
Discovering the extraordinary in 

the ordinary 
 

 

The Nottingham North East circuit 

invite you on a journey through the 

days of Advent 

  



• Nov 28th   Let the journey begin  

• Nov 29th  Advent calendar   

• Nov 30th  Christmas tree 

• Dec 1st    Christmas cards 

• Dec 2nd    Pop songs on the radio                                                               

• Dec 3rd    John Lewis ad 

• Dec 4th   Shopping 

• Dec 5th  Decorations  

• Dec 6th   Angels 

• Dec 7th   Wrapping paper  

• Dec 8th   Stars 

• Dec 9th   Carols singers  

• Dec 10th   Christmas jumpers  

• Dec 11th   Office party 

• Dec 12th  Lights  

• Dec 13th   Dear Santa I’ve been good  

• Dec 14th   Selection box  

• Dec 15th   Christmas films 

• Dec 16th   Nativity plays  

• Dec 17th   Chocolate Orange  

• Dec 18th   It’s a cracker. 

• Dec 19th  Baa Humbug  

• Dec 20th   Radio Times 

• Dec 21st   Stockings & Socks 

• Dec 22nd   Debt  

• Dec 23rd   Driving home for Christmas 

• Dec 24th   Presents and Presence 

• Dec 25th  The Queen’s Speech   

• Dec 26th Family  

• Dec 27th Left Overs  

• Dec 28th Christmas Walk 

• Dec 29th Dead batteries 

• Dec 30th  It’s broken! 

 



Before you start on YOUR journey through Advent... 

First of all a thank you...thank you for joining with others within your church and across 
the Nottingham North East circuit on this journey through Advent and the Christmas 
story. Not only will we be journeying with each other but this year we will be journeying 
not with familiar characters from the bible narratives, but with some of the familiar items 
and objects that we all encounter at this time of year.  

And by doing so hopefully we will discover the extra-ordinary in the ordinary. 

As a staff team we hope that you will both enjoy and find this booklet helpful as part of 
your daily devotions or maybe as material for study groups within your church. 

We hope that this series of encounters helps to nourish your spiritual journey through 
Advent as we travel together towards Christmas and slightly beyond, as we celebrate 
once again the birth of Jesus. 

         The circuit staff team 

 

• Nov 28th   Let the journey begin 
 

 

In the summer I did something I have never done before. With a friend, I went on a 70 

mile walk for 5 days up the Northumberland Coastal Path from Cresswell to Berwick-

upon-Tweed. As we set off on the first morning, I certainly experienced a range of 

emotions. Although I was pretty confident I could manage 14 miles on one day, I had 

never attempted to do that sort of distance on successive days. By day two or three, 

would things start to ache? Would painful blisters start to emerge? Would we encounter 

any not so friendly farm animals? Would I find sufficient diet coke along the way? 

I would imagine that such questions are not unusual when people embark on a significant 

walk like my friend and I did. Indeed, I would imagine that these questions or concerns 

are quite natural when anyone begins a significant journey, where we might have a sense 

of where we are going, but are unsure what we are going to experience along the way. 

It is telling that whenever people picture what it must have been like for Mary and 

Joseph as they set off from Nazareth to Bethlehem for the census, the story tellers often 



imagine significant and perhaps challenging encounters along the way. But the Biblical 

text does not give us very much to go on. Luke 2: 4 says: 

Joseph also went from the town of Nazareth in Galilee to Judea, to the city of David called 

Bethlehem, because he was descended from the house and family of David. 

This journey would probably have been about 90 miles long and would have been 

through rather harsher terrain than the deserted beaches of Northumberland. How 

would Mary and Joseph have felt as they set off on this journey, not only with the 

physical challenges of getting to Bethlehem, but the birth of a child just around the 

corner? What would you have felt? 

As we begin this journey, committing ourselves to reflecting daily on many different 

aspects of Advent and Christmas, I wonder what we will encounter along the way? I 

guess some things may challenge us, but I do also want to share one further emotion that 

I experienced as we set off back in the summer. That emotion was excitement. We did 

not know how things would develop, we did not know how difficult it would be, but it 

was going to be an adventure! 

 

• Nov 29th  Advent calendar 
 

 

In our house the advent calendar is a thing of happy memories! It was a gift when we 
were married; it sits on the shelf and has a little wooden door to open each day with a 
little magnet which you add to the scene in the middle to build the picture toward 
completion ready for Christmas morning… the bonus is that the little boxed 
compartments have space to put little sweets or chocolates in as well so that there can 
be sufficient for both of us (and now both children, and sometimes a parent!) to have 
one.  
 
We have had to adjust our practice with it to accommodate the growth of the family as 
we think about the journey through Advent, and the pathway to Christmas. We have had 
to make sure that there are enough bits for everyone to have something when the next 
door is opened. We have (usually!) waited until we are all together to open it rather than 
someone missing ‘their bit’ as we leave the house at different times in the morning.  



 
The thing with this particular calendar is that we have to plan ahead! We have to make 
sure it is down out of storage ready to start it, and more importantly, ready to top it up 
with sweets or chocolates so that day one has a treat behind it! We also have to 
negotiate and adjust in terms of where it will be (out of reach of the dog!!) and the 
flavours of treats within! As well as that, we change our traditions! Last year (with so 
many other changes!) we started at door ’24’, and counted down to ‘1’! Well why not!? 
 
With each door that opens - whatever the contents, whatever the arrangement we have 
agreed for when and who and where it will happen, and whichever direction we open the 
doors in - we remember together the journey of preparation that takes place over the 
course of Advent. We do this so that when the final door opens, when the countdown 
has been completed, we are ready to celebrate the arrival of the one in whom all joy is 
made complete.  
 

We are able to say welcome to the Christ-child, Immanuel; God with us.  

 

• Nov 30th    Christmas tree 

 

The last house we lived in had large, bay windows, perfect for the Christmas tree.  And so 
we bought ourselves a new tree for the living room, chose a colour scheme and bought a 
full set of baubles, lights, beads etc.  While it wasn’t up to the standards you see in some 
of the magazines, we were quite pleased with the results.   
 
We put our old tree in the dining room window and that was well, a bit random really!  It 
had baubles from our first tree, decorations we had picked up from various places on our 
travels, some of the baubles from Nigel’s parents’ tree and most, decorations the 
children had made over the years.  Many of them were now looking a bit tired and 
battered.  That tree would never have made it into any magazine.  
 
What sort of Christmas tree are you?  Are you pristine and co-ordinated, or are you a bit 
of a hotch potch of all sorts of bits, a bit tired, a bit battered even? The good news is, it 
doesn’t matter what sort of tree we are – God loves us just the way we are.  Those tired 



bits, the battered bits, the experiences we have had, the things from our past all go to 
make up the people we are today.   
 
“See what great love the Father has lavished on us, that we should be called children of 
God! And that is what we are!” (1 John 3 v 1 Good News Bible) 
 
Perhaps I should put one of those tired, battered, imperfect decorations on my tree this 
year – just to remind me! Loving God, when I am feeling bruised, battered, tired, 
imperfect, unloved - help me to remember that you still love me.  Thank you.  Amen 

 

• Dec 1st  Christmas Cards 

 

 

Who would have thought that a Christmas card can be sold for £22,500! The card was 

commissioned in 1843 by an influential entrepreneur, Sir Henry Cole, who is credited 

with devising the concept of sending greetings cards at Christmas time. Since then, the 

Christmas card industry has increased year on year.  

However, the environmental impact from sending greeting cards is rather astonishing. 

Exeter University reports that 2 billion cards are sold every year in the UK which requires 

chopping down 500,000+ trees annually and would fill a football pitch 8 stories high. 

Christmas cards contribute just about half of that! 

I like the concept of sending Christmas cards as it connects families and friends together 

sharing this extraordinary Advent joy.  Especially the Christian message on a card does 

remind people of the reason for this season and brings some spiritual thought to the 

readers.  

But are there other ways we can share the joy and the message so it can be more 

environment friendly? As we share the Christmas tidings with each other, we must focus 

on the genuine love and care rather than the packaging. Why do you send Christmas 

cards?  

 

 



• Dec 2nd     Pop  songs on the radio  
 

 

‘I don’t want a lot for Christmas ….. So here it is Merry Christmas everybody’s having fun 
……Snow is falling, all around me ….. (and not quite so traditional) I could have been 
someone, well so could anyone; you took my dreams from me, when I first found you’. 
 
The above is just a very small sample of the many popular Christmas songs you will hear 
being played endlessly during this season of Advent. Some of them have been around for 
decades and yet we gather them in each Christmas and listen to them with hearts filled 
with love and nostalgia. Some of the songs are about love – what else? Some are actually 
about the real meaning of Christmas and others are far more obscure but no less 
cherished for their place in this season of peace and joy. 
 
Through Christmas songs we may find ourselves transported to Christmases that have 
long past, to memories of loved ones no longer with us and to what we may possibly 
view as being happier times. Festive tunes have a way of connecting us to one another 
but more importantly to the one who longs to fill our souls with the lullaby of a precious 
child soon to be born into a world filled with the singing of heavenly choirs.  
 
So, whether it’s the Christmas crooners, Mariah Carey or Paul McCartney that floats your 
Christmas boat, just remember that it’s ‘Mary’s Boy Child’ who should always be at the 
top of your Christmas song list. 

 

• Dec 3rd    John Lewis ad  
 

 

For me, seeing the John Lewis advert used to signify the start of Christmas.  Not now, 
because it is on ridiculously early, but it used to be at the start of December and I could 
start planning and preparing, and really get into the Christmas mood.  Their adverts are 



emotional, they tug at our heart strings, and pretend to be about charity and caring for 
others, in fact it’s a cynical way to get us to shop.  Or is it? 
 
A couple of years ago the advert used an old man on the moon, alone and sad, being 
given a telescope by a little girl then using it to watch her from afar.  Some people 
thought this advert was creepy, but in fact he was lonely, and if you watch until the very 
end, when the advert recording has apparently finished, the crew packs up and leaves, 
and the old man is left sitting there, still all alone on the pretend moon set.  This was 
produced in association with Age UK, to highlight a more important, real message about 
loneliness and caring for another human being.   
 
  John Lewis taps into both commercial and charitable needs and wants.  We want to go 
shopping, we want to spend – on gifts, on food, on parties, and we also need to help the 
most vulnerable and those who need a little extra help – like the elderly man in the Age 
UK advert.   
 
This year’s John Lewis ad uses an alien to promote the message ‘enjoy Christmas like it’s 
your first one’, as a young boy meets the alien, and they learn from one another.  Sadly, 
none of the ads we’ll see this year will include a nativity, or Mary and Joseph, a manger – 
let alone mention the name of Jesus, but perhaps with a less cynical eye we will see the 
message of Jesus in these adverts.  Take out the commercial aspect, and look at the 
message, perhaps they are saying exactly what we need them to say.   In Advent we are 
waiting for Jesus, but of course he’s already here – in the mix of all these adverts and 
shopping prompts - where would Jesus be, where do you see Jesus? 
 

• Dec 4th   Shopping 
 

 
 

I wonder if you’re the kind of person who has finished all their Christmas shopping by the 

end of October or are you like me only just starting to think about it in the last week 

leading up to Christmas? In recent years the event known as Black Friday has become an 

increasingly visible feature in the build up to Christmas, an event where normally sane 

and sensible adults engage in hand to hand combat that wouldn’t look out of place in the 

Netflix series ‘Squid Game’ in order to get their hands on a festive bargain.  



That is of course assuming we do it in person at all, with many of us in our attempt to 

have less contact with others, discovering the benefit of contact less on line shopping 

especially over the past 18 months, even if that can on occasions result in finding an 

unexpected item in the bagging area or perhaps that should be delivery box.   

All of which made me wonder where the Magi picked up their gifts for the new arrival 

they were going to see. Did they buy them months in advance? Did they pick them up on 

route? Or was it a last minute dash around the bazaars and markets of Jerusalem? 

Whenever and however they bought their gifts, one has to admit that gold, frankincense 

and myrrh were not the ordinary every day presents one would normally buy for a new 

baby.  Maybe a blanket, a toy, or some clothes would have been more appropriate. But 

then we need to remember this was no ordinary every day baby. This was a king, this was 

the divine in human form, this was the word becoming flesh.  

At the end of the day the birth might have seen a bit hap hazard but I’m just grateful that 

it was God organising the delivery and not a popular Brazilian themed on line retail 

organisation, otherwise who knows where this particular festive package would have 

been left! 

 

• Dec 5th  Decorations 
 

 

One of my family traditions at the beginning of December, and certainly not before then, 

was going up into the attic to retrieve the box of Christmas decorations. That was 

assuming we could remember exactly where it had been stored a year earlier. Out came 

the bells and baubles, the wreaths and reindeer, the angels and snow globes, the stars 

and the stockings. A veritable host of shiny, glittery and sparkly ornaments, well they 

were once 340 odd days of dust had been wiped off them. 

Then came the fun and games, and by that I am not referring simply to the fun and 

games we had decorating the tree, but the fun and games of trying to untangle yards of 

tinsel and untold lengths of fairy light, even though everyone swore that they had put 

them away in an orderly fashion a year ago. This is such a common problem that a couple 

of years ago Tesco hired temporary ‘Christmas light untanglers’ for the festive season.  

https://www.telegraph.co.uk/topics/christmas/11978318/Tesco-is-hiring-a-Christmas-light-detangler.html


Our lives can often end up like those decorations and lights. We can become covered in 

dirt and grime so that we lose our lustre and fail to sparkle. Or like those strings of fairy 

lights we become tangled, twisted and tied in knots, often resulting in a short circuit and 

a failure to light up at all. Only once we have been washed clean, only after our lives have 

been untied and untangled, only after we have been dusted down and unravelled from 

the mess we have gotten ourselves into, will we really be free to glitter and shine in 

honour of the one who has truly freed us. 

 

• Dec 6th   Angels 

 

Where on earth would we be without angels? I mean Robbie Williams wouldn’t have a 

solo career. Without angels Zechariah would never have known his ‘thought to be’ barren 

wife Elizabeth was expecting a child and that he was to be named John. Without angels 

Mary would have been in even more of a tizz than she was, wondering why her belly was 

starting to swell and mornings produced an unexpected sickness.  

Without angels Joseph would not have received the reassurance he needed to continue 

with his engagement to Mary, rather than breaking it off discreetly. Without angels the 

shepherds would not have been the first to receive the good news and be sent scurrying 

down the hill in search of the Christ child. Without angels the young family would not 

have known about the threat of Herod and the need to escape to Egypt pronto. 

Each of those people found themselves in a situation that was scary, their world was 

being turned upside down, all their plans thrown into disarray, their future uncertain. 

And given the circumstances in which we find ourselves our lives might very well feel the 

same. We too might feel scared, scared for ourselves, for our families, for our 

communities, for our planet, even for our churches, uncertain of what the future holds. 

If that is the case for you, then perhaps you might do well to recall the most common 

command given in the bible, one that is found on the lips of angels whenever they appear 

to relay a message from God to a scared and frightened world. A command meant to 

reassure and calm. And that command is of course....’Do not be afraid’ 



• Dec 7th   Wrapping paper 

 

In recent years I have been spurred on my younger daughter to be more environmentally 

friendly.  One of her first forays in this new regime was to ditch the Christmas wrapping 

paper (unless of course, you were re-using that which you had collected and stored from 

last year).  No more bright paper with cheesy Santas; no more snowmen; no more glitter 

shedding over everything, because that could not be recycled.  Instead, it was brown 

paper tastefully tied with coloured ribbon, which could then be re-used.  No sellotape as 

this is single-use plastic!   

All very lovely in an adult, chic world, but somehow the magic and excitement of young 

grandchildren opening their presents was lost in the frustration of knots and bows and a 

concern to keep the paper intact for re-use again next year.   

The excitement of receiving a present is partly in the not knowing what is under the 

wrapping paper and then those few moments as you anticipate what might have been 

bought for you.  Then, there is the thrill as you rip open the paper and find the gift.  At 

which point the wrapping paper is superfluous – unless of course, you are a one-year old 

and think it tastes better than Christmas dinner. 

Do we wrap the baby Jesus up in a cute, tidy Christmas story, or do we look at the 

nativity and anticipate that there might be something really exciting hidden within?  Are 

we thrilled as we unwrap our scriptures and find something new about God revealed in 

this baby?  God made man.  The nativity story needs to be re-told (re-cycled), but it is the 

contents, God’s gift of his Son, who brings us salvation, that is the true meaning of 

Christmas. 

• Dec 8th   Stars 
 

Brenton Brown penned these words, which always help 

me re-frame Christmas  amidst the chaos: 

  

V.1: Oh kneel me down again, Here at Your feet Show 

me how much You love humility  

Oh Spirit be the star that leads me to The humble heart 

of love I see in You  



Ch.: You are the God of the broken Friend of the weak; You wash the feet of the weary  
Embrace the ones in need I want to be like you Jesus To have this heart in me  
You are the God of the humble, You are the humble King.  
 
V.2: Here in the dusty ground I bow with kings Where wise men laid before their 
offerings I lay no golden crown here at your feet Just this my broken life I offer thee  
 
Ch.: You are the God of the broken Friend of the weak;  
You wash the feet of the weary Embrace the ones in need I want to be like you Jesus To 
have this heart in me You are the God of the humble, You are the humble King.  
 
If you would like to listen here is the link   https://youtu.be/U7Rohc92j9M  
 
I really like the idea of the Spirit being our Star today, and us heeding the Spirit as  
the Wise Men did the star.  
May we be like the Wise Men, eyes open to signs and wonders of something  
beyond ourselves;  
May we be like the Wise Men, willing to give of ourselves, to follow, to offer gifts  
and to kneel;  

 

• Dec 9th   Carols singers 

 

 

I joined the carol singers a couple of times when I was living in Derby and really enjoyed 

being part of the seasonal sight in a buzzing shopping centre. The carol singers usher in 

the Christmas joy to all around. Apart from the usual familiarity that carol singers may 

present, there is a deep sense of ‘togetherness’ in them which I think it is quite 

extraordinary.  

From the preparation to performing, our carol singing group all agreed what colour to 

wear, what songs to sing, what food to share and where we should go. No matter what 

the weather would be like, we would still go for the sake of the Christmas tidings. We are 

doing it together!  To proclaim God’s amazing gift to this world. 



Carol singers may be from the same family or may not; may be university professors or 

full-time mums; may be from the same community or further afield. But the same old 

carols join them all together, not just for the present, but with the ancient past; the 

manger, the silent night, the watching shepherds and the baby Jesus. Together with 

angels, and with all those who love to share the Good News, they rejoice and sing, 

heralding the way for the new-born King. 

 

• Dec 10th   Christmas Jumpers 
•  

 
 

I know an Anglican Priest who will not put up any Christmas decorations until Christmas 
Eve, because he loves the season of Advent.  He loves the anticipation, the waiting, the 
focusing on the scriptures that tell us Immanuel is on the way.  He always has a problem 
with Christmas Jumper Day, because he thinks it’s too early, and because the Christmas 
jumpers are rarely even about Christmas.   They are for charity though, in offices, colleges 
and schools across the country people will wear silly jumpers and pay for the privilege 
and the money will go to Save the Children.   
 
Today, Friday 10th December is Jumper Day.  I have several Christmas jumpers; I have one 
with a polar bear, one with a robin, a penguin and of course a snowball.   I wonder why 
our Christmas jumpers don’t have nativity scenes on, a manger, shepherds, a star in the 
night sky, the things we associate with THE Christmas story.  The Reason for the Season.  
Perhaps it’s because people don’t really know the story of Christmas anymore, we at 
church assume everyone knows the story, but that’s not necessarily the case.   
 
It’s a good time for charities to get everyone to contribute, to help out because people 
are spending more money at this time of year, and so charities can target people by 
asking them to remember those less fortunate.  Silly Christmas jumpers make us smile, 
they make us think of the days to come, when we will (hopefully) be able to spend time 
with family and friends, when we will give and receive gifts, eat good food and be merry.  
The charities have spotted this is a good time to get their message out – maybe we as 
Christians should also see this is a good time to get our message out.   
 



How about promoting our Carol services, inviting someone to our Christmas Day service, 
knitting and wearing a jumper with Jesus on it, or Immanuel.  You never know, someone 
might ask what Immanuel means - and you can tell them! 

 

 

• Dec 11th   Office Parties 

 

 

I can’t say I have much experience of these. Well a couple when I was younger, before 
ministry training; but they weren’t memorable - or at least I don’t remember much about 
them… 

 
I think they raise questions, for me at least, about why there is an instinctive need to 
organise events like that… I guess that the obvious answer is that they are about 
celebration - it’s Christmas! For goodness sake! Relax, let loose, have fun…! 

 
But is a deeper reason that there is something about creating community? Is it that they 
are about deepening connection and offering a space that is beyond the routine? They 
are after all very much out of the ordinary, beyond the day to day grind of spreadsheets 
and sales, and of habits and protocols. Perhaps they enable us to interact with the 
personalities that are sometimes hidden in the melee of uniform or dress code, or targets 
and tick boxes.  

 
I think the idea of creating community the context of a party also allows us to recognise 
that this is not just another holiday - not just a statutory break in the normal running of 
our lives. This is part of our preparation for, or celebration of, Christmas; this is the 
moment when heaven and earth touch, when angels announce the entering in of God 
amongst humanity, when a young girl bears a son and calls him Jesus, who is the Messiah 
- the saviour of the world.  

 
Maybe the tinsel and the Christmas jumpers, people at the table at a restaurant or pub 
near the office, are a far cry from a stable in Bethlehem, especially when the boss joins in 
the karaoke! But maybe, in the forming of closer ties, of relating better as teams - as 
friends, there is something of the nature of God who becomes one with us and is present 



with us. In the love and care that is known in the community we are part of, we may 
know God incarnate and be blessed by it in the rest of the year. 

 

• Dec 12th  Lights 

 

I love Christmas lights. I love all sorts of twinkly lights if truth be told, but I especially 

enjoy Christmas lights. In fact, despite not being much of a handy-man, I have in years 

gone by crafted some homemade Christmas light displays. I am quite proud to announce 

that my homemade manger and star with bright white lights have been going strong for a 

few years and may well be on display at the manse right now. 

Near the aforementioned wondrous creation, there is a house where whoever lives there 

loves Christmas lights even more than me. In fact, until the last couple of years, when 

things have been affected by coronavirus, the light switch on at this house has been a 

community event, with hundreds of people and even minor celebrities turning up for the 

big moment. Every year people from all around stream to this house from mid-November 

onwards to see these lights, so I guess I am not on my own in loving this aspect of 

Christmas. 

Although we do not know if Jesus was really born on 25th December, it is fitting that we 

celebrate his arrival at the darkest time of the year. The opening chapter of John’s gospel 

uses light as a key metaphor to describe the incarnation. Verses 5-9 say: 

5 The light shines in the darkness, and the darkness did not overcome it. 

6 There was a man sent from God, whose name was John. 7 He came as a witness to testify 

to the light, so that all might believe through him. 8 He himself was not the light, but he 

came to testify to the light. 9 The true light, which enlightens everyone, was coming into 

the world. 

Now of course, the light that entered our world that first Christmas did so without 

fanfare or attention. The light of Christ began as a single flickering light in a manger in 

Bethlehem. This light was weak and vulnerable, and it would not be long before others 

would try to snuff it out. But this very vulnerability illuminated one the deepest truths of 



the season. Jesus, the light of the world, can come into the darkest corners of our world 

and our lives. When he does, we can see for ourselves, just how much God loves us.   

 

• Dec 13th   Dear Santa I’ve been good  
 

 

I wonder how many times children have been forced into good behaviour by repeated 

threats from their parents along the lines of ‘if you’re not good, Santa won’t come’? This 

in turn leads to contrite letters sent to Santa from said children insisting that ‘I (really 

have) been good this year Santa’, and if they haven’t, the child hopes that it’s not too late 

to say sorry because they must have the PAW Patrol Movie Ultimate City Transforming 

Tower Playset, the LOL Surprise Clubhouse Playset, a Scalextric Batman v Superman or 

The Secret Garden book, depending upon the age of the child. 

 
Our relationship with Jesus can sometimes follow a similar pattern – we mess things up 
and we seek repentance in order to receive the gifts that Jesus promises – of eternal life 
and the chance to start again. Our desires of the heart should ideally lead us to not fall 
into sin, but as imperfect people we are more likely to continually get it wrong. Or 
perhaps that’s just me?! 
 
The bible repeatedly refers to the fact that Jesus says ‘your sins are forgiven’. The God we 
know and love is a God of grace and forgiveness, who knows us better than we know 
ourselves and expects nothing of us other than to understand that no matter what we 
do, no matter what mistakes we make, we will be forgiven – even if he would prefer it if 
we made the effort not to get into the same mess again and again!  
 
So, when children say to Santa that they’ve been good and look expectantly for those 
longed for gifts under the tree, the gift that we will find is God incarnate. 

 

 

 



• Dec 14th   Selection box 
 

 

 
 

My father was a self-employed businessman and each Christmas, he would buy for his 

customers a selection box of chocolate goodies.  Once I was about ten years old, I earned 

myself extra Christmas pocket money by wrapping hundreds of selection boxes.   I 

remember being mesmerised by the array of confectionary and convinced myself that he 

would not notice if I pinched one box and indulged in a secret feast of Cadbury’s delights 

(other chocolates are available!).   

But what would I do with the ones I didn’t like? Because there is always one or two items 

in a selection box that are less interesting and if you have pinched something you can 

hardly offer the rejects to someone else.  I took the risk, ate the chocolate (even the ones 

I didn’t like), hid the wrappers and then felt really guilty.   

My guilt overwhelmed me on Christmas Day, when amongst the other Christmas 

presents was an enormous selection box from my Dad.  Tears flowed, confessions were 

made, hugs and forgiveness received and normal life resumed. 

I have often reflected on that event.  Temptation is very real in one form or another, 

even when some of what you are being tempted by is not what you want.  Would I have 

been so tempted if instead of a box of mixed chocolates products, there had been a box 

full of Revels (yuck)?  

The source of temptation can be very different for different people and we need to 

recognise our weaknesses and ask God for strength to resist those things that risk 

harming ourselves or others. 



Jesus was tempted by the devil but with divine strength he resisted and stayed faithful to 

his Father.  As we enter this season of over-indulgence, do you need pray for divine 

strength to resist being tempted away from the one true God by the material gods of 

consumerism? 

 

• Dec 15th   Christmas films 

 

 

“It isn’t Christmas until I’ve watched _____________.”   (For me it’s “The Muppets 

Christmas Carol” and probably on Christmas Eve!)  

Will Ferrell’s “Elf”: Funny or not funny?  

Richard Attenborough: Surely he’s the real Santa!?  

But there’s always that one question that never seems to be answered  

satisfactorily:  Die Hard: Is it or isn’t it a Christmas film?  

 

We can debate Christmas movies, classics, preferences and scheduling until we’re blue in 

the face, but there’s nothing like setting yourself up for the evening in the heat of the fire 

and the glow of the telly-box to watch your favourites... The ones that give you all the 

“feels” of the season and really make it Christmas.  

 

There’s something about settling in with stories that are old and new, familiar and  

unfamiliar, with tellings and retellings and reinterpretations and reimaginings that  

captivate us that sets our hearts on fire and get us into the place of excitement,  

perhaps returning us to those childhood moments of awe, and wonder and  

anticipation.  

But I always find that no matter how many times I’ve seen the film or heard the  

story, something new jumps out at me, or the re-telling with a different emphasis  

and perspective awakens something new.  

As we settle into a season of familiar stories, particularly as we explore the story of the 

“Word becoming flesh”, may we find ourselves awakened or reawakened to  



something that captures our hearts and imaginations in awe, and wonder, and  

anticipation. 

• Dec 16th   Nativity plays 
 

 
 

“What is extraordinary about nativity plays?”, I asked my twelve-year-old daughter. She 

replied without any hesitation, “It is a lie!” She then explained that we do not know 

whether Mary was actually riding on a donkey, or whether there were more than three 

kings, and even argued that those kings could not possibly have made it in time to see 

the new-born baby Jesus in the manger, having travelled for such a seemingly long 

distance by following a star. 

 

 I am glad that she realised these details, but I don’t want her to think that the nativity 

play is a complete lie, just like when she realised that Santa Clause was not for real. 

 

To me, the nativity play is like a compressed story of the actual historical events. If think 

of the gospels like a 3D pop-up card where we can appreciate the whole picture of this 

event from different perspectives, the nativity play is like the 3D card being folded back 

flat where we see the story being layered by different parts of the gospel accounts, and 

the time and space has also been compressed so as to convey the Christmas story that 

happened over 2000 years ago in a compact way. 

 

So, this year I have bought a 3D pop-up Christmas card for my daughter just to help her 

ponder on this most miraculous and extraordinary event as the card unfolds. What does 

the nativity play unfold to you? 

 



• Dec 17th   Chocolate Orange  
 

 
 

I am sure lots of families have things about which you say “Christmas wouldn’t be 
Christmas without …”  It may be that a chocolate orange is one such thing! It has been 
estimated that at one time it a chocolate orange was found in a tenth of British Christmas 
stockings!  As one of the old adverts said, “Tap it, unwrap it, 20 segments of orange 
flavoured chocolate”.  We are a bit like a chocolate orange.  We have segments of gifts 
which go to make up the people we are.  And we all have different gifts.  Many, but not 
all, are listed in 1 Corinthians chapter 12.  
 
I believe that just like with the chocolate orange, we have to tap into, and recognise, the 
gifts which have been given to us by God.  We don’t find that easy thought, because we 
somehow think that we are being big headed or boastful.  But God has given us these 
gifts by his grace and so surely, we have a responsibility to acknowledge that generosity.  
However the  pieces of chocolate orange, and our gifts, are no good whatsoever if we 
leave them wrapped up. For us to eat the segments, for us to use our gifts, we have to 
unwrap them.  
 
 And then of course, once unwrapped there is the potential to share, whether it be a 
segment of orange flavoured chocolate, or the gifts we have been given by God, which 
we can use to His glory. 
 
Each one, as a good manager of God’s different gifts, must use for the good of others 
the special gift he has received from God.  (1 Peter 4 v 9-10 Good News)  
 
Lord God, help us to recognise and tap into the gifts given to us; help us to unwrap them 
so that we can share them, to help bring about your Kingdom here on earth. Amen 

 

 



• Dec 18th   It’s a cracker 

 

 
 

I think the thing with crackers is that they’re great and awful at the same time!  
 
They are great in the sense that they are part of the table dressing, they are ‘festive’ and 
they are traditional. Of course you have a bit of fun, a toy and a joke, and you usually get 
a silly hat to wear too (if its fits on your head/doesn’t slide off!), which means the 
photographs each year are always good too! 
 
They are awful, especially when the ‘crack’ is a bit disappointing, or the jokes are groan 
inducing, or the toys are soon broken or pointless. Plus, and I am being completely 
honest here (okay, maybe I’m being a bit unfair, but only a bit...) they make a mess. They 
add to the expense and the waste of Christmas, and the rubbish clutters up the table 
meaning there is less space for pigs in blankets (or carrots wrapped in facon!).  
 
I guess they are an added extra rather than a ‘must buy’ - and IF we do, then please get 
some with good eco credentials - or make your own!?!! 
 
But the thing with crackers is that they aren’t just about that…  
 
Crackers hold the whole season and the entire Christmas story in one simple package; 

• They are something that you really need another person to share them with; it’s 
about being together.  

• They have a gift within them; there is joy contained in the things you find within.  
• They symbolise the anticipation and the surprise of the story; there is the journey 

and the waiting, and then the awe inducing way God breaks into the world. 
• They have within them a symbol of who the baby is; it’s not just a silly hat, it's a 

crown.  
We have crackers because the child at the centre of the story is the King of kings! That’s 
great, and it is awe-full. Hallelujah! 
 

 

 



• Dec 19th  Baa Humbug 

 

His account starts bleakly:  
“He carried his own low temperature always about with him; he iced his office in the  
dog-days, and didn’t thaw it one degree at Christmas. External heat and cold had little 
influence on Scrooge. No warmth could warm, not wintry weather chill him. No wind that 
blew was bitterer than he, no falling snow was more intent upon its purpose, no pelting 
rain less open to entreaty. Foul weather didn’t know where to have him.”  
(“Humbug” was the first word in my mind when charity shopping in October with a  
Christmas soundtrack in the shops!)  
 
But by the end of the story Scrooge is redeemed:  
“It was always said of him, that he knew how to keep Christmas well, if any man  

alive possessed the knowledge.” And we all know how it changed because we’ve seen 

the Muppets sing about it!  

Beyond his supernatural experiences and fear of the prophesy, there’s a lot to be  

said for Scrooge’s discovery of unconditional love in the midst of poverty in the  

Cratchet household, causing him to cast off his “Humbug” and aspire to live  

differently... If the Muppets have ever taught me anything, it’s the power of love and 

living differently!  

 

When I get to the point where I rediscover unconditional love in the midst of poverty 

around the manger I too cast off my “Humbug” and aspire to live differently... If Jesus has 

ever taught me anything, it’s the power of love and living differently!  “And so, as Tiny 

Tim observed, God bless Us, Every One!” 

 

 

 



• Dec 20th Radio Times 
 

 

 

When I was a child one of the highlights in the couple of weeks leading up to Christmas 

was going to get the almost sacred copy of the Radio Times. I would then sit, marker pen 

in hand and religiously go through each day, circling in fluorescent pink, the programs I 

had decided the family must watch. As I remember they didn’t seem to have much of a 

say in the matter.  

Every single day had at least one, often several, ‘must watch’ programs, all of which were 

being released for the very first time that Christmas. It might be a family film, a comedy, 

a quiz or even the Christmas Day Top of the Pops.  

Today it is almost a Christmas miracle if there is anything new and original on the telly 

box. And if there is, you can guarantee that by New Year’s day it will have been repeated 

endlessly on the innumerable catch up channels. 

 Back on that first Christmas, God’s festive show went very much under the radar and yet 

a closer look revealed it was in fact quite a spectacular performance. With a plot that 

included unexpected twists and turns, journeys, fantastic special effects, a set of down to 

earth characters whose humanity drew the audience in, some exotic overseas guests, a 

real life villain, some shepherd who weren’t about to have the wool pulled over their 

eyes and a musical soundtrack that was described by the initial press reviews as both 

heavenly and angelic, this was certainly the unexpected  treat of the season or indeed 

any season since.  

So when you get fed up of flicking through the channels trying to find something new and 

exciting, just remember that there is one Christmas blockbuster that never gets old, stale 

or boring. One we that we will never ever tire of having on repeat, this year and every 

year. 

 

 



• Dec 21st   Stockings & Socks 
 

 
 

When we were little, we always hung a pillow case and a sock on the end of our beds on 
Christmas Eve, and we always looked for the biggest sock so that Father Christmas could 
fit more in!  Socks are incredible things.   
 
No matter how careful I am to put pairs of socks into the washer, inevitably I am left with 
several odd ones once they have been washed, dried and sorted!  When there were four 
of us at home this was an awful lot of odd socks and so I would put them in a basket in 
the landing cupboard. Periodically we would have a game of “sock pairs” and try and 
match them up.  However, there were always one or two still alone without a partner.   
 
After two or three rounds of the game we would give up on them and throw them away. 
And of course, some of those we managed to pair up might end up alone again, back in 
the landing cupboard after their next wash! It’s a good job God doesn’t treat us like I 
treat my odd socks.   
 
When we are lost, or disengaged, God doesn’t put us in basket in the dark landing 
cupboard.  He looks for us so we can be reunited with him.  And he keeps on looking.  If 
we fall away again and get lost, he looks again.  And he doesn’t discard us after one or 
two chances.  
 
“Suppose one of you had a hundred sheep and lost one. Wouldn’t you leave the ninety-
nine in the wilderness and go after the lost one until you found it?” (Luke 15 v 4, The 
Message) 
 
We thank you God that you search for us when we are lost, time and time again! Amen 

 

 

 

 



• Dec 22nd   Debt  
 

 

The shops are brimming over with goodies to help make our Christmas ‘perfect’. Adverts 

on the TV attempt to tantalise our taste buds and our pockets with promises of what 

could potentially be a flawless festive occasion, as long we buy into that promised 

perfection. 

But there’s a price to pay (in more ways than one). Christmas comes with an expensive 

price tag and so many of us fall for it each year, spending far too much on presents that 

people don’t really want and food which goes in the bin because we have over ordered 

on cheese footballs, sprouts and goose fat smothered roast potatoes. 

People save for a whole year so that they can offer the perfect Christmas to those that 

they love and begin the New Year with a huge debt. Maybe this is you. 

The bible tells us in Romans 13 v 8 to ‘Owe nothing to anyone—except for your 

obligation to love one another’. If only life was that simple! This might not be a reality for 

us living in a society where credit is the norm, but it certainly is something to aspire to. 

Let’s try to be thankful for what we have and pray for all who begin 2022 worrying about 

the price they will have to pay for this season of goodwill.  

 

• Dec 23rd   Driving home for Christmas 
 

 

Now had I been writing this a few months ago in the midst of the fuel crisis, the prospect 

of driving anywhere, never mind home for Christmas, would have been an absurd notion. 

Come to think of it, this time last year, many people’s plans to go back home to be united 



with family and friends ground to a shuddering halt as the government’s Covid traffic 

lights changed from green to red overnight. 

The advent / nativity story is full of journeys, some geographical in nature, others not 

quite so. Mary going to see Elizabeth, the young couple complying with the census and 

going to Bethlehem (well in Luke’s account anyway), the Magi following a star, the 

shepherds racing down a hillside and let’s not forget the soldiers marching to find any 

new born boys under the age of 2. Then there are the internal journeys with Zechariah 

journeying into a world of silence, Joseph and Mary on a journey of faith and Anna and 

Simeon perhaps realising that the end of their journey was in sight. Literally in front of 

their eyes. 

During the past year, our journey towards this Christmas might have had moments when 

we might feel we have taken a wrong turn, been grounded, derailed, run aground or 

simply missed our stop (that’s exhausted all my travel related puns). So perhaps next 

year, let’s not rely on our own internal Sat Nav to try and get us to where we need to be. 

Let’s rely instead on Jesus, the one who is the way, the truth and the life 

 

• Dec 24th   Presents or Presence 

 

 
 

In what is without question my favourite Christmas song, ‘White wine in the sun’ sung by 

the extravagantly talented Tim Minchin, he reveals that when it comes to Christmas gifts  

 “I'm not expecting big presents 

The old combination of socks, jocks and chocolates 

Is just fine by me” 

www.youtube.com/watch?v=vWQuDtxD2-c 

I am in agreement with Tim, because the older I get the more I realise that I cannot say I 

miss or even remember many of the presents I was given at previous Christmases. But 

what I do remember and miss more than I can put into words is the presence of those 

who once gave me those gifts; my parents, grandparents and dear friends that are no 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=vWQuDtxD2-c


longer present. At least not in body anyway. I miss them and I remember the reason why 

we went to the time and trouble of buying each other gifts in the first place. Love. 

In Jesus of course we get both a present and a presence. A present from the God who 

loves us unconditionally, wrapped not in fancy festive paper, but to quote my least 

favourite Christmas song ‘meanly wrapped in swathing bands and in a manger laid’. And 

we also get presence, the presence of God, right there in the middle of the mess and the 

muddle, not displayed in a show of power and might but as a helpless baby. 

So this Christmas, if you are like me and up out of bed to unwrap the presents stacked 
under the Christmas tree long before dawn, perhaps just pause for a moment before 
attacking that wrapping paper in a frenzy, and consider the combined present and 
presence we are all offered at this time of year. 

• Dec 25th  The Queen’s speech 

 

Gifts have been given and unwrapped, family members are all present, the turkey (or 
vegetarian option) is being cooked, carved or even consumed, it’s 3pm on Christmas day 
and time for another Christmas tradition; the appearance on our TV screens of the two 
Queens. A little bit later it will be Steve McQueen, leaping over barbed wire fences on a 
motor bike in The Great Escape, a film that seems to have been on every Christmas I can 
remember. 

But proceeding that, there is of course the Queen and her Christmas message . A word 
from the reigning monarch of this United Kingdom, beamed straight into our homes, 
straight into our living rooms, almost as if she was sat there with us, speaking directly to 
us. One to one. 

And whilst the lives and lifestyles of other royals might cause us to raise more than one 
eyebrow, the Queen, as head of the Church of England, always seems to offer us a 
calming presence, one that gives a message of hope, a message of joy, a message that is 
positive and looks forward to the future with enthusiasm and determination 

Perhaps at Christmas as we listen to the Queen’s Christmas message, we might pause to 
think about how the ruler of a very different sort of kingdom spoke to the world just over 
two millennia ago, with ‘The Word’ becoming flesh and coming to dwell amongst us. The 
Living Word allowing us all a chance to glimpse of the character and nature of God, 



appearing as a helpless and vulnerable child, born to a young family whose lives had been 
thrown upside down. A word that continues to speak to us today in and through our 
scriptures, offering us a lamp for our feet, a light for our way and a road map out of the 
darkness 

Unlike Steve McQueen, we do not need a 1961 Triumph TR6 Trophy to escape our 
imprisonment, because God has provided us with a vehicle of a very different nature 
through which we can escape all that keeps us trapped, oppressed and held prisoner.              
For whereas Steve McQueen needed a motorbike to fashion his great escape, all that we 
need to break truly free is just to believe in the one who will really allow us to take a leap 
of faith. 

 

• Dec 26th Family  
 

 

When I was growing up Christmas Day meant lots of things, but one of the most obvious 

ones was that we would have more people in our dining room that day than on any other 

day in the year, with the possible exception of Boxing Day when even more relatives 

might appear. When Peter Kay used to do a routine about emergency chairs, with people 

sat around the dinner table at various heights on every chair gathered from around the 

house, he was describing the scene in our house at Christmas. 

As I grew older, there came a point where the number of family members I saw at 

Christmas doubled. There was one exception to this rule, which was the year my car 

radiator exploded on the M62 between Manchester and Leeds on Christmas Day and I 

spent longer with a nice man from the AA than anyone else.   

But once we were married, but before I was a minister, the week of Christmas usually 

became something approaching a military style operation. We would have two sets of 

parents to visit, and various social occasions with siblings, Aunties, Uncles and cousins 

along the way, before we would try and return home in time to celebrate New Year with 

friends.  

I guess for many people, your experience of Christmas will be similar. Many people will 

have felt it very keenly last year when coronavirus meant that we could not spend 



Christmas with our families. I hope like me you will have very fond memories of these 

times together and will perhaps be able to see your loved ones this year. 

But we must also recognise that for many others a happy family Christmas is at best a 

dim and distant memory. Christmas can be one of the hardest times of the year for so 

many people. It can be a time when we feel the loss of loved ones so deeply or when 

broken relationships leave us feeling desperately alone. For the marginalised and 

homeless people on our city streets, who have no home to visit, I cannot really 

comprehend how difficult Christmas must be. 

But what I do know is that the message of Christmas that we find in Luke’s gospel, is one 

that resonates not only in the midst of our family celebrations, but in the harshest 

circumstances of our lives. As the angel appeared to the shepherds, a group marginalised 

and cast aside by the rest of society, we hear these words (Luke 2: 10-11): 

The angel said to them, “Do not be afraid; for see—I am bringing you good news of great 

joy for all the people: 11 to you is born this day in the city of David a Saviour, who is the 

Messiah, the Lord.”   

• Dec 27th Left overs 
 

 
 

The ad-hoc menus of the days following the Christmas feast provide some of my 

favourite meals of the whole year.  The gathered family creating a giant bubble and 

squeak with the leftover vegetables with the joy of added ingredients like ham and 

turkey along with the suggestions of pickles and mayonnaise and anything else anyone 

proposes and you end up with a hotch-potch of wonderful flavours all on one plate.  No-

one would ever plan this meal, but there is great joy in eating it.   

But as the days go on and the best bits are consumed, I find that I yearn for some plain 

fare.  I really do not want the remains of the Yule log, curried turkey is not my thing and 

the large block of stilton seems less delicious than a week ago.  Before long, it seems a 

kindness to oneself and the fridge to clear away the final leftovers and resume a normal 

diet. 



A lot of stories of Jesus involve food and gathering for meals.  We rarely know what is 

being consumed and there is little mention of leftovers.  Perhaps the nearest one is when 

the Syrophoenician Woman (Mark 7: 24-30) mentions that the dogs can eat the crumbs 

under the table when she is begging Jesus to heal her daughter.  Her intervention unlocks 

in Jesus the knowledge that his ministry is for everyone and not just the Jewish people.  

Jesus recognises that there are plenty of leftovers and everyone can come to God’s table 

As we come to the end of the Christmas season, as we discard the remaining leftovers, 

are you able open your hearts to those who need something.  It might be acceptance, 

hope, a listening ear or something completely different.  It probably involves inviting 

someone to come to God’s table to join the feast that he has prepared for us all.  

Whatever you can offer, if you give it in Jesus’ name  you will be sharing in the banquet 

God has provided.  

 

• Dec 28th Christmas Walk 

 

I wonder how many of us wake up a few days after Christmas and vow that we will never 
ever over indulge as much again. Reliable sources inform me that the average weight 
gain over the Christmas period is approx 8lbs. That’s the equivalent of a healthy new 
born baby. So even before many of us have made our annual resolution to hit the gym 
(maybe for six weeks max) we sign up for the Christmas walk, or if you are feeling more 
energetic, the Christmas run.  

Driven on by a physical, moral and perhaps even spiritual prodding, we wrap up in 101 
layers and head out to the nearest park, woodland, canal path or for the less committed, 
the local pub. A chance to blow off a few cobwebs, get some fresh air into our lungs and 
stretch muscles that haven’t been stretched in ages. 

As we walk, we talk. As we talk, we share. As we share, we learn. As we learn, we 
understand. As we understand, we appreciate. As we appreciate, we value. As we value 
we trust. As we trust, we realise that should another more strenuous, unfamiliar walk be 
offered then we would be happy to tag along, perhaps not as the leader but certainly as 
one of the group.  



Perhaps a bit like the way the disciples, walked, talked, shared, learned, understood, 
appreciated, valued, trusted and then were happy to follow Jesus. Follow him wherever 
that journey might take them, irrespective of what lay ahead of them. Knowing that as 
they did so, Jesus would be with them every single step of the way. 

So as we worry about shedding the 8lbs or so that has miraculously accumulated around 
our waists in the space of a few days, just stop and give thanks for the new born baby 
who at the end of his life would volunteer to walk alone to that lonely cross and take the 
weight of the world on his shoulders, so that we wouldn’t have to. 

 

• Dec 29th  Dead batteries  
 

 
 

When I was a child, shops were closed on Boxing Day, and if it ever fell on a Saturday, 
shops would be closed on the following Sunday too, and so if we ran out of batteries, 
well it was just tough.  We couldn’t go to the shop, we couldn’t order next day delivery 
from anywhere on the internet, we just had to cope.  Now, all is a rush, toys and gadgets 
come with chargers and spare batteries, nothing will ever run out.   
 
But people aren’t plug-in-able. Tired, families are rushing around, shopping, preparing, 
trying to find the money to buy this or that, and when they get to Boxing Day, the 
batteries in the toys may not have run out, but the human batteries may well have!  We 
need to pace ourselves, to not get so caught up in the Christmas shopping season, that 
we forget that this is the birth-of-Christ-season.  We need to take care of ourselves, and 
to remember to pace ourselves so that the meaning of Advent and Christmas can still 
reach us as we work towards the celebration of Christmas day.   
 
Toys and batteries get used up, lost, thrown away after the next new thing comes out, 
but Christ is never used up, there is no next thing to come after him because Christ is the 
way, the truth and the life.  Our batteries may run down, we feel drained and unable to 
continue, but when our trust is in the baby born at Christmas, our Saviour Jesus, we can 
recharge our batteries with him, he will guide us and fill us up again, so we are renewed 
refreshed and revitalised.  And, if you are already lamenting that Christmas is gone once 
again and you miss the fun and the parties – don’t worry – there’s only 360 days until 
next Christmas! 



• Dec 30th It’s broken! 

 

‘It’s broken!’...a cry that echoes around many a household in the aftermath of Christmas, 
as toys, games and other recently bought items break, shatter or just stop working.            
In a world of throw away items, fast fashion and disposable bargains, The Repair Shop, 
shows how in the hands of a dedicated team of craftsmen and women, the bruised, the 
battered and sometimes the downright broken can be restored and made beautiful 
again. Through a back story we come to learn of how the item has ended up in the sorry 
state that it is. To us it might look worthless but there is an obvious emotional connection 
between the creator, the current custodian and now the repairer, that draws us all in 

For those tasked with carrying out the sometimes costly repair, there is no judgement, 
nothing is too difficult, no story is undeserving of being heard, no current custodian 
deemed too unworthy of their undivided attention and no problem to big that it can't be 
solved. And for me that rings bells with our Christian faith narrative and the story of 
Jesus. 
 
We know that we’re a broken world full of bruised and battered individuals. We know 
that our relationship with our creator and creation is not what it should be. We know 
that we need something or perhaps ‘someone’ to repair the damage caused by years of 
neglect.  

God planned to repair us, to restore us, to revitalize us through the birth, life, ministry, 
death and resurrection of Jesus, taking what was broken, tainted, full of despair and 
redeem it, create wholeness, wash away the stain of sin to give us all hope for a better 
brighter future. 

Just as the door of the barn where The Repair Shop is set is always open to those looking 
for restoration, so a glimpse through the open door of the place where Jesus was born, 
offers all of us a tantalising glimpse of the one who can not only restore but also redeem. 
Because at Christmas, although nobody quite realised it at the time, the repair process 
had just begun. 

 


