Blurbs for December 2025  Confluence 

December 7	 	HOPE – The Ribbon Ceremony
	In this service, we will both acknowledge that the holiday season brings a mixture of emotions and also take time to identify what is especially heartening to us.  We will ponder the questions of “What do you cherish about the holiday season?” and “What is most challenging to you during the holiday season?” Then we will decorate the tree with ribbons as we share perspectives that may help us all tap into the enduring hope of the season.  
CHOIR directed by Martha Webster:  “A Yuletide Greeting” by Victor C. Johnson
Worship Leader:  Betsy Liller
December 14	PEACE –  Hannukah
	
Worship Leader: The Rev. Hilary Krivchenia    Worship Associate: Suzyn Mills
December 21	JOY – The Best Christmas Pageant Ever
	Come join us for an interactive, no-rehearsal Christmas Pageant, written by Norman Allen.  There will be opportunities for audience responses and lots of singing.
Worship Leader:  Adeline Bailey		
Wednesday, December 24, 7:00 p.m.	Christmas Eve Candlelight Service
	Professionals posed a question to a group of 4- to 8-year-olds:  What does love mean?  The most memorable answer?  “Love is what’s in the room with you at Christmas if you stop opening presents and just listen.”   Bobby (age 7)
Come join us for a service of listening to the sound of love.
CHOIR directed by Martha Webster:  “Candlelight Canon” by Andy Beck
Worship Leader: Martha McGovern 


December 28 	Fire Ceremony
Nancy – A couple ideas:
“A Morning Offering” by John O’Donohue
	May I have the courage today to live the life that I would love, to postpone my dream no longer but to do at last what I came here for and to waste my heart on my fear no more.
{May I have the courage today to live the life that I would love.}  I added this repeat.
“Beyond Every Door” by Rev. Dr. Molly Housh Gordon   from UU World, Spring Summer 2025, adapted with permission from the homily “Crossing the Threshold” delivered May 3, 2015, at the UU Church of Columbia, Missouri.
Wouldn’t it be cool if there were a magical world beyond every door?  When Lucy opened the door to Narnia in The Lion, the Witch, and the Wardrobe, it didn’t look like anything special.  It was just a boring door to a wardrobe full of clothes and coats, but across its threshold was magic.  Lucy already had a foot in Narnia before she quite realized what was happening.
	Many of the thresholds in our lives are like this: we don’t know that we’re crossing into another world until we’re already halfway there.
	The door of a church takes us down a pathway of growth we might never have expected.
	The door of the doctor’s office suddenly opens out into life with a hard diagnosis.
	A restaurant door opens onto a first date and echoes forward into the relationship of a lifetime.
	A beloved person’s door closes behind you and sends you out into the world heartbroken.
	The door to a library, or a gym, or a dance studio introduces yu to a life’s passion you might not have otherwise discovered.
	We cross these thresholds every day of our lives, for good and for ill – in  joy, in sorrow, in bittersweet truth.
	Truly, even our own front door is a great threshold, no matter how familiar the worlds within and without may be . . . Given our lives’ reality of constant change, every day we open the same old door again, only to step out into a world that is new since the day before.  In this way, there is a new world behind every door, awaiting our discovery if we will only encounter it as such.

“Beannacht:  A Blessing for the New Year”  by John O’Donohue

On the day when the weight deadens on your shoulders and you stumble, may the clay dance to balance you.
And when your eyes freeze behind the grey window and the ghost of loss gets in to you, may a flock of colours - indigo, red, green, and azure-blue – come to awaken in you a meadow of delight.
When the canvas frays in the currach* of thought and a stain of ocean blackens beneath you, may there come across the waters a path of yellow moonlight to bring you safely home.
May the nourishment of the earth be yours, 
May the clarity of light be yours, 
May the fluency of the ocean be yours, 
May the protection of the ancestors be yours.
And so may a slow wind work these words of love around you, an invisible cloak to mind your life.

*coracle – small, rounded boat with waterproof material stretched over a wooden frame
[I’d preview this word before speaking the poem OR substitute “small boat” for currach.]

Worship Leader:  Nancy Luthy


