Coming home
for Christmas

Every year I come back to Christmas like a
traveller returning home after a year away
in a foreign land.
I know this place.
And I am pleased to be here. The pictures
on the walls are familiar – like the people
and the events in the Christmas story. I am
enriched, comforted by the old things. But I
see new things, and see the old things in new
ways. I have changed, I am changing. We
all are. Ideas surface, gleam and take flight.

big day, still retains its shimmering mystery:
ordinary people caught up in the divine
drama that is the hinge of history. They are
invited to take part, as we are; seeking, as
we can; choosing, as we do; pressured, as
we are; afraid, exhilarated, and, in the end,
grateful, awed, content.

Here the poems, the illustrations, the
reflections, and indeed the quotations from
the Biblical accounts which inspire them all,
combine, we hope, to bring to life some of
the myriad facets of the birth of the one who
came to change our world, and us, and still
Christmas, the Christmas that is not about the does today.
bubbly frenzy of all the preparations for the

Contents

01

Gravity
page 10

03
05
07

page 18

First John
page 26

Zechariah’s Child
page 34

09


The Offer

Travelling Light
page 42

02
04
06
08
10

Zechariah and
the Angel
page 14

11

page 22

14

The Girl with the
Wings of an Angel
in her Eyes page 30

17

The Trip

Star Witness
page 38

Opening Night
page 46

20
23

Out of the Blue
page 50

Kings

page 62

Joe

page 72

John

page 84

Oh My God
page 98

12
15
18
21
24

Playtime
Nursery Rhyme
page 54

Herod’s Song
page 66

One Move Ahead
page 76

Simeon

page 88

Christmas Present
page 102

13
16
19
22
25

What Herod
Knew
page 58

Little Lamb
page 70

White Christmas
page 80

There

page 94

Invitation
page 106



14
Kings

Kings
We were not three.
And not kings.
At least not when we arrived.
And really more curious than wise,
Craning for truth in starlit skies.
But at least looking,
At least checking
What we thought we knew:
A king born for the Jews.
No, we were not wise.
More stupid than wise,
Asking another king
To point us to a rival’s cradle.
But at least asking,
And finding truth in the old scroll,
Truth a murderer would not recognise,
But wary to ply us with winsome lies
And play a deferential role.



No, we were not so wise.
More blind than wise,
Searching for a king
For someone else.
But at least searching,
And finding, in someone else’s king,
Our end, the end of lifeless ways,
The rule for all our days.
Later they fancied us kings.
In that, there was only this truth:
He who would wear a crown
Must first bow low,
Must first bow down.
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… and the star they had seen when it rose
went ahead of them until it stopped over the
place where the child was. When they saw
the star, they were overjoyed.
MATTHEW 2:9–10

Every day millions of people look to the
stars for guidance, hope and purpose,
scanning their horoscope in a daily paper or
having it beamed to their phone. The Bible
bans astrology but that doesn’t mean that
God does not speak through his creation
or that he will not turn even a misplaced
enthusiasm into a stepping stone to the truth
… the seeker finds, the seeker will be found.





