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Holy Innocents 

On this day when we recall the murder of innocent lives, let 

us stand before our just and holy God, and remembering the 

violence and injustice of our world, confess our sins in 

penitence and faith. 

You are the God of the weak and the vulnerable. 

Lord, have mercy. 

Lord, have mercy. 

You judge the tyrant and the cruel. 

Christ, have mercy. 

Christ, have mercy. 

You wipe away the tears of the broken-hearted. 

Lord, have mercy. 

Lord, have mercy. 

Matthew 2:13-18 

Now after they had left, an angel of the Lord appeared to 

Joseph in a dream and said, ‘Get up, take the child and his 

mother, and flee to Egypt, and remain there until I tell you; for 

Herod is about to search for the child, to destroy him.’ 

Then Joseph got up, took the child and his mother by night, 

and went to Egypt, and remained there until the death of 

Herod. This was to fulfil what had been spoken by the Lord 

through the prophet, ‘Out of Egypt I have called my son.’ 

When Herod saw that he had been tricked by the wise men, 

he was infuriated, and he sent and killed all the children in 

and around Bethlehem who were two years old or under, 

according to the time that he had learned from the wise 
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men. Then was fulfilled what had been spoken through the 

prophet Jeremiah: 

‘A voice was heard in Ramah, wailing and loud lamentation, 

Rachel weeping for her children; she refused to be consoled, 

because they are no more.’ 

This is the word of the Lord 

Thanks be to God 

Slide show: Jesus was a refugee 

My name is Jesus, son of Joseph, son of David, son of 

Abraham. This is my family. 

This is Bethlehem where I was born. Bethlehem was my 

home. Now it is not my home. 

We can visit it, but it is not safe to stay for long. Not 

while the son of BAD King Herod sits on the throne. 

When we visit Bethlehem I play with the girls. There are 

no boys my age in Bethlehem. 

The women in Bethlehem are sad. My aunties cry a lot 

when they see me. 

My name is Jesus. I am a refugee. 

My name is Joseph, son of Jacob, son of David, son of Abraham. 

This is my wife Mary and our son Jesus. I am a refugee. Let me 

tell you our story 
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When our son was small, wise men came. They said our son would 

be king. They gave him gifts of gold, frankincense and precious 

myrrh. 

One night, an angel spoke to me in a dream. 

“Get up! Grab your son, go to Egypt!  King Herod is looking for 

your boy. He wants to kill him!” 

We fled. We hid … We walked and we walked . . . To Egypt 
Welcome to Border Security Mr Joseph. So, you wish to enter 

Egypt? If we can just review your documents. 

It says here that you are Joseph son of Jacob. But it says here 

you are Joseph son of Heli. What is your father’s name? Tell 

me, who are you Mr Joseph? 

You say you’re from Bethlehem, but it says here you’re from 

Nazareth. Where do you really come from Mr Joseph? 

Did you say this woman is your wife and this boy is your son?  

But the dates on these two certificates are a little irregular. Is 

this really your family Mr Joseph? 

Gold, frankincense and precious myrrh! I'll look after these 

for you. Welcome to Egypt Mr Joseph. 

Then one night, the angel returned and spoke to me in a dream. 

“Get up! Grab your son, go back to Israel!  King Herod is dead.” 

We left Egypt. We walked . . . and we walked . . . to Bethlehem.  
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But it still wasn’t safe to stay in Bethlehem. So we walked and 

walked to Nazareth in Galilee. 

Nazareth is now our home. My name is Joseph, this is my wife 

Mary and our son Jesus. Do not forget, never forget, Jesus was 

a refugee. 

Prayers 

Heavenly Father, whose children suffered at the hands of 

Herod, though they had done no wrong: by the suffering of 

your Son and by the innocence of our lives, frustrate all evil 

designs and establish your reign of justice and peace; 

through Jesus Christ your Son our Lord, who is alive and 

reigns with you, in the unity of the Holy Spirit, one God, now 

and for ever.  Amen. 

Dear God:  

The newspaper brings nothing new, only an old, old story of 

war — more bombing, more shooting, more bloodshed, more 

families wailing a funeral song. 

Against the backdrop of brutal images, we hear the old, old 

story of an angel with good news, who brought good tidings 

of great joy for all people. 

Angel of Bethlehem, we long to hear your song again this day. 

 We want good tidings for countries in crisis. 

 We want good tidings for soldiers caught in webs of 

violence. 
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 We want good tidings for terrorists whose actions spread 

fear and anguish. 

 We want good tidings for all who grieve, and who see no 

end to grieving. 

 We want good tidings for children who long to inherit a 

country where peace has blossomed. 

Jesus, our Saviour, you escaped Herod's best-laid plans. 

May your Spirit of peace be born again this year in the hearts 

of all who work for peace. Amen. 

Gathering our prayers and praises into one, let us pray with 

confidence as our Saviour has taught us. 

Our Father, who art in heaven, hallowed be thy name; thy 

kingdom come; thy will be done; on earth as it is in 

heaven. Give us this day our daily bread. And forgive us 

our trespasses, as we forgive those who trespass 

against us. And lead us not into temptation; but deliver 

us from evil. For thine is the kingdom, the power and the 

glory, for ever and ever. Amen. 

Lord God, the bright splendour whom the nations seek: may 

we who with the wise men have been drawn by your light 

discern the glory of your presence in your Son, the Word 

made flesh, Jesus Christ our Lord. Amen. 

Keep us, good Lord, under the shadow of your mercy. Sustain 

and support the anxious, be with those who care for the sick, 

and lift up all who are brought low; that we may find comfort 

knowing that nothing can separate us from your love in Christ 

Jesus our Lord. Amen.  

Hymn: Deep in the darkness a starlight is gleaming  
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Coventry carol – arr. David Ogden 

Lully, lulla, thou little tiny child,  

By by, lully lullay, thou little tiny child, 

By by, lully lullay. 

1 O sisters too, 

 How may we do 

 For to preserve this day? 

 This poor youngling, 

 For whom we sing, 

 By by, lully lullay!  

2 Herod, the king, 

 In his raging, 

 Chargèd he hath this day 

 His men of might, 

 In his own sight, 

 All young children to slay. 

3 That woe is me, 

 Poor child for thee! 

 And ever morn and may, 

 For thy parting 

 Neither say nor sing 

 By by, lully lullay! 

 Chorus  

Pageant of the Shearmen and Tailors, Coventry (15th 

century) 



8 

 

  

 

 

Copyright 

The slide show is copyright © Lost Sheep Resources Pty 

Ltd, PO Box 3191  UNLEY  SA  5061  AUSTRALIA.  

The Coventry Carol was reproduced from the Church of 

England website under the Creative Commons Attribution-

NonCommercial-NoDerivatives 4.0 International License, 

and broadcast under St Luke’s Church Copyright Licence 

5059932-03-4761. To view a copy of the creative commons 

license, visit http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nc-

nd/4.0/ or send a letter to Creative Commons, PO Box 1866, 

Mountain View, CA 94042, USA. 

The final hymn was recorded by Judy Ford. Words © Jan 

Berry. Music JF Thrupp (1827-67)) 

The liturgy is from Common Worship © The Church of 

England.  
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