peace, the Holy Child! 
God go with you, God protect you, 
guide you safely through the wild! 

 
Words by Hector Berlioz 
(1803-69) 
 

Question to ponder 

As the Shepherds return to their familiar place and work, how may our lives change as a result of Covid and 

our quieter Christmas? 

Prayer: Take a moment to pray for yourself and what you hope for in the future. 

 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=TGBTNlbRbeM


READING Matthew ch. 12 vs.7-12  

7 Then Herod called the Magi secretly and found out from them the exact time the star had 

appeared. 8 He sent them to Bethlehem and said, ‘Go and search carefully for the child. As soon as 

you find him, report to me, so that I too may go and worship him.’ 

9 After they had heard the king, they went on their way, and the star they had seen when it rose 

went ahead of them until it stopped over the place where the child was. 10 When they saw the 

star, they were overjoyed. 11 On coming to the house, they saw the child with his mother Mary, 

and they bowed down and worshipped him. Then they opened their treasures and presented him 

with gifts of gold, frankincense and myrrh. 12 And having been warned in a dream not to go back to 

Herod, they returned to their country by another route. 

 

Poem “Journey of the Magi”  T.S. Eliot 

“A cold coming we had of it, 

Just the worst time of the year 

For a journey, and such a long journey: 

The ways deep and the weather sharp, 

The very dead of winter.” 

And the camels galled, sore-footed, refractory, 

Lying down in the melting snow. 

There were times we regretted 

The summer palaces on slopes, the terraces, 

And the silken girls bringing sherbet. 

Then the camel men cursing and grumbling 

And running away, and wanting their liquor and women, 

And the night-fires going out, and the lack of shelters, 

And the cities hostile and the towns unfriendly 

And the villages dirty and charging high prices: 

A hard time we had of it. 

At the end we preferred to travel all night, 

Sleeping in snatches, 

With the voices singing in our ears, saying 

That this was all folly. 

Then at dawn we came down to a temperate valley, 

Wet, below the snow line, smelling of vegetation; 

With a running stream and a water-mill beating the darkness, 

And three trees on the low sky, 

And an old white horse galloped away in the meadow. 

Then we came to a tavern with vine-leaves over the lintel, 

Six hands at an open door dicing for pieces of silver, 

And feet kicking the empty wine-skins. 

But there was no information, and so we continued 

And arriving at evening, not a moment too soon 

Finding the place; it was (you may say) satisfactory. 

All this was a long time ago, I remember, 

And I would do it again, but set down 

This set down 

https://www.oed.com/view/Entry/161047#eid26153585


This: were we led all that way for 

Birth or Death? There was a birth, certainly, 

We had evidence and no doubt. I had seen birth and death, 

But had thought they were different; this Birth was 

Hard and bitter agony for us, like Death, our death. 

We returned to our places, these Kingdoms, 

But no longer at ease here, in the old dispensation, 

With an alien people clutching their gods. 

I should be glad of another death. 
 

“Three Kings from Persian lands afar”  

Three Kings from Persian Lands Afar - YouTube 

Three Kings from Persian lands afar 

To Jordan follow the pointing star: 

And this the quest of the travellers three, 

Where the new-born King of the Jews may be. 

Full royal gifts they bear for the King; 

Gold, incense, myrrh are their offering. 

The star shines out with a steadfast ray 

The kings to Bethlehem make their way, 

And there in worship they bend the knee, 

As Mary's child in her lap they see; 

Their royal gifts they show to the King; 

Gold, incense, myrrh are their offering. 

Thou Child of man, lo, to Bethlehem 

The Kings are travelling, travel with them! 

The star of mercy, the star of grace, 

Shall lead thy heart to its resting place. 

Gold, incense, myrrh thou canst not bring; 

Offer thy heart to the infant King. 

 

Question to ponder 

As the Wise Men return home “another way”, will our Church find other ways of being the Church, maybe 

even including “not being at ease” with the old ways? 

Prayer: Take a moment to pray for your Church, its members, minister and mission and how its future may 

be different after Covid. 

 

READING Matthew ch.2 vs.13-18 

13 When they had gone, an angel of the Lord appeared to Joseph in a dream. ‘Get up,’ he said, 

‘take the child and his mother and escape to Egypt. Stay there until I tell you, for Herod is going to 

search for the child to kill him.’ 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=YKG7YVmEH1A


14 So he got up, took the child and his mother during the night and left for Egypt, 15 where he 

stayed until the death of Herod. And so was fulfilled what the Lord had said through the prophet: 

‘Out of Egypt I called my son.’ 

16 When Herod realised that he had been outwitted by the Magi, he was furious, and he gave 

orders to kill all the boys in Bethlehem and its vicinity who were two years old and under, in 

accordance with the time he had learned from the Magi. 17 Then what was said through the 

prophet Jeremiah was fulfilled: 

18 ‘A voice is heard in Ramah, weeping and great mourning, Rachel weeping for her children and 

refusing to be comforted, because they are no more.’ 

 
 
Question to ponder 

The Christmas Story has a bitter ending, as the infants in Bethlehem are slaughtered; the Holy Family flee 

to Egypt, leaving the mothers of Bethlehem to bewail their lot, as tellingly displayed in the Coventry Carol 

Let us watch  Coventry Carol - YouTube 

 
 Lullay, Thou little tiny Child, 
By, by, lully, lullay. 
Lullay, Thou little tiny Child. 
By, by, lully, lullay. 
 
O sisters, too, how may we do, 
For to preserve this day; 
This poor Youngling for whom we sing, 
By, by, lully, lullay. 
 

Herod the King, in his raging, 
Charged he hath this day; 
His men of might, in his own sight, 
All children young, to slay. 
 
That woe is me, poor Child, for Thee, 
And ever morn and day; 
For Thy parting, neither say nor sing, 
By, by, lully, lullay. 

 
Question to ponder 
As Mary, Joseph and Jesus flee as refugees, may we see a world united, first to overcome the pandemic 

and, beyond that, to work more seriously to make the world safer and fairer? 

Prayer: Take quite a few moments to focus on the world’s needs and pray for some aspects. Then quietly 

pray the Lord’s Prayer. 

READING Matthew ch.2 vs 19-23   

19 After Herod died, an angel of the Lord appeared in a dream to Joseph in Egypt 20 and said, ‘Get 

up, take the child and his mother and go to the land of Israel, for those who were trying to take the 

child’s life are dead.’ 

21 So he got up, took the child and his mother and went to the land of Israel. 22 But when he heard 

that Archelaus was reigning in Judea in place of his father Herod, he was afraid to go there. Having 

been warned in a dream, he withdrew to the district of Galilee, 23 and he went and lived in a town 

called Nazareth. So was fulfilled what was said through the prophets, that he would be called a 

Nazarene. 

Question to ponder 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=5N4fWFzVv2E


The road from Bethlehem leads to the security of Nazareth and beyond that to the ministry of Jesus, 

declaring “Good News!” and putting into practice his “tidings of comfort and joy”. 

 

Final carol: 

[OFFICIAL VIDEO] God Rest Ye Merry Gentlemen - Pentatonix - YouTube 

God rest ye merry gentlemen 
Let nothing you dismay 
Remember Christ our Saviour 
Was born on Christmas Day 
To save us all from Satan's pow'r 
When we were gone astray 
Oh tidings of comfort and joy 
Comfort and joy 
Oh tidings of comfort and joy 
 
In Bethlehem, in Israel 
This blessed Babe was born 
And laid within a manger 
Upon this blessed morn 
The which His Mother Mary 
Did nothing take in scorn 
Oh tidings of comfort and joy 
Comfort and joy 
Oh tidings of comfort and joy 
 
Fear not then, said the Angel 
Let nothing you affright 
This day is born a Saviour 
Of a pure Virgin bright 
To free all those who trust in Him 
From Satan's pow'r and might 
Oh tidings of comfort and joy 
Comfort and joy 
Oh tidings of comfort and joy 
 
Let us bless one another with the words of the Grace 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ku7ohU1IGls

