“THE YIN-YANG OF THE WINTER SOLSTICE”
SUNDAY, DECEMBER 20, 2020

WELCOME
HYMN #1 “MAY NOTHING EVIL CROSS THIS DOOR”
PRELUDE  “PEASANT REVELS”                                       PAUL WINTER CONSORT
CALL TO MINDFULNESS
CHALICE LIGHTING
 Hymn #38   “MORNING HAS BROKEN”
READING                                                                             REV. PAUL DODENHOFF                      
SILENT MEDITATION 
INTERLUDE “SNOW”                                                     LOREENA MCKENNITT
SERMON “THE YIN YANG OF THE WINTER SOLSTICE”                    
								       REV. PAUL DODENHOFF                      
ANNOUNCEMENTS
CLOSING WORDS 
POSTLUDE  “HOLLY HERALD”                                     JETHRO TULL          

LYRICS AND HYMNS

“MAY NOTHING EVIL CROSS THIS DOOR “ (HYMN#1)
May nothing evil cross this door,
and may ill fortune never pry about
these windows; may the roar
and rain go by.
By faith made strong, the rafters will
withstand the battering of the storm.
This hearth, though all the world grow chill,
will keep you warm.
Peace shall walk softly through these rooms,
touching our lips with holy wine,
till every casual corner blooms
into a shrine.
With laughter drown the raucous shout,
and, though these sheltering walls are thin,
may they be strong to keep hate out
and hold love in.




“MORNING HAS BROKEN”  (HYMN #38)

Morning has broken like the first morning,
blackbird has spoken like the first bird.
Praise for the singing! Praise for the morning!
Praise for them, springing fresh from the Word!
Sweet the rain’s new fall sunlit from heaven,
like the first dewfall on the first grass.
Praise for the sweetness of the wet garden,
sprung in completeness where God’s feet pass.
Mine is the sunlight! Mine is the morning
born of the one light Eden saw play!
Praise with elation, praise every morning,
God’s recreation of the new day!


“SNOW”
(By Loreena McKennitt) 

White are the far-off fields
And white the fading forests grow;
The wind dies out amongst the tides
Denser still the snow
A gathering weight on roof and tree
Falls down scarce audibly

The meadows and far-sheeted streams
Lie still without a sound;
Like some soft minister of dreams
The snowfall hoods me around;
In wood and water, earth and air
Silence is everywhere

Save when at lonely spells
Some farmer's sleigh is urged on
With rustling runners and sharp bells
Swings by me and is gone;
From the empty space I hear
A sound remote and clear;

The barking of a dog
To cattle, is sharply pued
Borne, echoing from some wayside stall
Or barnyard far afield;
Then all is silent and the snow
Falls settling soft and slow


The evening deepens and the grey
Folds closer Earth to sky
The world seems so shrouded, so far away
Its noises sleep, and I
As secret as yon buried stream
Plod dumbly on and dream

I dream
I dream
I dream
I dream
I dream
I dream






