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Iôm sure you know of some young boy 
who bears such a striking resemblance 
to his father that a person would know 
immediately, even in a crowd, that they 
were father and son.  The father can be 
seen in the son.  In the introduction to 
his gospel, St. John looks into the 
cradle.  Whose child is this?  Who 
does he resemble?  In the beginning 
was the Word, and the word was with 
God, and the word was God.  And the 
word became flesh and dwelt among 
us.  The Bible tells us that "God was 
Christ!"  In what ways does the Son 

resemble the Father? 

First of all, Jesus affirmed and celebrated 
life.  Not a recluse, he enjoyed friendships 
with others.  He observed simple domestic 
things and was so impressed by them that 
he gave them a prominent place in his 
teachings (a woman sweeping a house, or 
drawing water at a well, baking bread, old 
wineskins bursting with new wine, lamps 
flickering in the night, patches on old 
garments).  He enjoyed and absorbed the 
things of nature and referred to them in 
order to illustrate his message; birds 
gathering into trees, foxes going into dens, 
figs withering, storm clouds boiling.  Jesus 
affirmed life in such a positive manner, 
experiencing and relating to Godôs great 
intention and design for all he had made, 
that we may understand life as something 
to be "lived" in an attitude of "Praise God!"  
In the harmony of Christôs life with 
creation, we see something of Godôs great 
intention and design for each of us. 

Secondly, Jesusô ministry was 
characterized by the absolute "giving" of 
himself.  He was ñradically obedient" to 
God. In the same spirit, he was "radically 
giving" to others, always reaching, 
touching, healing, praying, searching, 
loving.  The searching of God for his 
people was perfected in Jesus Christ, 
proclaimed in the New Testament, and is 
as relevant today as this morningôs 
newspaper.  The ministry of Christ reveals 
a God who "spends" himself for creation. 
 
Thirdly, Jesus was able to recognize and 
relate to God in the common life through 

his teachings.  His life, ministry, and 
teachings combined to reveal a God of 
boundless love, caring, concern, and 
sensitive compassion.  What he taught, he 
practiced.  Even in death he was 
consistent with the witness of his life.  
Having spoken of "forgiving oneôs 
enemies" and those who "despitefully use 
you," he gathered his words into action on 
Calvary.  "Father, forgive them," he 
prayed.  He taught so very much more, all 
of which was personified in his life.  He 
showed that if the "good teacher" is 
flawlessly consistent, how much more 
consistent and loving must be our 
heavenly Father? 

All of this is true.  But St. John writes from 
this side, not just of Christmas, but of 
Easter.  He knows that, while God is 
incarnate in this child, it is in his 
resurrection that God unmistakably reveals 
himself.  His power is beyond imagination.  
His promises are made good.  His 
intentions and purposes will not be 
overthrown.  His actual involvement in the 
world is confirmed.  In the resurrected 
Christ, God is clearly revealed.  God was, 
in all ways, in Christ!  In him was light, and 
the light shines in the darkness.  On 
Christmas day, and every day.  Amen. 

Revôd David Colman 

Welcome to this special 
Christmas 2011 edition of 

New Connections. 

Christine Harris remembers 
Christmas carols from her 
old school; Barbara Hillôs 
Christmas tree is bristling 
with presents and hopes for 

us all.   

I hope that you like the 
centre spread montage of  
pictures of Christmas at St 
Lenôs - courtesy of Lynda 

Hardy.  

May I take this opportunity to 
wish you all a very Happy 
and Peaceful Christmas and 

a Happy New Year. 

CY 
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Memories of Christmas at School  

Advent is the time when we prepare to welcome the 
Infant Christ into our lives.  It is a happy time of the 
year especially for children.  At school the 
anticipation would begin in November as the first 
ideas for the Christmas Concerts would begin.  Time 
is needed to prepare young children for the parts 
they play with lots of practice in speaking parts and 
carols and songs to be learnt. 
 
At my last school it was the tradition that the Nativity Play 
was acted by the Reception children with backup and 
support from the children in Years 1 and 2.  Each year 
the traditional carols would be sung so that parents and 
visitors could join in.  These were supplemented by less 
well known carols and different ones would be used each 
year. 
 
I would like to share with you two carols that have stayed 
in my memory over the years since I retired.  The first is 
one that was sung by the Infant department as part of the 
Nativity play. 
 
Sing a Song for a Baby. 
 
Imagine if you can 
A far and distant land 
Covered with sand 
Covered with sand 
This is where our story began. 
 
Sing a song for a baby 
Sing a lullaby 
Tropic breezes sigh 
Tropic breezes sigh. 
 
Imagine if you will 
A village on a hill 
Quiet and still 
Quiet and still 
This is where our story began, 
 
Sing a song for a baby 
Sing a lullaby 
Sing a song for a baby 
Tropic breezes sigh 
Tropic breezes sigh. 
 
 
The second carol was chosen as the class item in the 
Junior Departmentôs Christmas Concert.  All the children 
participated and it was sung unaccompanied.  It was 
beautiful. It was this occasion which stayed most vividly in 
my mind as it had been sung on other occasions such as 
the Carol Service held in the last week of term in church. 
 
 
 
 
 

A Starry Night (Words and music: Joy Webb) 
 
It was on a starry night 
When the Hills were bright, 
Earth lay sleeping, sleeping calm and still. 
Then in a cattle shed 
In a manger bed, 
A boy was born King of all the world. 
 
 And all the angels sang for him, 
 The bells of heaven rang for him, 

For a boy was born King of all the world. 
And all the angels sang for him, 
The bells of heaven rang for him, 
For a boy was born King of all the world. 
 

Soon the shepherds came that way 
Where the baby lay 
And were kneeling, kneeling by his side, 
And their hearts believed again 
For the peace of men, 
For a boy was born King of all the world. 
 
 And all the angels sang for him ééé. 
 

Christine Harris. 














