
   

CHRISTMAS MORNING 

 

Charles Dickens, along with Prince Albert, is often credited with the invention of 

the MODERN CHRISTMAS (if you can call Victorian Modern!), a Christmas of 

smiling charity and conspicuous consumption. As I wrote in last weekend’s 

Newsletter, Christmas has not begun for me until I have read A Christmas Carol. It 

is full of rich and varied characters in such a short novel. It is a story full of 

contrasts: of miserliness and generosity; despair and hope; want and plenty. 

Perhaps the greatest contrast is that between the meagre Christmas table of the 

family Cratchit and the “throne” of the Ghost of Christmas Present – the second 

ghost to visit Ebenezer Scrooge. The Cratchit’s Christmas goose, boiled potatoes 

and pudding are rich fayre compared to their usual meagre rations; but the 

second Christmas ghost’s table reminds us of a Harrods food hall: 

 

 “Heaped up…were turkeys, geese, game, poultry, brawn, great joints of meat, 

sucking pigs, long wreaths of sausages, mince pies, plum-puddings, barrels of 

oysters, red-hot chestnuts…and seething bowls of punch”. 

 

But Dickens never loses touch with reality. Beneath the robes of the ghost are two 

children: 

 

 “wretched, abject, frightful, hideous, miserable…a stale and shrivelled hand, like 

that of age had pinched and twisted them”. 

 

Dickens names the two children as IGNORENCE & WANT; and his vivid 

portraits of Victorian poverty were used in Soviet/Russian schools as evidence of 

the failure of capitalism. Today, the images of wizened, deprived, and starving 

children haunt us daily, as TV journalists expose us to the horrors of war-torn 



   

countries, where famine, flood, and disease are the norm. We are experiencing 

peaks of child poverty even in our own land. 

 

More appalling than anything that Dickens could have ever imagined are the 

institutions for children in Romania & Albania; the street children of South 

American cities living in sewers; and the Russian practice – still in force – of 

diagnosing orphans as mentally ill or subnormal, condemned to a life of utter 

misery. 

 

They are no worse than we are: they are simply human, born in the wrong place 

at the wrong time. Easy for me to say, having dressed my turkey before I came 

out, which will cook slowly until perfection. 

 

CHRISTMAS has a way of restoring the eternal dimension, of putting the 

problems of life in perspective. Many of the great evils of our so-called Modern 

Age, were the experience of Jesus and his parents: Homelessness, social rejection, 

fears of persecution, lack of basic medical care at birth and in infancy, amongst 

others. 

 

The celebration of the birth of Jesus is not to be experienced by the sweet 

sentimentality of TV tinsel and chocolate heaven from Thorntons; it is not in the 

sumptuous feasting and its gastronomic fall-out, that we recall the wonder of the 

Word made flesh. It is in the celebration of a new age, a new era (AD); the dawn 

of God’s final plan for the restoration of the human race. The dawn of Christmas 

day in Bethlehem some 2021 years ago was the dawn of the last days of this 

world, when we would no longer experience fear or doubt; when God would 

tread before us the way of joy and sadness, when we could see God face to face in 



   

Jesus. Today in the crib we gaze on him as a baby, but we gaze upon the One who 

is our Redeemer, our Saviour, our way out of all that separates us from God. 

 

When we gaze into the crib today, just like those first shepherds, we see the One 

who created the stars and far off galaxies, who changed the old order of sin and 

death. Instead of passing by like those without hope, let us echo in our hearts the 

words from that great Christmastide hymn, CHRISTIANS AWAKE: 

 

 Trace we the Babe, who hath retrieved our loss, 

From his poor manger to his bitter cross; 

 Then we may hope, the angelic thrones among, 

 To sing, redeemed, a glad triumphant song. 


