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Gathering Songs

We Three Kings
Good King Wenceslas

Lady of the Seasons’ Laughter

Chalice Lighting / Covenant

Eracism Minute

Milestones

Our prayers and good wishes today extend to All who have a song they cannot sing,

All who have a burden they cannot bear
All who live in chains they cannot break
All who wander homeless and cannot return

Our prayers and good wishes extend to 
Those who are sick, and to those who tend them; 
Those who wait for loved ones, and those who wait in vain
Those who live in hunger
And those who will not share their bread
Those who are misunderstood
And those who misunderstand

Our prayers and good wishes extend 
To those whose words of love are locked within their own hearts And To those who yearn to 
hear the words of love.
May we make a way through the shadows that we encounter alone... and the shadows we 
encounter together. Amen

Musical Meditation In the Bleak Midwinter 

Reading Rev. Frances Manly

This is the time of waiting.
This is the time of darkness.
This is the time of coming to birth.

Let the jingle bells be silent.
Let the glaring lights and the bright colors go dim,
for they herald a season that is not yet here.

This is the time of turning inward.
This is the time of longing,



this is the time of preparing,
this is the time of waiting.

What do you long for, O my soul?
What do you long for?
Nothing the eyes can see,
nothing the hands can touch,
nothing the ears can hear.
What do you long for, O my soul?

Where will you find it, O my soul?
Where will you find it?
Deep, deep, deep down in the dark, 
in the silence beyond all words,
beyond all thought.

It will find you, O my soul.
It will find you.
When the time is ripe.
When you have given yourself to the dark,
to the silence, to the waiting.

This is the time of waiting.
This is the time of darkness.
This is the time of coming to birth

Silence (5:00)

Responsive Reading

The response to each line is: "The light is reborn”

In the greatest darkness 
Out of winter's cold 
From our deepest fears 
When we most despair 
When all seems lost 
When the earth lies waste 
When animals hide 
When the leaves are gone 
When the river is frozen 
When the ground is hard 
Shadows are fleeing 
Light is returning 
Warmth will come again 
Summer will be here once more 
Plants will grow again 
Animals will be seen once more 
Green will come again 
Life will continue



Musical Meditation

Message 

In the time of waiting. In the time of darkness.
Is the time of coming to birth.

What do you long for, O my soul?
What do you long for?
Where will you find it?

Deep down in the dark, 
in the silence beyond all words,
It will find you.
When the time is ripe.
When you have given yourself to the dark,
When you have given yourself to the silence, to the waiting.

==

I like to imagine the scribes. The monks who spent their lives toiling away copying manuscripts by 
candle light, by lamp oil. Great works of art in themselves, and priceless records of ancient thought. 
Carrying forward timeless visions and aspirations. 

The images that come to me first are from the European dark ages, christians copying many variations 
of their sacred texts which then remained in hiding for centuries. Also copying materials that originated
in great civilizations that came and went long before the christian era.

Of course there were scribes in Asia and Africa and elsewhere. And storytellers as well. Perhaps it’s a 
fanciful image, but I imagine them sitting around a fire, the darkness amplifying the light, passing on 
the oral traditions, the visions, the aspirations, the family records. Carrying through the long nights. 
Passing along not just the words, but showing to one another the ways of being together that promoted 
resilience and adaptability. Carrying on even when the light became too intense: when libraries burned, 
when volcanoes wiped out generations.

Carrying on through periods of scarcity. Carrying on through periods of uncertainty. Carrying on in 
some cases without the burden that many of us carry this morning: the burden of excessive critical 
assessment of whether any of our efforts are doing any good. 

Why should I bother? Is there a payoff for this work in my own lifetime? 

Personally, even when I’m doing something that I imagine to be for the benefit of others, or with such 
goodwill as to believe that I act for benefit all of humankind, it’s still tempting to get caught up in 
hopes—sometimes even expectations—that there will be tangible results in my lifetime.

Last week we took up a collection for Lydia Place. A shelter here in town for homeless women and 
children. Emily O’Connor, Lydia Place’s executive director told us about the vital work that they do to 
provide transitional housing, protection from violence, and support to become self-sufficient, to 
hundreds of vulnerable people. She mentioned that Lydia Place is now in it’s thirtieth year. She 



mentioned this with a level of pride in how the organization has carried on with its mission through 
some difficult times, riding out economic and demographic changes that they could do nothing about. 
But asking too, with deep deep sadness: why, after thirty years, do we still have to do this? Why are 
there still homeless families on the street? I was touched by her plea because she wasn’t asking us to fix
everything once and for all. She wasn’t accusing us of not doing enough. It was more of a psalm: Why?
O my soul. Great powers that move the earth and the hearts of human beings—how can this be?

Emily didn’t ask us to change the course of history. She asked us to do whatever we could to help. We 
collected $2,400, one of our largest social and environmental collections ever. And then someone here 
matched the first thousand, and their employer matched their thousand, making it by far our largest 
collection on a Sunday. May our generosity bring about more generosity. And less suffering.

Perhaps you’ve carried on through your own upheavals, emotional, medical, financial. Times of worry 
and darkness. Uncertainty. 

I look to the future of humanity, the future of our planet, with grave concern. Will the age of free 
flowing information (both true and false information) deliver us from evil? Will the age of 
interchangeable body parts and electronically augmented brain function liberate or enslave us? 

If we say just the right prayers, sing just the right songs, and perform just the right rituals—voting, 
recycling, caring for one another—will the days grow longer, and the nights shorter?

Perhaps some among us know the secrets to influence the movement of stars and planets, or to 
command the gods who direct those heavenly bodies. Perhaps some of us perform the rituals simply to 
honor the mystery. To honor traditions even as the traditions change from year to year. We proceed with
strategic delusion, sometimes out of desperation, sometimes with jollity, mirth, and boundless 
goodwill.

Perhaps some of us live from day to day wondering if it’s all nonsense, the whole human project, 
astonishingly beautiful and complex and indecipherable. Our abilities to understand so limited. Our 
abilities to change the world so limited. Our abilities to change the course of planets and stars pretty 
much zero.

Don’t tell the gods and goddesses, but I often carry on through a process of strategic delusion. By this I 
mean that I seek a balance of some critical assessment, but not too much. I see the seasons’ turning 
points as times to turn myself. Though experience shows me that I cannot affect the stars and the 
planets, experience also shows me that reality endlessly outwits human powers of prediction. So hope 
tells me that I can and I must turn myself around—again and again. And when the weather and lack of 
sunshine incline me otherwise, love reminds me that, in the meantime, there IS something that I can do 
and that I am called to do. Called from the depths of—for lack of a better metaphor—from the depths 
of the universe, I am called to do … what? 

I am called to do …. And if I just can’t do that right now, if the conditions aren’t right, how do I 
faithfully hold this space?

Please ask yourself today and in the days ahead: what are you waiting for the return of? Something 
perhaps that’s of vital, critical importance to you, your family, or society, that may not be coming back 
in the near future, maybe not even in your lifetime? Is it not possible to acknowledge this … and yet 
still faithfully hold space for its return? I think it is possible. 



Wonder now. Admire. Grieve. Anticipate. Breathe. And glow. You may have just a small light, but let it 
shine in the darkness. We are a small moment in the continuum of consciousness. But our moment is 
the product of an unfathomable process of radiance, swirling, compacting, and unfolding. May it ever 
be so. 

==

In the time of darkness.
is the time of coming to birth.
What do you long for?
Where will you find it?
down in the dark, 
in the silence beyond all words,
beyond dreams, and nightmares, and expectations.
It will find us. 
When the time is ripe.
not necessarily in our own lifetimes.
It will find us.
When we have given ourselves to the dark, to the silence, to the waiting.

I invite you to share your gifts now, that in our generosity we might create together a beacon of hope.

Sharing our Gifts

Sending Song #221 Light One Candle

Benediction

Closing Circle Hava Nagila


