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Dear Friends, 
This coming Christmas for Sue and myself brings with it a real box of mixed emotions.  
Over-riding everything is the expectation, the preparation of the celebration of the 
birth of Jesus.  Then the realisation we will celebrate that in a new situation and with 
different people.  So there is another level of emotion, great sadness at our leaving. 
However be assured, other than the tensions, to which I will not refer again, we have 
both thoroughly enjoyed our time in Sri Lanka. We have been met with great kindness 
and warm hospitality, and we have made friends whose friendship will continue into 
the future. To all who have made us welcome and given us of themselves, we would 
together say thank you. 
I remember the first Christmas I spent in Kenya in 1975. I had been asked to take a 
primary school service and duly turned up at the appointed time.  The pupils were 
ƎŀǘƘŜǊŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƻǇŜƴ ŀƛǊΣ ǳƴŘŜǊ ŀ ōƭŀȊƛƴƎ !ŦǊƛŎŀƴ ǎǳƴ ŀƴŘ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ǎƛƴƎ ΨLƴ ǘƘŜ ōƭŜŀƪ 
mid-ǿƛƴǘŜǊΣ ŦǊƻǎǘȅ ǿƛƴŘǎ ƳŀŘŜ ƳƻŀƴΣ ŜŀǊǘƘ ǎǘƻƻŘ ƘŀǊŘ ŀǎ ƛǊƻƴΣ ǿŀǘŜǊ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ǎǘƻƴŜΦΩ  
The incongruity of time place and carol words struck me forcibly.  I have never 
forgotten that lesson that what may be true in one time and place may not be true in 
another. 
²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ƘƻǿŜǾŜǊ ǳƴƛǾŜǊǎŀƭƭȅ ǘǊǳŜ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ DƻŘΩǎ ǊŜǾŜƭŀǘƛƻƴ ƛƴ WŜǎǳǎ /ƘǊƛǎǘΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŜ 
celebrate in our own ways at Christmas, should bind us and the whole church, prior to 
binding the whole earth in one great band of love.  We should not individualise 
Christmas too much, we need to open our hearts and our doors.  A stable door was 
opened and there amid the life giving animals the Prince of Peace was born. 
I can never get over the wonder of this birth and its meaning for us all. That wonderful 
ƴŀƳŜ Ψ9ƳƳŀƴǳŜƭΩ ƛǎ ƎƛǾŜƴ ǘƻ WŜǎǳǎΣ ΨDƻŘ ƛǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǳǎΩΦ  ²Ƙŀǘ ǘƻƻ Ƴŀƴȅ Ŧŀƛƭ ǘƻ ƎǊŀǎǇ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ 
truth that, if God is with Jesus by virtue of his creation and birth, that same God is with 
and in each of us by virtue of our creation and birth. Christmas gives us the 
opportunity to recognise the Eternal with our own being and also to recognise the 
Eternal in each other. 
Love begins with  the recognition we have come from God, and the doorway to love is 
ǘƘǊƻǿƴ ǿƛŘŜ ƻǇŜƴΦ  !ǎ .ƻƴƘƻŜŦŦŜǊ Ǉǳǘ ƛǘΣ ΨƭƻǾŜ ƳŜŀƴǎ ōŜƛƴƎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŦƻǊ ƻǘƘŜǊǎΦΩ  ! bŜǿ 
Year awaits us all. None know what it will bring.  If however we can keep the Christ 
light of Christmas burning in our hearts and through our open doors, who knows what 
ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǊŜǾŜŀƭŜŘ ǘƻ ǳǎ ƛƴ ƭƻǾƛƴƎΦ  !ǎ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ Ƙŀǎ ǎŀƛŘΣ ΨǘƘŜ ƳƻǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƭƻǾŜΣ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŜŀǘŜǊ 
ȅƻǳǊ ŎŀǇŀŎƛǘȅ ǘƻ ƭƻǾŜ ōŜŎƻƳŜǎΩΦ 
Blessings on each and all of you this Christmas time and as the New Year breaks upon 
us, put your hand in the hand of him who stands in the door of the future, for as he has 
been faithful in the past so he will be in the future.  
Grace mercy and peace, from God the Father, Son and Holy Spirit, Bless, preserve and 

keep you, now and always, 

  Your  friends  and Minister,  Roderick and Sue 

 



hǾŜǊ ǘǿƻ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘ ȅŜŀǊǎ ƻƴΣ ŘŜǎǇƛǘŜ ōŜƛƴƎ ōŀǘǘŜǊŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƻǊƴ ŘǳŜ ǘƻ ǾŀǊƛƻǳǎ 
ŎƻƴŦƭƛŎǘǎ ŜǾŜƴ ŀǎ ǿŜ ǊŜŀŘ ǘƘƛǎΣ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǘƻǿƴ ƻŦ .ŜǘƘƭŜƘŜƳ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŎŜƴǘǊŀƭ 
ǘƻ ŀ ǘŀƭŜ ǘƘŀǘϥǎ ǊŜƳŀƛƴǎ ŀ ŎŀǳǎŜ ŦƻǊ ŎŜƭŜōǊŀǘƛƻƴ ƛƴ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǊŜƳƻǘŜǎǘ ǇŀǊǘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 

ǿƻǊƭŘΦ  Lǘϥǎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǿƻƴŘŜǊΣ Ƨƻȅ ŀƴŘ 
ƘƻǇŜΤ ǿƻƴŘŜǊ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜ ōƛǊǘƘ ƻŦ 
ŀƴ ƛƴŦŀƴǘ ƛƴ ŀ ƭƻǿƭȅ ƳŀƴƎŜǊ ŎƘŀƴƎŜŘ 
ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΣ Ƨƻȅ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ 
ǘƘŀǘ ŎƘŀƴƎŜ ƛƳǇŀŎǘŜŘ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƘǳƳŀƴ 
ōŜƛƴƎ ƻƴ ŜŀǊǘƘ ŀƴŘ ƘƻǇŜ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ 
ǘƘŀǘ ōƛǊǘƘ ƛƴǎǘƛƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴŎŜǇǘǎ ƻŦ 
ƭƻǾŜ ŀƴŘ ǇŜŀŎŜ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ǿƻǊƭŘ ƻŦ 
ŜǘŜǊƴŀƭ ƭƛŦŜΦ   
 
±ƛǎƛǘƛƴƎ WŜǊǳǎŀƭŜƳ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ 
ƻǾŜǊǿƘŜƭƳƛƴƎΣ ƛƴ ƳŜŀƴƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ 
ǎƛƎƴƛŦƛŎŀƴŎŜΦ  ¢ƘŜ ŜǾŜƴǘǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ WŜǎǳǎϥ ōƛǊǘƘ ǘŀƪŜǎ ǳǎ ǘƻ aŀǊȅϥǎ ŎƘƛƭŘƘƻƻŘ 

ƘƻƳŜΣ WƻƘƴ ǘƘŜ .ŀǇǘƛǎǘϥǎ ōƛǊǘƘǇƭŀŎŜΣ WƻǎŜǇƘϥǎ ŎŀǊǇŜƴǘǊȅ ǎƘƻǇ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƘƻƳŜ ƛƴ ǿƘƛŎƘ  WŜǎǳǎ ƎǊŜǿ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊǎ 
 ŀƴŘ ǎƛǎǘŜǊǎΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƘŜ ƭŜŀǊƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƘǳƳōƭŜ ǘǊŀŘŜ ƻŦ ŀ ŎŀǊǇŜƴǘŜǊΦ  !ƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƘŜǊŜϥǎ ǘƘŜ /ƘǳǊŎƘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ±ƛǎƛǘŀǘƛƻƴ ǿƘŜǊŜ 
aŀǊȅ ǊŜŎƛǘŜŘ ¢ƘŜ aŀƎƴƛŦƛŎŀǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ƎŀǊŘŜƴǎ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ŎƘǳǊŎƘ ŀǊŜ ŀŘƻǊƴŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƛƭŜŘ ŎŀƴǘƛŎƭŜǎ ƻŦ ƴŜŀǊƭȅ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘϥǎ 
ƭŀƴƎǳŀƎŜǎΣ ƛƴŎƭǳŘƛƴƎ {ƛƴƘŀƭŜǎŜ ŀƴŘ ¢ŀƳƛƭΦ   
 
±ŜƴǘǳǊŜ ƛƴǘƻ {ƘŜǇƘŜǊŘϥǎ CƛŜƭŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘǎ ǘƛƴȅ ǘŜƴǘ-ǎƘŀǇŜŘ ƭƛƳŜǎǘƻƴŜ ŎƘŀǇŜƭ ŘŜǎƛƎƴŜŘ ōȅ Lǘŀƭƛŀƴ ŀǊŎƘƛǘŜŎǘ !ƴǘƻƴƛƻ .ŜŘǳȊȊƛΦ  
¢ƘŜ ǇŀƛƴǘƛƴƎǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀǇŜƭ ǊŜƭƛǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƛƴǘǊȅ ƴƛƎƘǘ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƭŜŜǇ-ƛƴŜōǊƛŀǘŜŘ ǎƘŜǇƘŜǊŘǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŀǿƻƪŜƴ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜŀǾŜƴƭȅ 
ƳŜǎǎŜƴƎŜǊǎ ǇǊƻŎƭŀƛƳƛƴƎ /ƘǊƛǎǘϥǎ ōƛǊǘƘΣ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŜǇƘŜǊŘϥǎ ǇŀȅƛƴƎ ƘƻƳŀƎŜ ǘƻ WŜǎǳǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ŎŜƭŜōǊŀǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ōƛǊǘƘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 
aŜǎǎƛŀƘΦ   
 
¢ƘŜ ǎƛǘŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōƛǊǘƘ Ƙŀǎ ŎƻƳŜ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ǿŀȅ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƘŜ ƘǳƳōƭŜ ǎǘŀōƭŜ ǎǘƻƻŘΣ ƘƻǳǎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŀǘ ƻǾŜǊǿƘŜƭƳŜŘ 
ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŦƻƴŘƭȅ Řƻǿƴ ŀǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƴŜǿ ōƻǊƴ ōŀōŜΦ  ¢ƘŜ /ƘǳǊŎƘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ bŀǘƛǾƛǘȅ ƛǎ ƴƻǿ ŀ ōŀǎƛƭƛŎŀ ƛƴ .ŜǘƘƭŜƘŜƳΣ ƻǊƛƎƛƴŀƭƭȅ 
ŎƻƳƳƛǎǎƛƻƴŜŘ ōȅ /ƻǎǘŀƴǘƛƴŜ ƛƴ онт!5Φ  IƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ ǘƘŀǘ ƻǊƛƎƛƴŀƭ ōŀǎƛƭƛŎŀ ǿŀǎ ŘŜǎǘǊƻȅŜŘ ōȅ ŀ ŦƛǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ сǘƘ ŎŜƴǘǳǊȅ ŀƴŘ 
ǎǳōǎŜǉǳŜƴǘƭȅΣ ƛƴ рср!5Σ .ȅȊŀƴǘƛƴŜ 9ƳǇŜǊƻǊ Wǳǎǘƛƴƛŀƴ ǊŜǎǘƻǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƘǳǊŎƘΣ ǊŜǘŀƛƴƛƴƎ ƛǘǎ ƻǊƛƎƛƴŀƭ ǘƻƴŜ ƛƴŎƭǳŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ 
ǇǊƻƳƛƴŜƴǘ ōŜƭƭ ǘƻǿŜǊΦ   
 
¢ƘŜ DǊŜŜƪ hǊǘƘƻŘƻȄ ƛƴŦƭǳŜƴŎŜŘ ŎƘǳǊŎƘ ƛǎ ƻǊƴŀǘŜΣ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘǎ ƎƻƭŘ 
ƳƻǎŀƛŎǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƛŘŜ ǿŀƭƭǎΣ ƭŀǊƎŜ ƎƛƭŘŜŘ ƛŎƻƴƻǎǘŀǎƛǎΣ όŀ ŎƻƳǇƭŜȄ ŀǊǊŀȅ 
ƻŦ ƭŀƳǇǎύ ŀƴŘ ǿƻƻŘŜƴ ǊŀŦǘŜǊǎ ŘƻƴŀǘŜŘ ōȅ YƛƴƎ 9ŘǿŀǊŘ L±Φ  Lǘ Ƙƻǎǘǎ ŀǘ 
ƭŜŀǎǘ нллΣллл ǇŜƻǇƭŜ Řŀƛƭȅ ǿƘƻ Ǿƛǎƛǘ ŦƻǊ ǎǇƛǊƛǘǳŀƭ ǳǇƭƛŦǘƳŜƴǘΦ  
IƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ ǘƘŜ ƛƴƘŜǊŜƴǘ ŦƭŀǾƻǳǊ ƻŦ ƘǳƳƛƭƛǘȅ ǾŜǊȅ ƳǳŎƘ ƛƴƎǊŀƛƴŜŘ ƛƴ 
WŜǎǳǎϥ ǇŜǊǎƻƴŀ ƛǎ ǊŜǘŀƛƴŜŘΣ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŜƴǘǊŀƴŎŜ ƛǎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ƭƻǿ ŘƻƻǊ 
ƭŀōŜƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻƻǊ ƻŦ IǳƳƛƭƛǘȅΦ   
 
¢ƘŜ ŎǊȅǇǘ ǳƴŘŜǊƴŜŀǘƘ ǘƘŜ ōŀǎƛƭƛŎŀΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ DǊƻǘǘƻ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ bŀǘƛǾƛǘȅ 
ƛǎ ƴƻǿ ŀƴ ǳƴŘŜǊƎǊƻǳƴŘ ŎŀǾŜΣ ŀŎŎŜǎǎŜŘ ōȅ ŀ ǎǘŀƛǊǿŀȅǎ ǇƭŀŎŜŘ ƻƴ 
ŜƛǘƘŜǊ ǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ {ŀƴŎǘǳŀǊȅΦ  ¢ƘŜ ŜȄŀŎǘ ǎǇƻǘ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ōƛǊǘƘ ƛǎ    

ōŜƭƛŜǾŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ǘŀƪŜƴ ǇƭŀŎŜΣ ƛǎ ƳŀǊƪŜŘ ǳƴŘŜǊƴŜŀǘƘ  
  ǘƘŜ ŀƭǘŀǊ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƛƭǾŜǊ ǎǘŀǊ ǎŜǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǊōƭŜ ŦƭƻƻǊΣ ƛƭƭǳƳƛƴŀǘŜŘ ōȅ ǎƛƭǾŜǊ ƭŀƳǇǎΦ    

 
!ƴŘ ŀǘ /ƘǊƛǎǘƳŀǎΣ ǘƘŜǊŜϥǎ ƴƻ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǇƭŀŎŜ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƻ ǎǇŜƴŘ /ƘǊƛǎǘƳŀǎ 9ǾŜ ŀǘ aŀƴƎŜǊ {ǉǳŀǊŜΣ ǘƘŜ    
  ƭŀǊƎŜ ǇŀǾŜŘ ŎƻǳǊǘȅŀǊŘ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƘǳǊŎƘΣ ƧƻƛƴƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǊƎŜ ŎǊƻǿŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƎŀǘƘŜǊǎ ǘƻ ǎƛƴƎ   
    /ƘǊƛǎǘƳŀǎ /ŀǊƻƭǎΣ ǘƘŜ ƛŘŜŀƭ ƳƻƻŘ-ƳŀƪŜǊ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƳƛŘƴƛƎƘǘ Ƴŀǎǎ ǘƻ ŦƻƭƭƻǿΦ 

- Savithri Rodrigo 

Shepherd's Field Chapel Bethlehem 

Church of the Nativity Altar 

Shepherd's Field Chapel Dome 



  

 By Joseph Mohr  

                                       (1792 ï 1848)  

 

  

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
  

A mouse was responsible for this carol in 

December 1818!  It chewed a hole in the leather 

bellows of the church organ at Oberndorf, near 

Salzburg in Austria. On the following morning 

24
th
 December the organist slipped in early to 

practice the hymns for the midnight Mass that 

evening. 

 

Franz Gruber was the school teacher in the 

neighbouring village of Arnsdorf, but on Sundays 

he played the organ at the Church of St Nikola at 

Oberndorf. He sat at the organ, nodded to the man 

who had to work the bellows to provide the air, 

checked his stops, threw his head back and 

allowed his fingers to hit the keys. To his surprise 

and dismay there was silence, not a sound.  At that 

very moment the young assistant, Pastor Joseph 

Mohr, came through the door of the church. He 

realised there was something wrong and Gruber 

asked Mohr if he knew what was wrong with the 

organ. 

 

ñYesò said Mohr, ñcome I will show youò and he 

led Gruber behind the pipes and up to the bellows.  

He pointed to a hole in the leather and a tear and, 

looking at the ground, he pointed at some mouse 

droppings. ñWhat do we doò said Gruber, ñthere is 

too much snow on the ground and the organ 

mender will not come until the snows have melted 

in the spring. We need music tonight of all 

nightsò. 

 

The young priest Mohr was a bit of a rogue.  He 

was known to meet with the farmers and the river-

men and join in their singing, which was not 

approved by the senior priest, so Gruber was 

surprised when Mohr suggested he might like to 

look at a poem he had written.  ñWe could not 

possibly sing a song such as you sing with the 

menò. 
 

Still the night, holy the night! 
Sleeps the world; hid from sight. 
Mary and Joseph in stable bare 

Watch o'er the child beloved and 
fair, 

Sleeping in heavenly rest 
Sleeping in heavenly rest. 

 
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! 

ñNoò said Mohr, ñit is not a song like thatò.  He 

handed it to Gruber, who began to read 

Stille Nacht! Heilige Nacht 

Alles schlaft: einsam wacht. 

ñWe could accompany it on the guitar, but that 

would cause all sorts of problems.ò However, 

Gruber had an idea, he took the poem, realised 

this was really a lullaby, which needed a simple 

tune, and the music came to him, which we sing 

today. 

 

Two friends produced this hymn and its music, 

they practised it that afternoon with the guitar and 

then decided to ask some of the school children to 

sing the chorus. So that Christmas Eve, instead of 

the organ, the young priest, the young organist 

and a group of twelve children sang ñStill the 

Night! Holy the nightò at Oberndorf, 
 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 



 

  

 
 


