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Three Seasons in One Issue!  Autumn, Advent and Christmas! 

 This is the issue that makes me really believe that four annual issues of this magazine are not 

enough.  I hate appearing to contribute to the speeding up of the seasons…!  I have tried to divide our 

contributions in such a way that you can dip into each section when the time is right ~ to hold the Advent 

bits for Advent and the Christmas bits for Christmas.  Next year, we can try five issues, separating the 

autumn issue from the Advent/Christmas issue.  For now, I have put a little icon in the corner of each 

page to keep you sorted ~ a leaf for autumn/general information … an Advent wreath 

… and Baby Jesus.   

 

Many thanks to this issue’s contributors: Fr. Hugh, Raymond Daley, Pamela Boyes and Kathleen 

(Shaw) Hargreaves.  Contributions are always welcome at yorkistatheart@gmail.com.   Thanks as always 

to Raymond and also to poor Kathryn, who does NOT need yet another job or any more work!   

 One of my many identities is as a playwright.  I have had six plays published here in the US with 

two more in the pipeline, and this morning I was invited to write one for a Christian publisher.  It is to 

explore the issue of the “Blue Christmas,” the Christmas when we are faced with the emotional challenge 

of mourning the loss of a loved one.  Each year, we face this time of year with a bit more pain mixed in 

among the joy.  And as beautiful a season as it is, it can be overwhelming in many ways.  The rawness of 

grief is especially poignant at Christmas. 

I will never forget the first Christmas without my mother.  The cavernous emptiness I felt was absolutely 

overwhelming.  When I’d lost my dad (with whom I had been extremely close) twelve years prior, there 

had still been Mom to care for, and this vocation provided much-needed focus and activity.  When Mom, 

whose final illness had become the focal point of my life, died, I struggled tremendously.  

 At the time, I lived in a little flat across from St. Mary’s, a lovely Anglican church ~ the 

oldest cruciform church in the USA, in fact ~ in Burlington, New Jersey.  Each 

December, the organist would climb up inside the towering stone spire and place 

piercing white lights in the little lancet windows there.  They shone out into the cold 

night in all directions.  I hold an image of them in my mind’s eye, the diamond stars 

glittering all around, a frosty moon beside the spire. 

 I looked forward to seeing the lights each year, and that first Christmas after Mom died it somehow 

provided a measure of comfort in the face of my searing loss.   It became a symbol of hope for the future 

and a reminder that she was out of her suffering and with God and my father.  I wrote to the parish to 

thank them and to tell them how much it all meant, and I received a lovely note back.  The following 

Christmas, the St. Mary’s carolers came to the flat to sing. 

It occurs to me that we are all called to try to provide that kind of light and comfort for those who face 

this lovely season with a measure of dread, battling loss and loneliness.   There can be no calling of 

greater importance as we welcome the Light of the World into our lives and our troubled world. 

Allow me to take this opportunity to wish you a beautiful autumn, Advent and Christmas season.  I wish 

I were there to celebrate it with you.   

Celeste 
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Being the season of mists and mellow fruitfulness, or of continuous rain as 

we might say in Kendal during September, we have had Harvest 

Festival.  This has come lately to the Catholic Church in England as we never 

celebrated it when I was young, but it is an annual event now.  This year we 

managed to combine it with the Family Fast Day for Cafod’s work.  The 

children at Dean Gibson collected a great amount of food for the food bank, 

each school year with its own box.  When the food bank volunteers saw it, 

they were delighted and took pictures of the abundance of offerings before 

they carried them off.   

    The school is doing well and the governors met at Hyning Hall for a morning of reflection and 

preparation at the start of the new year.  We are now in a partnership with St. Cuthbert’s at Windermere 

so their governors joined us.  I think we were all a bit wary when this experiment began last year, but we 

are working well now.  Mrs. Tansey is Head Teacher of both schools and flogs up and down the A591 

between us in all weathers and traffic.  Our meeting began with Mass and the goodwill was cemented 

by numerous bacon butties supplied by the sisters.  Both schools have found that they have much to 

share with each other, and the teachers have been able to exchange experience and ideas which has 

worked well.  Ofsted will be in the offing for Dean Gibson relatively soon, so plenty of preparation has 

to go into that.  The question of whether a school becomes an academy is difficult but one we have to 

face now.  We cannot do it on our own so we have to join up with others.  The diocese has the final 

decision, but for a number of reasons it seems that we will have to sooner or later (it is getting to be 

sooner), and there will be many benefits to it after the dust has settled. 

    The front of the church is still scaffolded.  We are still waiting for the ‘experts’ to come and do 

some  exploratory drilling to see if they can find out what is wrong with the stonework, but it might have 

all dropped off by the time they arrive, which would solve the question in one way, if leaving the church 

a little drafty. 

    It seems amazing that Advent is bearing down upon us already.  That does not 

sound very positive but this year seems to have moved almost too fast.  Many 

people will already be planning Christmas (we have the date for the most important 

Deanery meeting for the priest… which is our Christmas meal, always brilliantly 

cooked by Michele with great volunteers to help her.)  

    The Church has asked us to concentrate on a number of things this autumn.  September was a month 

when we reflected on Creation, October has been a month to celebrate Mission and think and pray about 

our lives as missionary disciples.  With the arrival of Advent, which begins the Church’s year, this has 

been given the title “The God Who Speaks” and they have asked us to concentrate on Scripture.  If you 

would like an introduction by the Cardinal and have a computer, have a look at this: 

https://www.cbcew.org.uk/home/events/the-god-who-speaks/films-scripture-and-art/st-jerome/ 

It is his opening given on the feast of St. Jerome at the end of September.  Have a good Advent when it 

arrives, but enjoy November first! 

Fr. Hugh 
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Many thanks to Pamela Boyes for the following fascinating mini-biography…. 
 
We are all familiar with the red Mill Hill Missionary boxes and I thought it might be of interest 
for parishioners ~ even those who do not have a “box” ~ to hear how one of the early missionaries lived 
his missionary life many years ago.  He is in fact one of my paternal ancestors who came from a long line 
of farmers dating back to the 1700’s and lived in the parish of Chipping, a rural area just outside what is 
now the city of Preston in Lancashire, until the beginning of the 20th century.    

 

Robert Winkley, A Life of Service 
 

Robert Winkley was born on February 12th 1860 to Henry and Jane Winkley (nee 
Wareing) and baptised on February 19th in the Church of St. Mary, Longridge Road, 
Chipping, Preston. 
 
 Mill Hill records contain a letter dated September 6th 1881 from a certain Fr. Fayer, 
addressed to Canon Peter Benoit (Rector of St. Joseph’s College, Mill Hill) 
recommending Robert as a candidate for the missionary priesthood.  Fr. Fayer states 
that priests and others testified to Robert’s excellent character and that his 
disposition was all that could be desired.  He mentions that Robert had tried to gain 

admission to a college training priests for the English Mission (to work in England itself) and had not 
succeeded.  On September 8th 1881, Robert himself wrote to Canon Benoit where he mentions a 
previous application to Mill Hill made for him by Fr. Fayer. and that his father had preferred him to apply 
for the English Mission.  He wrote :  
  
“I have a great desire to become a priest and I would like very much to go abroad, for it is for the honour 
and glory of God, and I will kindly lay down my life for my Master.” 
  
On September 27th 1881, for the purpose of completing his education, Robert was admitted to the 
Apostolic School run by the Mill Hill Missionaries at Kelvedon in Essex.  He remained there until 1884, 
when the Society established a seminary at Freshfield near Liverpool.  He was one of the first students 
of that seminary, St. Peter’s College.   
  
On September 3rd 1884, he was admitted to St. Joseph’s College Mill Hill to begin his philosophical 
theological studies.  On March 19th 1886, the feast of St. Joseph, he received the red sash worn by Mill 
Hill Missionaries and, a year later, he received the clerical tonsure.  In 1888, Robert took his vow of 
obedience in the Society, and he then received minor clerical orders in a ceremony at St. Thomas’s 
Seminary in Hammersmith.  In March 1889, he was ordained Deacon at the pro-Cathedral in Kensington 
and there on September 21st he was ordained priest by William Weathers, auxiliary Bishop in 
Westminster.  After his ordination, Robert received from Herbert (Cardinal) Vaughan, the Superior 
General (and then Bishop of Salford), his appointment to the Apostolic/Prefecture of Kashmir and 
Kafiristan. 
  
In 1890, he left for British India in the company of Fr. Michael Donsen and Fr. Henry Hanlon.  Fr. Winkley’s 
first posting was at Rawalpindi from where he wrote to Canon Benoit in October 1890.  At that point, he 
expected to be sent to begin a new mission settlement at Baramulla.  Fr. Cunningham reported in May 
1891 that the Prefect Apostolic had accompanied him and Fr. Winkley on a journey of 130 miles from 
Muree to Baramulla.  



 

  
 
“We left Muree on ponies and descended through mountains covered with snow for about 6 miles – then 
getting out of the snow we went down, down, down very slowly until we had finished 27 miles, when we 
reached the Jhelum Valley at Kohala.  We stayed here for that night and early next morning went off 
again.  The road from Kohala to our mission in Kashmir is along the Jhelum, which all the way up is not 
navigable, but rushes along torrent-like with high mountains on both sides.  Three or four days travelling 
on ponies brought us to Baramulla, our Mission Station.  We pitched a tent and three Masses were said, 
after which, breakfast having been partaken of, we got into a Kashmir boat to go to Srinagar, the capital 
of Kashmir to obtain supplies. 
  
In November 1891, Fr. Cunningham reported from Srinagar:  
  
“Last week i.e. Friday October 10th – The Very Reverent Fr. Brouwer , Fr. Winkley and myself were received 
very solemnly at the Maharajah’s palace.  We were to present a very valuable mosaic which his Holiness 
Pope Leo had sent out for the Maharajah.  Fr. Brouwer made a speech to explain the whole affair.  We 
were nicely received by the Maharajah and his two brothers, Rajah Ram Singh and Rajah Amar Singh, 
and also by members of the State Council.  We have at last got a nice good piece of land in Baramulla for 
our mission, but we cannot start building until Spring.  As it was too cold to remain in tents, we have 
rented a house here in Srinagar for the winter.  Here we can continue our studies in the language.  This 
is all we can do at present, and hard enough it is to learn the Kashmiri language, as there are no books 
to learn it from.  A missionary here in Kashmir requires his English for the European Catholics, Hindustani 
along the river and Kashmiri for the villages.” 
  
Fr. Winkley’s early missionary years were spent in Kashmir, and whilst there he built at Srinagar, the 
capital, the first Catholic church in that country.  His missionary journeys took him as far afield as Leh in 
Tibet.  On one occasion, at the invitation of the Grand Lama, he had the privilege of 
inspecting the interior of the famous Buddhist monastery at Yemis. 
 
Fr. Winkley served as a Chaplain to the British troops and took part in expeditions to 
the Tochi Valley, Chitral and Malak, possessing medals for many Indian Frontier 
campaigns.  
  
In 1914, he was chosen to represent his mission at the General Chapter of the Society 
held at the Mother House in Mill Hill.  While he was in England, war broke out and 
there was an immediate demand for chaplains to serve the troops at the western 
front.  Fr. Winkley volunteered for service in Flanders, having been given permission 
to do so by his superiors, and was awarded medals for his excellent service during the 
1914-1918 war.  In 1916, Fr. Winkley was appointed to succeed Monsignor Dominic 
Wagenaar as Prefect Apostolic of Kashmir and Kafiristan. 

  
Monsignor Winkley died on All Souls Day 1930.  A self-sacrificing life 
until the end.  His grave is next to the Cathedral in Rawalpindi. 
  
The Catholic Presence in Kashmir had many upheavals, and albeit a 
minority, still survives today.  
 
 



 

 
 
“Throughout much of the world, nature is under threat – forests are being cut down, rivers polluted, and 
animals dying. This short poem written by Myra Cohn Livingston vividly captures two beautiful moments 
in nature, and offers a prayer: let this stay.” 

  
P R A Y E R   FOR   E A R T H 

 
Last night 

An owl 
Called from the hill. 

Coyotes howled. 
A deer stood still 

Nibbling at bushes far away. 
The moon shone silver. 

Let this stay. 
 

Today 
two noisy crows flew by, 

their shadows pasted on the sky. 
The sun broke out 

Through clouds of grey. 
An iris opened. 

Let this stay. 
 
            
 
 
 
 
 
 

*********************************************************************************************************** 
 

Modern Day Slavery and Human Trafficking 

Last week I was in London at a conference on Modern Day Slavery and Human Trafficking organised by 
Salford Caritas. 

These are hidden crimes against humanity happening across the UK, and the church started addressing 
it in 2009:  The Metropolitan Police & Catholic Bishops’ Conference of England & Wales initiative, when 
the police needed help developing trust between themselves and sex workers they believed had been 
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trafficked.  The workers didn’t trust the police, so they asked female religious to join visits to brothels. 
Over the next three years, relationships grew.  More information exchanged.  More women rescued.  
More traffickers prosecuted.  

After this pilot scheme was taken to Cardinal Vincent Nichols, the 2014 Santa Marta Commitment 
between senior police and church leaders was signed at the Vatican.  Named after the home of Pope 
Francis, where members stayed, the group is now in over thirty countries.  Santa Marta’s strategic 
priorities are: 

Prevention is better than cure!  Educating people of the dangers of trafficking and how it happens. 
Offering opportunities for work and employment in high risk areas where victims come from.  Providing 
awareness raising sessions for congregations, clergy and church groups e.g. SVP, Safeguarding & Ethnic 
Chaplains.   

 

Partnership. Working closely with faith groups and organisations, including 
the Clewer Initiative and Apostleship of the Sea to build law enforcement 
relationships.  Involving the police, National Crime Agency, Gang Masters and 
Labour Abuse Authority.  Local partnerships, raising awareness in parishes 
and communities.  Trafficking is serious organised crime hidden within 
communities.  Knowing what to look for and how to report concerns can 
enable taking the first steps in fighting it. 

 

Protection helps victims recover, re-build their lives and prevent re-victimisation.  Safe house 
accommodation, e.g. Bakhita House in London, is fully funded by Westminster Diocese working closely 
with the Met Police who take victims there at any time of day or night.  Sitting outside the National 
Referral Mechanism giving guests time to consider the best solution to their problems, without being 
pushed into a formal system which may not suit their needs.  
 

Prosecution of traffickers and preventing exploitation continuing is crucial.  Santa Marta help fill 
information gaps to support the police.  Not trying to turn us into police informants, but we are asked to 
be ‘eyes and ears’ reporting concerns by ringing 999.  If they suspect premises are using slaves or 
exploiting workers, they can phone the UK Modern Slavery Helpline on 0800 0121 700 anonymously.    
 

Santa Marta began in six dioceses with known problems of slavery, perceived problems, work already 
on-going or by invitation.  This work is expanding.  Invitations are welcome from other dioceses or 
groups. 

Some examples of signs to look out for: 

NAIL BARS 

• Do they speak very little English or none? 

• Are they unusually quiet or untidy? 

• Is someone else talking and taking payment? 

• Is there a lack of professional qualifications on display? 

• Could someone be living there?  
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CAR WASHES 

• Are workers dressed inappropriately? 

• Is one person always taking payment? 

• Does it seem overstaffed? 

• Are workers seeming uneasy and under pressure? 

• Are expensive cars coming and going without being washed? 

• Are no staff vehicles parked there? 

• Is there a container or caravan where workers might be living? 

SHOPS 

• Is the front untidy and uncared for? 

• Is there a lack of professional qualifications or certificates on display? 

• Is the kitchen staff dressed inappropriately? 

• Is there a lack of friendliness between management and staff? 

• Are there any signs of staff living there? 

• Is the food quality lower than expected? 

HOTELS 

• Are workers being escorted? 

• Do they appear unable to speak freely?   

• So they seem fearful or controlled? 

• Are there frequent visitors for short periods? 

• Do you notice anything suspicious or violent? 

PETROL STATIONS 

• Are individuals swapped into different cars? 

• Is someone ‘escorting’ them? 

• Do they look fearful and seem to be looking at you for help?     
• Does it seem they are being held against their will? 

For further information please see the SVP Fact Sheet on Modern Day Slavery & Trafficking and visit the 
Santa Marta website, which has resources such as prayer cards, signs to identify slavery, bidding prayers 
and posters.  

Do not try to intervene on your own as it might make the victim’s situation worse. The criminals will 
move the victim on before the authorities arrive. 
 

Links: 
www.santamartagroup.com 

https://www.antislavery.org 

https://www.kent.police.uk/advice/human-trafficking-and-modern-day-slavery/ 

 

The SVP would like to hear from anyone who has experiences of this or other social justice issues they 
would like to share.  
Raymond Daley, Chair of the SVP Social Justice Committee 

Email: raymondd@svp.org.uk 
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                     From the Crosswalk.com Devotional Podcast  
                     Edited from Whitney Hopler’s “Pray for Simplicity This Advent”  

 

Some Simple Things to Pray for During Advent 

1.    Pray for attentiveness to what truly matters, without being distracted by trivial things. 
2.    Pray for opportunities to learn something new regularly. 
3.    Pray for discernment of how God would like you to set your priorities and the ability to 

   focus on them consistently to fulfill His purposes in your life. 
4.    Pray for the grace to be able to rest, become aware of God’s presence, and enjoy it. 
5.    Pray for strong relationships with other people in the bond of loving community. 
6.    Pray for peace in all situations, no matter what the circumstances. 
7.    Pray for an enlivened imagination that helps you contribute to the world in creative  

   ways. 
8.    Pray for freedom from all that burdens you ~ past mistakes, fears, destructive habits,  

   hurts other people have inflicted, and more. 
9.    Pray for joy and a sense of humour. 
10.    Pray for confidence in God’s love for you and trust in His power to work things out for  

   the best in your life. 
11.    Pray for a clear mind and the ability to clearly communicate what you value to others. 
12.    Pray for purity so you can grow as a person and encounter God more fully. 
13.    Pray for openness to the Holy Spirit’s guidance. 
14.    Pray for a genuine awareness of God’s grace in your life and the humility to extend  

   grace to others. 
15.    Pray for a passion to pursue justice. 

 
***************************************************************************** 

From the My Catholic Life! Website 

Children’s Reflection for a Fruitful Advent 

My little Lord Jesus, I love You and thank You for this Advent season.  
Please help me to understand all that You have done for me.  

Your loving mother held You in her heart and brought You into this world. Help me to do the 
same. 

 My loving Jesus, I choose You, this Advent, as my King and my God. Draw me close to You and 
help me to see my sins so that I can change the things that You want me to change.  
Mother Mary, pray for me this Advent so that I may do all that God wants me to do.  

You said “Yes” to all that God asked of you. Please pray for me that I may do the same. 
Come, Lord Jesus, 
Come, Lord Jesus, 

Come, Lord Jesus, come! 
I love You, Jesus. 

Amen. 
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Here is our continuing feature highlighting the wartime memories of Kathleen (Shaw) 
Hargreave’s father.  He is now in India, but…. 

 

Wartime Memories of an English Soldier:  Part 3 

by Sapper Gerard Hargreaves 

It wasn’t long before we left there and sailed up the Persian Gulf to the foot of Basra in Iraq.  This 

time the ship, which was Tyne built, had a native crew and it was scrupulously clean….  We came 

to the barren and desert land of Iraq, a place I have no desire to see again.  We didn’t stay at 

Basra but camped out on the desert.  I don’t know how many troops were there but there were 

miles and miles of camps and all kinds of troops including an Indian camel corps.  It was here one 

night that two of us got lost for a short time in the desert.  We set out one night for a canteen 

which was in a hospital some distance away.  When setting out, we noted particularly our 

position and the direction we had to take and marked a light in the camp as a guide when 

returning.  When we set off back, however, we couldn’t see the light and I think at the finish we 

were walking round in circles, etc.   

After a couple of days there, we entrained for what was to be our home for some time.  When 

we arrived there, we found what can best be described as nothing but a barren land devoid of 

vegetation.  It wasn’t desert as we think of it, sandy waste, but just hard baked earth, miles and 

miles of barren plain surrounded by stony fells.  And in this desolation we pitched our tents, 

digging three foot down for warmth and also because of the heavy rains during the rainy season.  

There was a town about eight miles away, if it could be called a town.  There were only about 

four towns in Iraq and this was Kirkuk, the fourth largest (I think), but I don’t suppose the 

population was as large as, say, Blaydon.  It was an Arab town, with all the usual smells peculiar 

to the East and no Western buildings there at all.  There were one or two cafes which catered 

for the soldiers and you could have a feast of eggs which, together with dates (both of which we 

bought ourselves), were our main diet for a long time.   

Nearer our camp were, here and there, small Arab villages composed of mud huts with a mud 

wall around.  We did not get into any of these villages.  How they managed to make a living in 

this barren land I don’t know.  However, most of them seemed to keep mountain sheep, though 

where they found anything to eat was a mystery to me.  These 

people, you know, I don’t suppose they had changed a bit in a 

thousand years and the shepherds watching the sheep, you just 

imagine, were similar to those who visited our Lord in the manger.  

They didn’t drive the sheep, but had a pipe which they played, 

giving forth that peculiar Eastern music and the sheep would just 

follow the shepherd as he played this.   
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About six miles away from us was a cinema ~ well, a bit of a hut with mud floor which 

served the division.  After standing in the queue and fighting to get in, you saw a very 

ancient picture.  It would break down about six times during performance and 

sometimes didn’t complete the performance.  I’ve been in some pretty grim cinemas in the 

Middle East, but this just about took the biscuit.  Brothers who have been in Egypt will know 

cinemas….  Well, [they] were luxury cinemas in comparison to this one. 

The pipeline of the Iraq Petroleum Company passed through here, and they have works near 

Kirkuk.  There was only one American and one Englishman there, but I think there were more 

before the war.  A very lonely life for them. 

Some of the Arabs here were very light-skinned and you would no doubt take them for 

Europeans if they were dressed in that fashion.  The women wore all black with the black veil 

coming right over their faces; from behind they could have quite easily been taken for nuns.  

Sometimes they had the veil up and their faces were dead white, look like no colour at all. 

That Christmas we had Midnight Mass in the cinema and very impressive it was.  Crowds of men 

queued up for confession, the pipe band of the London Irish was there and a guard of honour 

stood at the altar presenting arms at the consecration.  A fanfare of trumpeters heralded the 

consecration.  The men sang the Mass and all showed great devotion.  The celebrant of the Mass 

was, by the way, a priest of this diocese who later received the CBE for his work with the troops 

in Italy.   

The whole scene was brought back to me years later in Belgium.  The chaplain was paying us one 

of his rare visits and with him he had some Stella Marises which, as you may know, during the 

war became a forces magazine.  I took one of these and found in it a very good account of the 

scene at this Mass.  I would not have known myself were it not for picking up that Stella Maris. 

...more next issue! 

***************************************************************************** 
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************************************************************************ 

Fr. Damien McElroy is an Irish priest assigned to the Trenton Diocese in New Jersey, USA.  A gifted 
preacher, he shared the following on the website of The Church of Our Lady of Good Counsel in 

Moorestown, New Jersey, where he was a pastor before moving on to a new placement in Spring Lake. 
 

Christmas Reflections by Fr. Damien McElroy  

One abiding memory that I’ll always have of Christmas time is the school nativity play. All the boys 
wanted to be King Herod, naturally enough! It meant getting to wear all the gear that goes with being a 
soldier. My friend John, hopeful of being King Herod, was very disappointed that he was given the part 
of a humble innkeeper. Only three words to say “Sorry, no room.”    

But when the time came for the play, he decided to get his own back on the teacher’s casting.  When 
Mary and Joseph arrived at the Inn, and asked was there any room he brought the story to a standstill 
by cheekily replying, “Ah sure, come on ahead in, I’ve plenty of room”.   



 

 

It was said of Mother Teresa that she always ‘made room for one more’.  And don’t you wonder 
what Jesus was thinking of later on in life when he said “Whatsoever you do for others, you do 
it for me"?  Could he have been reflecting back on the day of his birth, and the rejection seen 
at the Bethlehem inn?  The real nativity story happened as it did because no-one expected it to be that 
way.   

Totally unexpected guests are a scourge.  You’re up to your eyes in work, the room not dusted or 
hoovered and suddenly they arrive.  They call at the most awkward times.  You have to drop everything, 
go and make tea, and find conversation for a few hours.  It’s no wonder we all like some hint of what is 
going to happen.   

No-one was ready for what happened in Bethlehem.  From Herod to the high priest, to Joseph and 
Mary.  They were all caught off guard.  The God of surprises decided His time, His place and His way.   

Those like Isaiah, with perception and a sense of God’s pulse, had a ‘wee’ notion, but no-one was 
certain.  The God of the promise became ‘God-with-us’ in the deepest dark of a winter’s night.  He came 
into the world as you and I did, naked, helpless, fragile and vulnerable.  Born of refugee parents in an 
occupied country, he spent his first nights in an animal food trough.  The unacceptable shed was 
acceptable to his peasant mother.  His first visitors were the anonymous shepherds, whose earthly status 
was so low that their testimony wouldn't be accepted in a court of law.  When the wise men found him, 

they must have been shocked that he was a poor man’s child.  He was born in another man’s stable.  He 
would be buried in another man’s grave.   

Nobody could have predicted this.  A powerless ‘God-with-us’.  If we had known, we would not have let 
this happen, we would have given them a bed at least.  We would have made sure that the ‘right people’ 
knew about this.  But it was God’s time and God’s way, and He isn’t into control.  So, the Jewish nation 
slept on, unaware that the One they were awaiting had tiptoed into the world, while they were 

dreaming..... 

Meanwhile, He grew up in an obscure village, in the back water of a vast empire, and almost nothing is 
known of his teens and twenties.  He had a brief ministry as a wandering preacher.  He wrote nothing.  He 
took the form of a servant, and without fault, without sin, and never disappointing any hopes that were 
set on him, He told us He was “the way, the truth and the life”.  He had a small band of followers but all 
deserted Him when he was unjustly executed as a common criminal.   

Jesus Christ came, that we might have life, and have it to the full.   

He humbled himself to share all the problems of our human condition, and by entering human history 
he offered the only permanent answer to our most enduring questions.  The novel Dr. Zhivago beautifully 
sums up the meaning of his coming: “It was not until after the coming of Christ that Time and Man could 
breathe freely.  It was not until after Him that we began to live towards the future.” 



 

We celebrate the miracle of God becoming man.  The outstretched infant arms offer a saving 

love to a battered human race.  A love that would pursue the soul of every living person down 
the centuries, into palaces, into the jungle-hut, seeking him out in the neglected city-slum, the 
mountain-farm, the factory  

- A love that wouldn’t fear the mine-shaft or the battle-field, enfolding mankind from the cradle to the 
mellow days of old age.   

The love of that infant in the manger would inspire the most ordinary of men and women.  It would send 
some as exiles bearing his name to the horizons of the earth.  It would give courage to martyrs, lead 
hermits to the island wilderness and embrace lepers.  It would make men and women angels of mercy 
for the weak, the oppressed and the sick.  Unknown heroes and heroines would hold on with more than 
human tenacity, no matter what!  All because they believe in Him. 

St. Leo, the early Christian writer, says simply that Christmas is “life’s birthday”.  It is the birthday of Jesus 

Christ.  No one person has affected the history of the world as much.  What was his secret, besides being 
the Son of God?  It was that He was innocent.  This innocent baby grew to become an innocent man.  It 
was not a weak innocence that the world despised and trampled on.  He was despised, and yet he ended 
up changing the world.  The innocent baby born at Christmas died an innocent man at Easter thirty years 
later.  He died as he lived, forgiving those who killed him, and not saying a word in his own defense.  Yes, 
they would kill the man but they would never kill the message, because Jesus is the Word made flesh. 

So, it’s no wonder Mary didn’t create a scene that night at the inn.  She understood that she was a 
stranger to the innkeeper.  He didn’t know who was to be born.   

The unknown is our closest companion.  Two thousand years on, we’re still afraid of the unknown, yet it 
travels with us everywhere.  I wonder, did Mary know that she would cradle in her arms the lifeless body 
of the Son she bore?  That His hands would offer us the ‘bread of life?’  And that he would conquer death 
and make hope possible? 

The one born in the stable, the homeless infant, for whom no-one had any room, has left us an ever-

open door, assured us “there are many rooms in my Father’s house”, and dispelled our fears and worries 
by walking with us every step of the way.   

God our Father, in giving us His only Son, has given us all He has.  He has given us everything in the 
midnight child.   

***************************************************************************** 
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PRAYERFUL PUZZLE PAGE:  This word search has a SHORT hidden message in it.   

Use a highlighter to find the words so you don’t go mad!   
Do not highlight any words which are not listed below, even if you see them!   

Then start at the top of the puzzle and write the leftover letters in the blanks below to reveal the 
message.  Have fun! 

 

                        WORDS TO FIND:   
 
   Y     A     H     M     Y     R     A     M     L     S                  Advent         

                                               ass        

   C      S      O     E      V     L     U      J      E     U                   autumn         

          Baby Jesus             

   A     A      H     H      I      O    T      O     S     S                      Bethlehem           

          candle         

   N     G     M     E     N      V    U     S      E     E                                  Christmas           

           Gabriel 

   D     A     A      L      P      E    M     E      V    J                     hay 

          Joseph         

   L      B     N      H     D     H    N      P     A    Y        leaves 

          love 

             E      R     G     T      E      S     E      H     E     B         Magi 

          manger 

   L      I      E      E      E      S    W     R     L     A         Mary 

          New Year 

  B     E     R      B      R     A    Y      P     D     B         ox  

          shepherds 

   A     L     E      H      T     A     E     R     W    S       stable 

          tree 

             T     T     N      E      V     D     A    A      X    O         wreath 

 

             S     A    M      T     S      I      R     H     C     C       

 

   E     I     G      A     M    A      L     L      J     A   

 

                  __  __  __  __          __  __  __          __  __  __  __  __  ,       __  __  __  ! 
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