
Order Of Service
The Unitarian Universalist Congregation of the Palisades 
 ‘Tis the Season’
Sunday, 10 December 2023 with Rev. Pippa Jones
_______ 
PRELUDE  Stonewall Chorale presents: Home For the Holidays (2020)
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=RQS8toA_Ub8	[40:52 – 44:00]

WELCOME – Pippa		
ACKNOWLEDGEMENT - 	Pippa
CALL TO MINDFULNESS and CHALICE LIGHTING (Advent) – Pippa

HYMN – “Blessed Spirit of My Life” HYMN # 86 (with lyrics in the video)
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=tzGbw-4Elkc&list=PLEJW7WwUand4VXRD7Ycr3y_sEBCL3Uttv&index=9
MEDITATION - 3 Candles for Channukah (followed by ‘the Prayer of the Faithful’)
REFLECTION – 3 Youth for St Nicholas Day (Zakkiyya, Mbali, and Aidon)
READING (Poem “We need to teach the children…”) – read by Dr Terry Colliton

INTERLUDE – “I Am Beside You” (with lyrics in the video), Nick Cave & The Bad Seeds
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=-DQT_R2VMJQ

SERMON – Pippa	“’Tis the Season”
OFFERING PLATE –  https://uucpalisades.org/product/make-a-donation-to-uucp/
ANNOUNCEMENTS

CLOSING BLESSING (“Joy Chose You” by Donna Ashworth) - Pippa
CLOSING MUSIC “Fairytale of New York”, sung in honor of Shane MacGowan.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Pf2ABH1_bwY
CHALICE EXTINGUISHING – Pippa


POEM – Read by Dr Terry Colliton
“We Need to Teach the Children...” by Caroline Mellor

We need to teach the children the old words,
words like brabble and grubble,
twitter-light and clinkerbell;
words which dance and trip and slip
and drip like honey off the tongue.

Teach them that a hazy halo of cloud
around the moon is called a moonbroch
and that swiftly moving clouds are named cairies;
how a vixen’s wedding is a sunny shower of rain, 
and that a single sunbeam breaking through thick cloud 
is known as a messenger.

Teach them to know the seasons and scents
of Queen of the Meadow and Bride of the Sun,
how to tell Jupiter’s Staff from Fairy Fingers
and which roses bloom with the strawberry moon.

Teach them to spot pricklebacks in the tottlegrass,
how to recognise a smeuse or a bishop-barnaby,
when to watch the sky for flittermice and yaffles,
and to pay attention to the dumbeldore and mousearnickle
as she graces the lazy leahs of summer.

Teach them a few of the old Sussex words for mud,
like gubber and slub and stodge and pug,
so they know that the precious soil beneath their toes
is anything but worthless dirt.

Teach them to be users and keepers and makers
of the words which bring the land alive:
a storybook, where everything has its rightful place, including us;
where the wilds are fearful and filled with magic
and people do noble things, and nothing is impossible.

In this world of harsh new words —
words like planetary dysmorphia and solastalgia,
extinction debt and grief mitigation,
megadrought and megafire,
anthropogenic, pyrocene,
words which alarm and get stuck in our throats,
describing a world which our hearts cannot grasp —
we need to teach the children the old words,
so that if they should feel lost,
the old words might colour for them,
a warm and breathing, living map,
a light to guide them safely home.


BLESSING POEM – “Joy Chose You” by Donna Ashworth

Joy does not arrive with a fanfare
on a red carpet strewn 
with the flowers of a perfect life.
Joy sneaks in 
as you pour a cup of coffee
watching the sun hit your favorite tree
just right.

And you usher joy away 
because you are not ready for her,
your house is not as it should be 
for such a distinguished guest.

But joy, you see,
cares nothing for your messy home
or your bank balance
or your waistline.

Joy is supposed to slither through
the cracks of your imperfect life;
that's how joy works.

You cannot truly invite her, 
you can only be ready
when she appears;
and hug her with meaning
because, in this very moment,
joy chose you.
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