
“Because children have abounding vitality, 

because they are in spirit fierce and free, 

therefore they want things repeated and 

unchanged. They always say, "Do it again"; 

and the grown-up person does it again until 

he is nearly dead. For grown-up people are not 

strong enough to exult in monotony. But 

perhaps God is strong enough to exult in 

monotony. It is possible that God says every 

morning, "Do it again" to the sun; and every 

evening, "Do it again" to the moon. It may not 

be automatic necessity that makes all daisies 

alike; it may be that God makes every daisy 

separately, but has never got tired of making 

them. It may be that He has the eternal 

appetite of infancy; for we have sinned and 

grown old, and our Father is younger than 

we.” 

G. K. Chesterton 

 

 

 

 

Special Thanks to Brid Gallagher for playing 

for us today 

 

 

 

 

 

Have a Merry Christmas! 
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Christmas Service 2018 
 

Welcome & Prayer 

 

Still the Night 

1 Still the night, holy the night! 

Sleeps the world; hid from sight, 

Mary and Joseph in stable bare 

watch o'er the child belovèd and fair, 

sleeping in heavenly rest, 

sleeping in heavenly rest. 

 

2 Still the night, holy the night! 

Shepherds first saw the light, 

heard resounding clear and long, 

far and near, the angel-song, 

'Christ the Redeemer is here!' 

'Christ the Redeemer is here!' 

 

3 Still the night, holy the night! 

Son of God, O how bright 

love is smiling from thy face! 

Strikes for us now the hour of grace, 

Saviour, since thou art born! 

Saviour, since thou art born! 

 

‘The Bloody Babe’ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Away in a Manger 

1 Away in a manger, no crib for a bed, 

the little Lord Jesus laid down His sweet head; 

the stars in the heavens looked down where 

He lay, 

the little Lord Jesus asleep on the hay. 

 

2 The cattle are lowing, the Baby awakes, 

but little Lord Jesus, no crying He makes. 

I love Thee, Lord Jesus, look down from the 

sky 

and stay by my side until morning is nigh. 

 

3 Be near me, Lord Jesus; I ask Thee to stay 

close by me forever and love me, I pray. 

Bless all the dear children in Thy tender care, 

and fit us for heaven, to live with Thee there. 

 

Reading: Luke 1:39-45; 56 
39 In those days Mary set out and went with 

haste to a Judean town in the hill country, 40 

where she entered the house of Zechariah 

and greeted Elizabeth. 41 When Elizabeth 

heard Mary’s greeting, the child leaped in her 

womb. And Elizabeth was filled with the Holy 

Spirit 42 and exclaimed with a loud cry, 

“Blessed are you among women, and blessed 

is the fruit of your womb. 43 And why has this 

happened to me, that the mother of my Lord 

comes to me? 44 For as soon as I heard the 

sound of your greeting, the child in my womb 

leaped for joy. 45 And blessed is she who 

believed that there would be[a] a fulfillment 

of what was spoken to her by the Lord.”  
56 And Mary remained with her about three 

months and then returned to her home. 

 

Christmas Reflection 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

O Come All Ye Faithful 

1 O come, all ye faithful, joyful and 

triumphant, 

O come ye, O come ye to Bethlehem!  

Come, and behold Him, born the King of 

angels! 

 

O come, let us adore Him;  

O come, let us adore Him;  

O come, let us adore Him, Christ, the Lord! 

 

2 God of God, Light of light, 

Lo, he abhors not the Virgin’s womb, 

Very God, begotten not created;  

 

3 Sing, choirs of angels; sing in exultation; 

sing, all ye citizens of heav'n above!  

Glory to God, all glory in the highest! 

 

Closing Prayer 

Under the words you are my silence, 

under the river you are my rock, 

under the singing you are the voiceless 

sighing, 

under the storm’s tumult, you are my 

ship’s safe dock. 

 

Under the winter you are the new season 

turning, 

under the darkness you are the 

approaching morning, 

under the year’s ending you are an 

unseen beginning, 

under our Advent you are the Christchild 

aborning. 

Nicola Slee 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


