December 11th 2011   Family Worship   Christmas Tree Stories

The Christmas Tree ornaments tell their stories. One child dressed to match the ornament and another to read the poem and help the wee one put the ornament on the tree

The Bird,

In March I was singing in a tree

outside a house that welcomed me 

with corn and seed in a little dish

the place fulfilled my every wish

The mate and I were building a nest

that we would soon put to the test

with eggs to hatch and chicks to feed.

There was anger in the house

shouting, crying then quiet as a mouse

a young girl fled up to the tree

silent tears from her eyes ran free

she sat down under the blossoming cherry

full of woe when she always was merry

I didn’t like to see such sorrow

On my branch I started to sing

and into my song came the joy of Spring

the hope of new life blossoming forth

that follows the warmth from south to north

and melts the icy grip of sorrow

promising a bright and new tomorrow

Mary heard the song and wept no more.

The Mouse

Mice are not welcome wherever we go

from every place we only hear “No”

you cannot come in and eat all our grain

and make a mess all for no gain

stay outside you furry pests

you’ll go somewhere else to build your nests

Nobody wants us around

We crept around in the dead of night

to the stable where we thought we might

be able to sneak into the straw

and stay outside the pussycat’s maw

safe from the cold, out of the way

surely no one would see us under the hay

but the stable was full already.

The manger was full of a strange new light

from a baby it came, golden and bright

his parents were sitting in shock by his bed

until his cries told them that he needed fed

what was that light that came from this child

why did the ringing of bells sound so wild?

we waited to see what came next

The Angel

A long time I’ve waited for this day to come

Ages have passed since God’s plan was begun

Watching as all that he tried came to naught

falling apart though with strength it was wrought

this time the plan was a different kind

a desperate gamble our God took to find

Two people who’d trust what he said

Mary and Joseph came travelling down

the road from their home to Bethlehem town

nothing had happened the way that it should 

there was no room for them and there was no food

only a stable behind the warm inn

the building was draughty, the straw it was thin

Then in the night he was born

I sang in the choir lighting up the night sky

we sang for the shepherds and told them all why

we sent them to Bethlehem knowing that they

would listen to all that our God had to say

we sang for the wonder of all that we’d seen

a bridge built from heaven to earth and between

the two we were hovering in joy.

The Star

Nobody noticed me out in the dark

others were brighter and easier to mark

I burned away quietly finding my way

to survive through the eons without burning away

and then there was turmoil and roiling of gas

my inward collapse towards infinite mass

was arrested by power beyond gravity

A corona of light leapt out over the years

brightening the sky and igniting some fears

on a small planet I’d never noticed before

astronomers saw it and pondered some more

then decided that this was a sign beyond all

My light was their chance to answer a call

and travel down new roads unknown

On camels they travelled through mountain and moor

their journey was long and their hostels were poor

they followed my light to the city of David

once they’d found that King Herod didn’t see it as they did

in the stable they found that their judgement was true

as they worshipped the Lord born for me and for you

then they left for their home full of joy.

Penguin

I wasn’ t at Bethlehem so long ago

I belong in the white south upon an ice floe

dodging the orcas and leopard seals too

or living the high life at Edinburgh Zoo

Yet something about me speaks volumes it seems

card designers and children don’t know what it means

but I think I do in my heart

I live where the cold of the night lasts so long

and we huddle together , ignoring the song

of the howling wind calling us out to the edge

when we know that we live on the narrowest ledge

of survival, and hope in our feathery hearts

that the sun will come back  to where it all starts

and light up our world once again.

Even the darkest of winters must break

at the end of the darkness the sun must awake

each new generation knows that light will revive

the life that is battened down dark to survive

Use us as examples of waiting and hoping

doing what we must to make sure we are coping

with all that life throws at us. 

The Bell

At midnight on each Christmas Eve

the beadle must their comfort leave

and go outside to ring the bell

and let it Christmas tidings tell

across the town and down the hill

as hearts and eyes and memories fill

with tears of joy

My noisy joy shouts out the message

marking too each old year’s passage

The baby is born, the angels sing

and above it all the church bells ring

that bell repeats another call

that lies within the hearts of all

who wait in faith.

Come out and join the angel host

the shepherds, kings and those who most

desire to praise the God whose son

our past has healed our future won

Sing the carols, shout the joy

live the life each girl and boy

open your hearts and minds to see

let earth find its destiny

of peace and goodwill freedom and light

beginning on this Christmas night.

