Blue Christmas Service from Rev. Brian Kiely
2

Blue Christmas, Edmonton Alberta

Rev. Brian Kiely – circulated to Unitarians by permission – December, 2006
Opening Words

Chalice Lighting


To face the world's coldness,




a chalice of warmth.

To face the world's terrors,


a chalice of courage.

To face the world's turmoil


a chalice of peace,

May its glow fill our spirits, our hearts, our lives








Lindsay Bates

Acknowledging where we are...
Welcome

Good evening.  I am Rev. Brian Kiely.  Let me welcome you to the Unitarian Church of Edmonton.  We are gathered here this evening because this time of year is not always merry and bright, because it is not always filled with love and laughter.  We are here tonight to acknowledge that painful things can happen - do happen - even at Christmas.

This world is not a perfect place, nor is it populated with the perfect Moms and Dads and the perfect children we see on television.  Real life is harder than that.

So if you are here because of some loss that makes this particular Christmas difficult to bear...

or because the story of you life makes every Christmas a little bit difficult to handle..

or if because for some vague reason you just can't seem to capture the true spirit of the season anymore...

or if you are here just because you care and are carrying the burdens of another in your heart...

Let me bid you welcome to this place, to this hour of readings and reflections.  And afterwards, let me invite you to a simple supper prepared as a gift for you. 

The Unitarian Church is a place where all religious beliefs are welcome... which means sometimes language can be a problem.  In this place the word 'prayer' can only have the meaning you give to it.  I invite you now to pray to whatever diety moves you, or to use this time and these words to go on an inward journey to summon your own reserves of human strength and will.  And now, let us join in a spirit of prayer and meditation:

Meditation

In this season when so many find joy, and so many others can only hope to find it, let us pray 

for those who still suffer the ravages of war

for those who bear the burden of oppression and injustice

for those who are without friends and are lonely

for those who live with constant pain

for those who have known disapointment and despair as their constant companions

for those who despise themselves and for those who despise others

for those who know only failure

for those whose lives have been shattered by tragedy

for those who do not hear the song of the angels and 

for those who do not see the brilliance of the Christmas Star.

We pray for them knowing that theirs is part of our human condition, that their suffering and their tragedies are only a heartbeat away from us, and that perhaps they are us.  We pray for them or hope for them or wish for them because we share their pain and distress.  May each one of us find peace and comfort in this time.  Amen.






Ken Phifer (adapted)

Hymn #1

 May Nothing Evil Cross This Door

Readings



"I Need a New Mother"

--Bev Robson 








read by _______________


"The Somebody Nobody Knows"
--David Nadeau








read by __________________
Musical Interlude

Lighting of Candles of Care and Connection

Following the Star - The Finding of Hope

Homily

December 25th is merely a day.  It's just another 24 hours in an unending series of 24 hour days that make up a year, that make up a lifetime.  According to historians and even to Pope Gregory who made December 25th into Christmas, it wasn't even the day Jesus was born.  That happened sometime in July or August.

Oh, but it is so much more than another day.  We have loaded this day down with so much baggage that too often it seems to groan under its own weight.  These candles here represent some of that weight, some of the pressure we feel to conform, to buy into the day, to feel happy when we are not, to look joyful when joy is the farthest thing from our hearts, to be of goodwill in what may be the worst days of our lives.

It's also a day when everyone is expected to be a Christian and many are pushed to join in a celebration that holds no religious meaning for them.

But you know, this winter festival has much older roots than the  birth of Jesus, and its roots are much more anchored in human need than in divine appearances.  The real story of this time of year is not about happiness and joy, nor is it about family gathering and turkey feasts.  It's not about gifts given or received or any of those trappings that can weigh down our Decembers.

No, the winter festival is really about darkenss becoming light, about despair becoming hope, about finding ways out of aloneness and reaching out to make connections.  

The origins of these festivals, now all lumped together into Christmas, are about the solstice, about the sun getting as low as it will go in the skies.  It is about the longest and coldest night of the year.  The poet once wrote about the agony of the, "long dark night of the soul", about how it is in the darkness that we feel most isolated, most afraid and most in despair.

But then the sun does reach its lowest point and on the solstice, the light begins to return again. In ancient days this was the holy day, and the cause for the feasting wasn't joy, but hope.  Hope that the coming year would be prosperous, hope that whatever we had experienced that was bad could be left behind.  The coming back of the longer days, bit by bit, brought the promise that renewal was possible, that change could come, that the loneliness and the despair did not have to be permanent.  

The change does not come quickly, nor does the renewing light...just a few minutes a day.  But change is possible.  We only have to take the time to notice the brightening in the sky. We only have to hang on until things get better.

But that means each one of us has to take some responsibility for bringing that light and that change into our own lives.  In the end it is us as individuals that must find our own meaning for this holiday season.  In the Christmas Carol it is the phantasms of his own mind that help old Scrooge alter his life.  He finds his own way into the light.

The Family Centre here in Edmonton offers some suggestions for helping you get through this time.  They include having realistic expectations about Christmas and the people you will see.  Don't expect them to be different just because it's THAT DAY.  They suggest you should not let yourself get exhausted trying to live up to the needs of others if you are with family.  And if you are alone, find a place to volunteer or some way to be with people.  Coming to church is not a bad way to do that.

For some of us finding joy in Christmas just won't happen this year.  If tragedy has taken someone from you, if illness and pain is your companion, if separation and brokenness loom so large that they block out your view of the horizon, there may be nothing that will help you this year.  But this year, December 25th is only one day, just 24 hours to get through in a year comprised of 8760 hours.

And this year does not mean next year or the year after has to be bad.  We are resilient creatures.  It is human nature to suffer through the bad and then move on letting the pain dim in our memories until we have to work to remember what the 'bad' felt like.  There is hope.  There is a far distant star that holds with it the promise of brighter times ahead if we will only take the risk to follow it.  

And if we try, if we keep open to it, then it just may be, like old Scrooge or the woman in the Laura Secord store, that some small event will trigger the change in us.  

In our brokenness lie the seeds of connection.

In our aloneness lie the seeds of friendship.

In our grief lie the seeds of cherished love.

In our pain and illness lie the seeds of health recovered.

In our self-loathing lie the seeds of pride waiting nurture.

In our sadness lie the seeds of our happiness.

In this time together lie the seeds of hope renewed in us.

So may it be.

Hymn  #409  'Sleep My Child'

Closing Words  




Take courage, friends.





The way is often hard,





the path is never clear





and the stakes are very high.




Take courage, for deep down there is another truth:





You are not alone.

Wayne Arnason.

