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St Beuno’s Outreach in the Diocese of Wrexham, UK 
wishes you a Blessed Christmas and a Happy New Year.

‘The Surprising One continues to come, 
entering the world in endless disguise …’ 
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Emmanuel: God-with-us 
 

When peaceful silence lay over all,  
and night had run half of her swift course,  

your all-powerful Word, O Lord,  
    leaped down from heaven.  Wisdom 18: 14 –15 

CHRISTMASTIDE WITH  

ST BEUNO’S OUTREACH 2022–23 

 



A t last, the preparations to celebrate the 

birth of Jesus in a fitting manner are 

done – whether you’ve been rushed off your 

feet in the run-up to Christmas, or found 

time to be quietly prayerful and 

contemplative.  

   However it’s been for you, our annual  

St Beuno’s Outreach Christmas leaflet now 

offers an opportunity to ponder the mystery 

of the God who is ‘with us’, the God who is 

revealed in us, and the gifts he brings.  

    Use the leaflet to help you spend time 

with the Christmas story, watching it unfold through the eyes of those who 

were there: Mary, Joseph, the shepherds, the angels, the wise men. The 

Scriptural texts and images are complemented this year by a poem entitled 

‘The Many disguises of Emmanuel’ by Sr Joyce Rupp OSM. It helps us 

ponder the varied guises in which Emmanuel, God-with-us, is present 

among us today in the forgotten, the despised and the rejected.        

As you reflect, you may also like to follow this often quoted wise advice: 

 ‘Pray as you can and not as you can’t.’  
       Dom John Chapman OSB 

Some days you may feel all you can do is to snatch a quick prayer based on a 

line or a phrase from the Gospel, or to consider one of the pictures as you 

go about your daily activities. Other days you may be able to spend quality 

time meditating on the mystery of the Incarnation, and this ‘leap from 

heaven’ which changed everything for ever: for you, for us all. Either way, 

we invite you to celebrate with joy God’s love, peace and hope, which 

came into the world at the birth of Jesus, our Emmanuel.  

Image credit: American, artist unknown (c.1810–30), Baby in a Red Chair  
From the Abby Aldrich Rockefeller Collection; Gift of David Rockefeller  

The Epiphany of the Lord,  6 January 2023 

Gospel  Matthew 2: 1–12 (abridged) 

A fter Jesus had been born at Bethlehem in Judaea during the reign of 

King Herod, some wise men came to Jerusalem from the east.  

Herod summoned the wise men to see him privately. Having listened to 

what the king had to say, they set out. And there in front of them was the 

star they had seen rising; it went forward, and halted over the place where 

the child was. The sight of the star filled them with delight, and going into 

the house they saw the child with his mother Mary, and falling to their knees 

they did him homage. Then, opening their treasures, they offered him gifts 

of gold and frankincense and myrrh. But they were warned in a dream not 

to go back to Herod, and returned to their own country by a different way. 

As I come to my prayer today, perhaps for a few moments I let this 
Christmastide re-play in my mind’s eye. What do I notice?  
Where did I feel closest to God? Where did I feel most challenged?  
What were the joys? Maybe there were also moments of regret?  
Eventually, I turn to the text, and read through it slowly, noticing where my 
attention is drawn. 
Perhaps I go with the wise men to Bethlehem, and witness their amazement as 
the star halts over a stable. Surely this wasn’t what they were expecting to find? 
Wasn’t it meant to be ‘royal robes, a messiah enthroned with elegance’?  
What on earth would Herod want with a child born in a place like this?  
I follow them into the stable. What do I notice now as they as they fall to their 
knees before Jesus, offering him their precious gifts? 
I pause and ponder.  
What do I bring to lay at his feet in homage? How do I feel?  
As I watch the wise men begin their journey home by a different way, I realise 
that they have been changed by their encounter.  
They now know that they will meet the Lord again, hidden in ‘endless disguise’ in 
people they might previously have ‘ignored or criticized’.  
Again I pause and ponder.  
What has touched my heart as, once again, I have witnessed Jesus’s coming into 
this world through the eyes of those who were there? 
I pray, using my own words, for the strength and courage to use the gifts and 
skills that I have been given to help everyone I meet see that God, our 
Emmanuel, is truly with us.  
 



JesusMAFA, The Three Wise Men (1973) 
 

JESUS MAFA, from Art in the Christian Tradition,  
a project of the Vanderbilt Divinity Library, Nashville, TN  

Original source: www.librairie-emmanuel.fr  

The Many Disguises of Emmanuel 

E mmanuel, God-with-us, 

long awaited, eagerly anticipated, 

delicious dreams of royal robes, 

a messiah enthroned with elegance. 

False notions and easily accepted illusions. 

A few open ones, full of surprises, 

heard the fresh, full cry of life 

echoed in the uninhabited haven, 

the only place ready for a birth that was ripe. 

Shepherds, sages, and scribes, 

drawn by angels and stars, 

discovered this divine simplicity, 

then hurried from the hillside 

with news that amazed them all. 

But many years later the cry goes unheard, 

stifled in the roar of unyielding opinions, 

submerged in the noise of hasty judgements, 

masked in the false folds of cultural glimmer. 

The Surprising One continues to come, 

entering the world in endless disguise, 

concealed in those we have never forgiven, 

secreted in the hearts of people we despise, 

found in the rejected and unacceptable, 

hidden in the ones we ignore and criticize. 

 Joyce Rupp, Out of the Ordinary (2000) 

Image credit: Gerard David, Triptych of Jan Des Trompes (1505) 
Wikimedia Commons, public domain  



Giotto (d.1337), Nativity (detail), Fresco in the Lower Church, Assisi  
Wikimedia Commons: public domain  

Mary, Holy Mother of God, 1 January 2023 

Luke 2: 15–20 
 

N ow when the angels had gone from them into heaven, the shepherds 

said to one another, ‘Let us go to Bethlehem and see this thing that 

has happened which the Lord has made known to us’. So they hurried away 

and found Mary and Joseph, and the baby lying in the manger. When they 

saw the child they repeated what they had been told about him, and 

everyone who heard it was astonished at what the shepherds had to say.  

As for Mary, she treasured all these things and pondered them in her heart. 

And the shepherds went back glorifying and praising God for all they had 

heard and seen; it was exactly as they had been told. 

By now I may have a little more time to sit quietly and contemplate the scripture 
passage the Church has chosen for me on this first day of the New Year. 
Slowly, I take a few deep breaths, come to quiet and read the text above.  
Who or what draws my attention?  

Maybe it is Mary, the one who has been so actively involved in the story and yet 
from whom we have not heard a word. 
I consider her situation silently for a while, perhaps bringing to mind all the 
events which have led to her bringing the baby Jesus to birth. 

In time, I may feel moved to speak with her: 
‘How are you feeling at the moment Mary?  
Was your labour difficult?  
How did you feel when you first heard the baby cry?’ 

I listen to her. What does she tell me she treasures?  

I reflect on what it means to me today to experience these events through her 
eyes, and thank God for the birth of every child.  

With you, Mary, I ponder in my heart the fate of all those who, like you, have 
been marginalised, not accepted by society: the homeless, the refugee, the 
mentally ill, the elderly, those suffering with dementia. I pray that they will 
encounter the Lord coming towards them in disguise: in food bank volunteers, 
refuge charity workers, care givers ... 

Before I go, I thank you, Mary, mother of my God. You are indeed ‘blessed 
among women, and blessed is the fruit of thy womb, Jesus’. 

 



Maryna Solomennykova, Kyivan Madonna (digital painting: tubik shop, 2022) 
Inspired by a photo of a mother and child hiding from missile strikes in the Kyiv underground 

Digital image used through Creative Market licence for non-commercial reproduction 

‘Mother is the name for God in the lips and hearts of little children’ 
William Makepeace Thackeray (1811–63) 

The Nativity of the Lord, 25 December 2022 

Gospel   Luke 2: 8–14 
 

I n the countryside close by there were shepherds who lived in the fields and 

took it in turns to watch their flocks during the night. The angel of the 

Lord appeared to them and the glory of the Lord shone round them. They 

were terrified, but the angel said, ‘Do not be afraid. Listen, I bring you news 

of great joy, a joy to be shared by the whole people. Today in the town of 

David a saviour has been born to you; he is Christ the Lord. And here is a sign 

for you: you will find a baby wrapped in swaddling clothes and lying in a 

manger.’ And suddenly with the angel was a great throng of the heavenly 

host, praising God and singing: 

‘Glory to God in the highest heaven, and peace to all who enjoy his favour’. 

I come to spend some quiet time with the Lord. Maybe I have the luxury of a 
candle and a crib to help me visualise the events of that special night.  
Or maybe I rely on my imagination and my memories of previous years. 

I read the text above, perhaps several times, before putting it aside. 

I may find myself being present in the scene, next to the shepherds.  
I look around, what do I see?  
I smell the grass, the sheep. I feel the roughness of the shepherd’s staff.  
I hear the shuffling of animals, the barking of dogs. 

Then suddenly, I see the angel of the Lord and the light changing in the sky. 
How do I react? Am I fearful, like the shepherds, or amazed, or ...? 
I hear the angel’s comforting words, news of peace and joy.  
As I pause for a moment to take this all in, the singing starts. What is it like? 
Perhaps it’s a tune I know well, or one I’ve never heard before. 

I focus again on the angel’s words: a baby, in a manger, a Saviour, Christ the 
Lord. Could it be that God has chosen to come to earth in disguise, where we 
least expect him?  
Can he really have come in such simple surroundings, as a helpless baby,  
he who is so Almighty?  
In what way is this a joyful event? I ponder. 

Eventually, I come back to the here and now, still carrying all these events in 
my heart, thankful that I was there, with the shepherds and the angel, perhaps 
better able now to share this great joy with all around me.  
‘Glory to God in the highest ...’  



Kelly Latimore, La Sagrada Familia (2016) 
kellylatimoreicons.com  

Digital image used by kind permission of the artist for non-commercial reproduction 

The Feast of the Holy Family, 26 December 2022 

Matthew 2: 13–15, 19–21 

A fter the wise men had left, the angel of the Lord appeared to Joseph in 

a dream and said, ‘Get up, take the child and his mother with you, and 

escape into Egypt, and stay there until I tell you, because Herod intends to 

search for the child and do away with him’. So Joseph got up and, taking the 

child and his mother with him, left that night for Egypt, where he stayed 

until Herod was dead. This was to fulfil what the Lord had spoken through 

the prophet: ‘I called my son out of Egypt’. 

    After Herod’s death, the angel of the Lord appeared in a dream to Joseph 

in Egypt and said, ‘Get up, take the child and his mother with you and go 

back to the land of Israel, for those who wanted to kill the child are dead’. 

So Joseph got up and, taking the child and his mother with him, went back to 

the land of Israel. 

I settle myself, and let my breathing gently slow down as I become still in 
whatever way works best for me.  

When I am ready, I read slowly through the text, picturing the scene as Joseph 
awakes from his dream.  

What do I see on his face? Confusion … disbelief … fear… doubt …?  
I watch him as he catches sight of Mary, with Jesus cradled in her arms, 
knowing at once there is nothing he wouldn’t do to protect them.  
What do I see on his face now? Determination … love … resolve … fear …? 
Perhaps there is something I want to say to Joseph, something I want to ask him 
as the reality of what is to come hits him? 

As I ponder Joseph’s situation, my thoughts may turn to the thousands in our 
world today who are uprooted and forced to flee from persecution, rejection, 
hatred, and violence. What lies ahead for them as they make their way towards 
my village, my town, my city? Concern, care and welcome? Or exploitation, 
suspicion, and exclusion?  

How do I respond as I recognise Jesus in disguise in the faces of those whose 
only desire is to keep their families safe from harm?  

Perhaps this brings to mind my own family.  
What hopes, fears and dreams do I have for them in the year ahead?  

I turn to the Lord who is with me, and speak to him from the depths of my 
heart, praying for the needs of all families. Our Father … 


