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Wisdom Story 

Expect Something Good 
Rev. John Taylor 

     The season of Advent is 

a time of affirming that 

something good is going to 

happen, and it is going to 

happen to us. It arrives none to soon. 

     All year we have heard those who 

predict doom. They of course may prove 

to be correct, but what difference do they 

make to either the society around them 

or them selves? The people who make 

the changes, who move themselves and 

society, to whom monuments are raised, 

and whose names are praised, are those 

who expect good things to happen and 

do all within their power to make sure 

that they do. 

     If we don’t expect good things to hap-

pen, it is almost certain that they won’t. 

If, however, we expect the wonderful 

and prepare ourselves for it, there is a 

good chance that our expectations will be 

fulfilled. 

     Of course, we may be disappointed, 

but is that so bad? Isn’t the expectation, 

in its own way, reward enough? It gave 

us some brightness for our days, and the 

disappointments can never take that 

away. To paraphrase Tennyson, “’Tis 

better to have expected and been disap-

pointed, than never to have expected at 

all.” 

     The Advent season initiates all the 

trappings of the Holidays, but most of all 

it brings a whisper which says to each 

and to all, “Expect, expect something 

good, something true, something won-

derful to happen to you. Expect life.” 
 

   Source: Notes on an Unhurried Journey, John 

Taylor, 1991. 

The Story of Christmas Lights 
Doris Kennedy, adapted 

     The year was 1914. 

It was Christmas Eve 

in Denver, Colorado. A 

young boy, David Jon-

athan Sturgeon, just 10 

years old, lay bedrid-

den with a terminal 

illness. The boy was 

too sick to be carried 

downstairs to see the 

family Christmas tree. But just outside 

his bedroom window, he could see some 

beautiful pine trees in the front yard of 

his house. 

     To make Christmas Eve a little bright-

er for his dying grandson, pioneer elec-

trician D. D. Sturgeon dipped some ordi-

nary light bulbs in red and green paint, 

strung them together on a primitive elec-

tric cord and draped them over one of 

the pine trees outside. 

     The effect pleased the little boy. It also 

pleased the entire city of Denver. Hun-

dreds of visitors came by carriage from 

miles away just to see the brilliant, glow-

ing Christmas tree in the front yard. Sev-

eral years later, the Denver Post began an 

outdoor lighting display contest. From 

there, the tradition of outdoor Christmas 

lights spread around the world. 

     A major holiday custom was born 

from one man’s desire to use his 

knowledge and talents to help make life 

a little brighter for someone else. Not 

only did D. D. Sturgeon make the tree 

shine, he also let his own talents, his 

commitment to his family, his own inner 

light shine for all to see.  

   Source: http://www.deseretnews.com/

article/392646/DENVERS-CHRISTMAS-

LIGHTS.html?pg=all 

May These Candles 
Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland 

     This season of celebration is borne by 

symbol, sound, and silence, carried 

through the centuries by traditions 

shaped by the longing of the human 

heart. One of the symbols of this season 

is light. In the solstice darkness we light 

candles to celebrate the possibilities of 

this time of the year.  

     Different candles convey different 

meanings. The eight candles of Hanuk-

kah recall the eight days that the oil 

burned as the Maccabees rededicated 

the temple at Jerusalem. Perhaps this is 

the candle that we light in this season. 

A candle of hope that burns on and on, 

long after logic or science would allow. 

This is the miracle celebrated by Ha-

nukkah, of hope transformed but not 

extinguished. Of this Feast of Lights 

Emma Lazarus wrote, “Kindle the taper 

like the steadfast star/ Ablaze on 

evening’s forehead o’er the earth/ And 

add each night a lustre till afar/ An 

eightfold splendor shine above thy 

hearth.” May these candles kindle in 

us the spirit of this season which is the 

spirit of love.   

     This is the time of Advent, the time 

of preparation, the time of expectation. 

John Taylor writes, “Advent is a time of 

anticipation and as long as we expect, 

as long as we hope, someone will light a 

candle against the prevailing darkness 

(Continued on page 6) 
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 Still Life in Winter 

Light to Dark 
Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland 

     Each year it happens slowly, almost 

imperceptibly, this long day’s journey 

into night. First the change is just a mi-

nute a day, eventually accelerating to two 

minutes a day. When it’s done, we will 

have lost slightly more than four hours of 

daylight as we travel from the summer 

solstice to the winter solstice, the two 

times in the year when it is appears that 

the sun is standing still. For six days the 

sun seems to rise and set almost in the 

same spot. The word solstice comes from 

the Latin root, sol stetit, which literally 

means “sun stood 

still.” 

     Are we urban 

dwellers really 

aware of the loss of 

daylight until early 

fall, or its increase 

until early spring? 

This lack of aware-

ness is a luxury or 

a loss, depending 

on your perspec-

tive, one abetted 

by artificial illumi-

nation. Keep in 

mind that we hu-

mans figured out 

fire 250,000 years 

ago, while lighting 

using electricity 

goes back about 

140 years. 

     Our ancestors 

were not nearly as inattentive regarding 

their annual journey around the sun, es-

pecially at the winter solstice. Carolyn 

Edwards writes, “The ancients watched 

this quiet drama with drawn breath. 

Would the sun begin to move again? 

Would the light grow anew on the great 

wheel of life? Would life itself continue?” 

Praise the solstice for its invitation to us 

to pause in this season of the year. 

     The winter solstice is the time where 

the reality of winter and darkness inter-

twine, as do the metaphors for both. The 

hours of daylight are diminished in length. 

The nighttime temperature’s plunge is 

also intensified by the wind as the warmth 

we create is whisked away. And the chill 

can, at times, go very deep. This is the sea-

son that we would sleep away, dimly re-

calling, out of a collective unconscious, 

ancient memories of dark caves. This is the 

season that causes us to withdraw into our 

homes and into ourselves. Winter unfolds 

in its own way, with its own demands, and 

we must take heed. The deep winter’s cold 

and darkness are a kind of emptiness, the 

via negativa, the negative life.  

     What images does winter bring to 

your mind? Consider this image, one that 

brings with it unplanned contemplation. 

The day is short and cold and the sun is 

falling slowly behind the hills. There is 

just enough snow to be respectable with-

out our really having to go out and shov-

el. The windowpane, which is half-

frosted, frames the winter landscape. The 

barren, stark branches of trees pattern the 

sunlight as it passes through them.  

     A fire in the fireplace would be a good 

idea, but sitting here waiting and watch-

ing seems to be enough. Actually, this is 

not waiting. Since nothing needs to hap-

pen next, this is being and watching (and 

thinking). In moments like this, contem-

plation takes us inward, even as we no-

tice that the sun has dropped downward 

a few more inches in the picture framed 

by the window. The light in the room 

begins to grow dim, but it is too early to 

turn on the lamp. This is not still life, just 

slow life. Winter is a season of contem-

plation as we are driven indoors by the 

weather and into ourselves by the mood 

of this season. 

     Though a thousand tasks call us away 

from the window, perhaps we would be 

wise to stay a while longer gazing into 

the beautiful, ominous winter night. The 

truth is that we have already learned all 

of the obvious lessons that life has to 

teach us. We come to church, or linger by 

the window, or 

contemplate the 

darkness to go be-

yond the obvious, 

to go further and 

deeper into the 

meaning of our 

own lives and life 

itself. 

     Martin Marty 

writes, “Winter is a 

season of the heart 

as much as it is a 

season in the 

weather.” He cau-

tions that those 

possessed of a 

“summery spiritu-

ality” are prone to 

disregard this sea-

son of the heart. 

The painter An-

drew Wyeth, in 

speaking of winter, said, “Something 

waits beneath it—the whole story doesn’t 

show.” That is also true of darkness. In 

the depth of winter or the midst of dark-

ness, we need a faith that there is more 

than meets the eye or touches the heart; 

more love, more hope, and more life. We 

also need patience, for the changes that 

we seek happen slowly. We must learn 

not to hurry winter or the darkness, but 

to wait on them both. 

     We have made the first half of the 

journey from light to dark. “Wand’ring in 

the winter light” we realize once again 

that “life starts over again,” and this 

should be cause for gratitude.  2 



Advent 

Day 1: “Life is a constant Advent season: 

we are continually waiting to become, to 

discover, to complete, to fulfill. Hope, 

struggle, fear, expectation and fulfillment 

are all part of [life]….”   Connections 
 

Day 2: “Advent is not for the naive. Be-

cause in spite of the dark and cold, we see 

light—you look up, or you make light, 

with candles, or with strands of lightbulbs 

on trees. And you give light.”   Anne Lamott 
 

Day 3: “Waiting is an art that our impa-

tient age has forgotten. It wants to break 

open the ripe fruit when it has hardly 

planted the shoot.” Dietrich Bonhoeffer  
 

Day 4: “…Let yourself fall open to 

Advent, to anticipation, to the belief 

that what is empty will be filled, 

what is broken will be repaired, and 

what is lost can always be found, no 

matter how many times it’s been 

lost.”   Shauna Niequist 
 

Day 5: “During Advent, we have to 

sit in our own anxiety …long 

enough to know what a Promised 

Land would be like…..”  Anne Lamott 
 

Hanukkah 

Day 6: “May the lights of Hanukkah 

usher in a better world...”   unknown 
 

Day 7: “A candle is a small thing. But one 

candle can light another. And see how its 

own light increases, as a candle gives its 

flame to the other. You are such a light.”   
Moshe Davis 
 

Day 8: “The darkness of the whole world 

cannot swallow the glowing of a candle.”   
Robert Altinger 
 

Day 9: “The proper response, as Hanuk-

kah teaches, is not to curse the darkness 

but to light a candle.”   Irving Greenberg 
 

Day 10: “That’s what Hanukkah is about: 

trying to survive the darkness on the far-

fetched hope there’s still some life and 

light left in the universe.”  Lawrence Kushner 
 

Winter Solstice 

Day 11: “The celebration of the winter 

solstice. The coming of light in the darkest 

time.”   Robert Parker 
 

Day 12: “The winter solstice has always 

been special to me as a barren darkness 

that gives birth to a verdant future beyond 

imagination, a time of pain and withdraw-

al that produces something joyfully incon-

ceivable….”   Gary Zukav 
 

Day 13: “In the depth of winter, I finally 

learned that within me there lay an invin-

cible summer.”   Albert Camus 
 

Day 14: “The black moment is the moment 

when the real message of transformation 

is going to come. At the darkest moment 

comes the light.”   Joseph Campbell 
 

Day 15: “The days have been growing 

shorter, ...darker.... Heading into the night 

of the winter solstice, every spiritual tradi-

tion has some kind of festival of light.”   
Lawrence Kushner 

 

Christmas 

Day 16: “It is not enough to celebrate 

Christmas. We need to be changed and 

shaped by what we are celebrating.”   
Vassilios Papavassiliou  
 

Day 17: “Christmas is a necessity. There 

has to be at least one day of the year to 

remind us that we’re here for something 

else besides ourselves.”   Eric Sevareid 
 

Day 18: “Then the Grinch thought of 

something he hadn’t before! What if 

Christmas, he thought, doesn’t come from 

a store. What if Christmas… perhaps… 

means a little bit more!”   Dr. Seuss 
 

Day 19: “Blessed is the season which en-

gages the whole world in a conspiracy of 

love.”   Hamilton Wright Mabie 
 

Day 20: “Christmas, children, is not a date. 

It is a state of mind. “   Mary Ellen Chase 
 

Day 21: “Christmas waves a magic wand 

over this world, and behold, everything is 

softer and more beautiful.    
Norman Vincent Peale 
 

Day 22: “When we recall Christmas past, 

we usually find that the simplest things—

not the great occasions—give off the great-

est glow of happiness.”   Bob Hope 
 

Day 23: “Christmas magic is silent. You 

don’t hear it—you feel it, you know it, you 

believe it.”   Kevin Alan Milne  
 

Day 24: “Remember, if Christmas isn’t 

found in your heart, you won’t find it un-

der a tree.”   Charlotte Carpenter 
 

Day 25: “Then Christmas comes [when we 

need it most]—as old as memory, as frag-

ile as an ornament, as familiar as the 

words of its carols and stories, and yet, 

somehow, new, untried, and shining.”   
Max Coots 
 

Kwanzaa 

Day 26: “Kwanzaa is about the spirit 

of people—all people regardless of 

color or race. Kwanzaa is a holiday of 

the human spirit—not the divine. The 

two were meant to co-exist peaceful-

ly.”   Unknown 
 

Day 27: “To be united is to be strong.”   
African proverb 
 

The New Year 

Day 28: “An optimist stays up until 

midnight to see the New Year in. A 

pessimist stays up to make sure the 

old one leaves.”   Bill Vaughan 
 

Day 29: “Whether we want them or not, 

the New Year will bring new challenges; 

whether we seize them or not, the New 

Year will bring new opportunities.”   
Michael Josephson 
 

Day 30: ”I think in terms of the day’s reso-

lutions, not the year’s.”   Henry Moore 
 

Day 31: “A new year is unfolding—like a 

blossom with petals curled tightly conceal-

ing the beauty within.”   Anonymous 

Readings from  
the Common Bowl 
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Wise Ones  

Bearing Gifts of Hope 
Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland 

     In this season, let us recall the story of 

the Wise Men, a symbol of wisdom that 

echoes across the centuries. Everywhere 

we turn, we see the obvious signs of 

Christmas, yet Christmas is far more an 

inward reality, than outward circum-

stance; far more a spiritual destination 

than a commercial enterprise; far more an 

incarnation of love, than disembodied 

divinity; far more a parable of wisdom, 

than a story of a birth in a stable. In this 

season, we are invited once more to walk 

in the footsteps of the Wise Men, who 

followed a star and eventually found a 

babe in a manger in a stable in the town 

of Bethlehem.  

     The book of Matthew does not tell us 

much about the Wise Men or their reason 

for making such a long and arduous trip 

to Bethlehem. In the original Greek text, 

they are called Magi (magoi), a word 

thought to refer to Zoroastrian priests of 

Persia. This suggests the possibility that 

the Wise Men made a much longer trip 

than we ever imagined. Not a trip across 

the desert, but a trip across time. Perhaps 

they traveled a thousand years, bringing 

with them the celebration of the Uncon-

quered God, the celebration of the birth 

of the Persian god, Mithra. Legend has it 

that Mithra, a being both human and di-

vine, was found one night by shepherds, 

abandoned in a cave. As he grew, Mithra 

did many wondrous things for people 

until he finally returned to the sky, travel-

ing daily across the heavens in a flaming 

chariot. Stories, too, have the ability to 

travel across time, to be refashioned and 

reused. 

     The tradition of gift giving that sur-

rounds Christmas focuses on the gifts 

that we give and receive. The Wise Men, 

so it is said, brought gifts of gold, frank-

incense, and myrrh, gifts of great value to 

give to this infant, although there is no 

mention of what happened to the gifts. 

There are many other gaps in the nativity 

story and one may wonder about the 

omissions. Human curiosity and creativi-

ty suggest possible narratives to fill the 

gaps. Do you wonder what the wise 

men took with them as they headed back 

to the far-off land from which they had 

come?  

     Perhaps they took faith with them 

faith in the human capacity for goodness, 

faith in the ultimate triumph of justice, 

faith in the power of truth.  

     Perhaps they took love with them for 

that was the gospel that Jesus preached. 

His good news was his belief in the trans-

forming power of love, a radical love of 

God, of oneself, of one’s neighbor, of the 

stranger, and even, and perhaps most 

importantly, one’s enemy.  

     Perhaps they took hope with them, 

hope in the possibility that a better world 

might one day come into being. After all, 

Jesus spoke passionately about his vision 

of the Kingdom of God, an inward com-

mitment to a way of being that could pro-

foundly impact a person’s actions, and, 

therefore, the world. In our own tradi-

tion, the kingdom we envision is the be-

loved community with peace, liberty, and 

justice for all.  

     In the tradition of the wise men and 

the wise women over the centuries, what 

gifts could we bring to the world? Might 

we bring a generosity of spirit that makes 

it possible for us to focus on abundance, 

as well as the willingness to share what 

we have? Might we bring a willingness to 

forgive based upon an injunction to for-

give seventy time seven, but also based 

upon an awareness of the inherent worth 

and dignity of every person? Might we 

bring a commitment to justice, equity, 

and compassion as the foundation of hu-

man relations, of right relations, and as a 

basis, as Unitarian Henry Wadsworth 

Longfellow heard in the bells on Christ-

mas Day, for “peace on earth and to 

all goodwill?” Might our ongoing 

search for truth and meaning help us 

to discover again the essence of 

Christmas, which Unitarian poet e.e. 

cummings called “some newly re-

membered dream?” 

     In this season, left us be wise ones 

bearing gifts of hope. In doing so, we 

join a long procession of people across 

the centuries that again and again 

have offered hope 
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Wisdom for Life The Journey to Christmas 

A Mood of Expectancy  
Rev. Richard Gilbert  

The earth has turned once more in its 

accustomed way.  

And again our footsteps quicken,  

Our voices are raised in familiar  

chorus;  

The sights and sounds of Christmas  

Greet our eyes and ears.  

Almost as if we had never seen or 

heard them before.  
 

There is a mood of expectancy,  

What we are to expect, we do not 

know.  

The least surprises are hidden beneath 

bright paper  

And graceful ribbon.  

The greatest surprises are the magic 

that happens  

Whether we will it or not.  
 

There is a mood of expectancy.  

And the beauty is we do not know 

what to expect.  

Tomorrow is an open door.  

An untraveled journey.  

An untouched feast.  
 

Christmas is like that—it is a mood of 

expectancy.  

For out of the birth of the humblest 

babe  

May come one of the greatest prophets 

of the human spirit  

And out of each of us, proud or  

humble,  

May yet come truth and beauty and 

goodness we  

cannot now imagine.  

Christmas is a mood of expectancy. 
   Source: Thanks Be for These: Meditations on 

Life and Death by Richard Gilbert  

 

 

 



little tree 
e. e. cummings  

little tree 
 

little silent Christmas 

tree 
 

you are so little 
 

you are more like a flower 
 

who found you in the green forest 

and were you very sorry to come away? 
 

see i will comfort you 

because you smell so sweetly 
 

i will kiss your cool bark 

and hug you safe and tight 

just as your mother would, 

only don’t be afraid 
 

look the spangles 

that sleep all the year in a dark box 

dreaming of being taken out and al-

lowed to shine, 

the balls the chains red and gold the 

fluffy threads, 

put up your little arms 

and i’ll give them all to you to hold 

every finger shall have its ring 

and there won’t a single place dark or 

unhappy 
 

then when you’re quite dressed 

you’ll stand in the window for every-

one to see 

and how they’ll stare! 
 

oh but you’ll be very proud 

and my little sister and i will take hands 

and looking up at our beautiful tree 

we’ll dance and sing 

“Noel Noel” 
   Source: https://www.poetryfoundation.org/

poems-and-poets/poems/detail/47304 

Trees of  Christmas 
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The Follen Christmas Tree 
     Stephen Nissenbaum, author of The 

Battle for Christmas: A Social and Cultural 

History of Our Most Cherished Holiday 

(1996), wrote, “Legend has it that 

Charles Follen, a German-American 

professor at Harvard, introduced Amer-

ica’s first Christmas tree. The source of 

that legend … [was] written by a very 

famous British visitor to the United 

States, a woman named Harriet Marti-

neau, who happened to witness the Fol-

lens’ tree while she was touring New 

England. As Martineau wrote, ‘I was 

present at the introduction into the new 

country of the German Christmas-

tree.’”  

     Martineau published the story of this 

event in Godey’s Lady’s Book, a popular 

magazine of the time.  
     Nissenbaum continues, “Though this 

was not the first American Christmas 

tree, it is certainly true that Charles Fol-

len set up a Christmas tree in Marti-

neau’s presence for his son and name-

sake, an endearing 5-year-old whom 

everybody called ‘little Charley.’” 

     When Martineau ar-

rived, Follen and his wife 

Eliza were fastening little 

candles to the tree, actu-

ally the cut-off tip of an 

evergreen, and hanging 

toys and sweets from the 

branches before little 

Charley and his play-

mates got home. 

     According to Nissen-

baum, “Finally, the dou-

ble doors were thrown 

open and the children 

poured in, their voices 

instantaneously hushed. ‘Their faces 

were upturned to the blaze, all eyes 

wide open, all lips parted, all steps ar-

rested,’ wrote Martineau. ‘Nobody 

spoke, only Charley leaped for joy.’” 

     The children proceeded to the 

sweets, the adults guiding the little 

hands around the bright candle flames. 

Nissenbaum writes, “Martineau con-

cluded her account by predicting that 

the Christmas tree ritual would surely 

become an established American tradi-

tion.” 

     In 1835, Charles Follen lost his pro-

fessorship at Harvard due to his out-

spoken abolitionist beliefs. His friend-

ship with William Ellery Channing led 

him to the Unitarian Church. Ordained 

in 1836, Follen had been called to the 

pulpit of the Second Congregational 

Society in Lexington, 

Massachusetts, in 1835, 

now Follen Church Socie-

ty.  

     Follen died tragically 

at the age of 44 when the 

Steamship Lexington that 

he was traveling on from 

New York to Boston 

caught fire and sank in a 

storm in Long Island 

Sound. He was returning 

home for the dedication 

of the new church build-

ing that he designed. The 

octagonal structure is still in use by the 

Follen Church Society, a Unitarian Uni-

versalist congregation. His memory 

lives on in the annual Christmas tree 

sale that the Follen Church began in the 

1950s. Each tree sold has a tag that tells 

the story of the Christmas tree tradition 

from Germany introduced to America 

by the Rev. Charles Follen. 
 

   Source: http://www.calliope.org/follen/

tree2.html 



Winter Holidays 

— and neither the winds of hate nor the 

gales of evil will extinguish it.” The cele-

bration of Advent proceeds a week at a 

time, from Sabbath to Sabbath, until four 

candles 

burn 

brightly. 

Four 

weeks to 

make the 

heart 

ready as the light of faith, hope, love, and 

joy is kindled in us. Four weeks to make 

the heart ready for Christmas, for the birth 

of a child in a stable. Four weeks to make 

the heart ready for some quality of being 

that might be born in us. May these can-

dles kindle in us the spirit of this season 

which is the spirit of love. 

     “Solstice” comes from two Latin 

words: sol meaning “sun” and sistere 

meaning “to stand still” because it ap-

peared as though the sun and moon had 

stopped moving 

across the sky. On 

the winter solstice, 

the shortest day of 

the year, candles 

are lit to celebrate 

the coming back 

of light to the 

world. May these 

candles kindle in us the spirit of this sea-

son which is the spirit of love. 

    The Mishumaa Saba (the seven candles) 

of Kwanzaa are lit on the seven days of 

this African-American celebration which 

begin on Decem-

ber 26th. One 

candle represents 

unity, while 

three represent 

struggle and 

three represent 

the future. This celebration, created in 1966 

by Dr. Maulana Karenga, is based in part 

on an African celebration of the harvest of 

the “first fruits.” As one song proclaims, 

“The lights of Kwanzaa now proclaim/ that 

when we share our inner flame/ and nur-

ture root and branch with pride,/ we’ll 

harvest peace both far and wide.” May 

these candles kindle in us the spirit of 

this season which is the spirit of love.   

     There are still more candles that we 

would light in this season. We place flick-

ering candles in our windows to serve as 

beacons to beckon loved-ones homeward. 

The dinner candles are our invitation to 

family, friend and, perhaps, stranger to be 

a guest at our table. And the candles on the 

mantle burn as brightly as the hearthfire 

around which we would gather as we un-

wrap memories and stories to share during 

this season. May these candles kindle in 

us the spirit of this season which is the 

spirit of love.   

     In the rush of this season take some 

time to consider which candles you will 

light and why. Perhaps a candle of gener-

osity will be lit in gratitude for the bless-

ings and grace that have touched our lives. 

Let us give our “presence” as this candle 

gives light, a comfort to others touched by 

darkness. Or perhaps it will be necessary 

to light a candle of sorrow or suffering to 

give witness to the truth of our own lives 

as we struggle to make our hearts ready 

for healing. As love and loss require, let us 

light a candle of memory which recalls to 

heart and mind those we love who have 

died. May their light burn brightly in us. 

As joy and delight demand, let us light a 

candle of welcome to mark the birth of a 

child in our own family. May it remind us 

that “each night a child is born is a holy 

night” and 

may our light 

burn brightly 

in our chil-

dren. May all 

of these can-

dles kindle in 

us the spirit 

of this season 

which is the 

spirit of love. 

(Continued from page 1)  May These Candles 
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Wisdom for Life 

Each Night A Child Is Born  
Rev. Sophia Lyon Fahs 

 

For so the children come 

And so they have been coming. 

Always in the same way they come 

born of the seed of man and woman. 

No angels herald their beginnings. 

No prophets predict their future courses. 

 

No wisemen see a star to show 

where to find the babe that will save  

humankind. 

 

Yet each night a child is born is a holy night 

 

Fathers and mothers—sitting beside their 

children’s cribs feel glory in the sight of a 

new life beginning. 

 

They ask, “Where and how will this new 

life end? 

 

Or will it ever end?” 

 

Each night a child is born is a holy night-- 

 

A time for singing, 

A time for wondering, 

A time for worshipping. 

   Source: Singing the Living Tradition, 616 



Blue Christmas Litany 
Rev. Debra Faulk 

All around us are bright lights and merry messages 

Yet in our heart not all is joyful 

There is grief with the loss of relationships, 

Those we love, no longer with us because of death 

Those we have loved who are estranged from us 

Those we love, yet experience a diminishment of intimacy 

There is grief with the loss and change of relationship, 

Grief, bittersweet for it is a consequence of the presence of love 

...this season brings forth many feelings 

Response: We find comfort in naming these feelings; we find some 

peace in being together 
 

All around us are bright lights and merry messages 

Yet in our heart not all is joyful 

There may be pain in our bodies, 

Physical pain as a natural outcome of aging 

Physical pain that presents itself in illness 

Pain in the body that forces us to change and imposes limita-

tions 

Pain, bittersweet for physical experience 

includes both pain and pleasure and 

...this season brings forth many feelings 

Response 
 

All around us are bright lights and mer-

ry messages 

Yet in our heart not all is joyful 

There may be anger and regret with the 

memories we hold, 

Anger with past experiences of hurt or 

abuse, 

Regret of our own actions that may have 

cause hurt to others, 

Anger that life has not turned out as we 

imagined, 

Regret for what we might have said or 

done, 

Anger and regret, bittersweet in present-

ing the possibility for healing and for-

giveness, 

...this season brings forth many feelings 

Response 
 

All around us are bright lights and merry messages 

Yet in our heart not all is joyful 

There may be uncertainty that accompanies transition and 

change, 

Uncertainty of what the future may bring with changes, 

Uncertainty of direction or purpose after retirement or change 

of vocation, 

Uncertainty when changing residence, by choice or necessity, 

Uncertainty, bittersweet for change, a constant in life, let’s us 

know we are alive, and change along with 

...this season brings forth many feelings 

Response 
 

All around us are bright lights and merry messages 

Yet in our heart not all is joyful 

There may be a sense of hopelessness, 

Hopelessness in the face of so much violence and suffering 

Hopelessness with attempts to heal our aching world and our-

selves 

Hopelessness in witnessing what we have not managed to ac-

complish 

Hopelessness, bittersweet for its longing reminds us of our ca-

pacity for hope and the human spirit’s tenacity and courage 

that rest deep within each of us as 

...this season brings forth many feelings 

Response 
 

All around us are bright lights and merry messages 

Yet in our heart not all is joyful 

There is loneliness, 

Loneliness when we find ourselves alone after being long-

partnered, 

Loneliness when we are separated from 

loved ones, 

Loneliness when we move to a new 

community and struggle to find our 

way, 

Loneliness that never seems filled even 

with good company,  

Loneliness that is an ever-present aching 

in the heart, 

Loneliness, bittersweet for it is felt only 

when we have known connectedness 

and 

...this season brings forth many feelings 

Response 
 

All around us are bright lights and mer-

ry messages 

Yet in our heart not all is joyful 

We know grief and pain, 

We know anger and regret, 

We know hopelessness and loneliness, 

We know all these feeling, we name them, we live them for 

such is the human experience 

That love presents us with the possibility of being hurt, with the 

grief of loss, 

That connection holds the potential of loneliness and uncertain-

ty, 

That forgiveness can begin to heal anger and regret 

That being alive is a courageous act in which we engage all of 

our emotions and 

...this season brings forth many feelings 

Response 
   Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/151325.shtml 
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Another New Year 
Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland 

     We are at the edge of two realities as 

this year is ending, and the next year 

beckons. There is a paradox about the 

two edges of time, old year and New 

Year. On the one hand, we have been 

here before, for each year of our life. On 

the other hand, we have never, ever been 

here before. The future lies before us 

mysterious, uncharted, dangerous, exhil-

arating, wild, and pregnant with possi-

bility. Perhaps we should be terrified.  

     Imagine that the ball in Times Square 

is falling and that the event, as always, is 

captured on television. We count down 

from ten to one, and then a phrase scrolls 

across the bottom of the screen: “Here be 

dragons.” This is what ancient cartogra-

phers wrote on the edges of their maps 

where the known world ended: “Here be 

dragons.” 

     We master the fear of a new year spe-

cifically, and change, generally, by as-

suming continuities. This New Year will 

be pretty much like the old year, except 

when it isn’t. Tomorrow will be pretty 

much like today, except 

when it isn’t. The sun will 

rise again and again, and 

all will be well, except 

when it isn’t. We assume 

continuities because the 

prospect of discontinuities 

can be overwhelming.  

     Joseph Campbell chal-

lenged the human fond-

ness for continuities when 

he wrote, “If you can 

see your path laid out in front of you step 

by step, you know it’s not your path. 

Your own path you make with every 

step you take. That’s why it’s your path.” 

As we imagine our own path, as we 

move into the future, there are surely 

dragons that await us.  

     As we look toward a New Year, the 

invitation is the same as it has always 

been: to act with beauty and courage. 

Aren’t these two qualities, beauty and 

courage, the essence of love? Can you 

imagine the world that would arise in the 

New Year, if beauty and courage became 

the rule of every heart, and every land?  

     We fear the external discontinuities, 

papering over them with the illusion of 

continuity, as we fail to notice and ad-

dress the internal discontinuities.  

     Unitarian Universalist minister Clarke 

Dewey Wells wrote, “We cannot enter 

the New Year smooth as babes, but we 

do enter as survivors, often enriched, 

tougher, wiser, and seasoned by life’s 

struggles, readier for the time to come. 

Our scars signal more than lamentation; 

not injury, but renewal, not grief but rec-

onciliation, not ruin but restoration, not 

the old year’s accumulation of woe, but 

the New Year’s reality of healing, 

strength, and hope….” 

     The biggest discontinuity is not the 

external changes with which we must all 

contend, but the internal changes that we 

willingly and boldly undertake in order 

for us to give birth to new life within 

ourselves. Who could go on and on with 

no pruning?  

     Out of the beauty, courage, and love 

that you possess, what new growth is 

waiting to blossom in you in this New 

Year?  

The Work of Christmas 
Rev. Howard Thurman 

When the song of the angels is 

stilled, 

when the star in the sky is gone, 

when the kings and princes are home, 

when the shepherds are back with their 

flocks, 

the work of Christmas begins: 

to find the lost, 

to heal the broken, 

to feed the hungry, 

to release the prisoner, 

to rebuild the nations, 

to bring peace among the people, 

to make music in the heart. 
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