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A Blue Christmas Poem, by John Stuart 
 
There's no room at Christmas for sadness, 
There's no place for hearts that are blue. 
All the world wants to hear 
Is a word full of cheer, 
Not a sigh, not a tear, not from you. 
 
There's no room at Christmas for loneliness, 
There's no place for your emptiness & grief. 
All the world wants is peace, 
Mistletoe and Christmas trees, 
Not a heartache that mars its beliefs. 
 
There's no room at Christmas for sickness, 
There's no place or time to be ill. 
All the world wants is health, 
Prosperity and wealth, 
Not a pain that can spoil its goodwill. 
 
There's no room at Christmas for Jesus, 
There's no place for His family, too, 
All the world would not share, 
No one seems to really care, 
A stable will just have to do. 
 
Yes, there's room at Christmas for sadness, 
There's a place in God's heart for you. 
For He knows pain and loss, 
Which He felt on the cross, 
So this candle is lit here for you… 
For Christ knows what it's like to be blue. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
Prayer 
 
In the promise which is everywhere about us 
Hold us God 
In the longing for a new world and new living 
Cradle us God 
In the need to see advent’s revelation in our world 
Direct us God 
In the silence of memories that haunt us 
Comfort us God 
In the hunger for justice that aches in us 
Feed us God 
In the yearning for love in each of our days 
Reassure us God 
In the setting out of truth in our political world 
Aid us God 
In the call for peace in our crazy world 
Hear us God 
In the search for healing in our broken world 
Find us God 
In the gathering round the table 
Gather with us God 
In the breaking of bread and spilling of wine 
Share with us God 
In the community of faith 
Reveal yourself God 
 
— from the archives of the Church of Scotland’s Starters for Sunday website 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

Prayer 
 
Gracious God, 
We place ourselves in your presence. 
Our minds and our spirits are cluttered.  
Help us make space for you.  
Help us to be fully present here, now. 
 
 
We release to you all that we have done today– 
whether for good or for ill. 
 
We release all that we feel like we should have done today,  
but did not do. 
 
We release all of the people  
who weigh on our hearts and minds this evening. 
 
We release our fears.  
We release our anxiety.  
We release our impatience.  
We release our pride. 
 
All of the thoughts,  
all of the feelings that pull us away from you, O God,  
we release. 
 
[silence] 
 
And now with open hearts  
we receive what you offer us now: 
 
We receive the gift of this space and this time. 
We receive the gift of being with each person here. 
We receive the Holy Spirit’s presence within us  
for guidance and healing. 
We receive the sacred words that will be spoken and thought. 
We receive the holy touch of hand and heart. 
We receive the silence. 
We receive the music. 
 
Fill us now with the peace of your deep, abiding presence. 
We offer all of ourselves to you,  
our One God, Creator, Redeemer, Sustainer. Amen 

~ written by Joanna Harader 



 

 

Advent in the Dark 
 
We wait in the darkness,  
expectantly, longingly, anxiously, thoughtfully. 
 
The darkness is our friend. 
 
In the darkness of the womb,  
we have all been nurtured and protected. 
 
In the darkness of the womb  
the Christ-child was made ready for the journey into light. 
 
It is only in the darkness 
that we can see the splendour of the universe –  
blankets of stars, the solitary glowings of the planets. 
 
It was the darkness that allowed the Magi to find the star  
that guided them to where the Christ-child lay. 
 
In the darkness of the night, desert people find relief from the cruel relentless heat of the sun. 
 
In the blessed desert darkness  
Mary and Joseph were able to flee with the infant Jesus  
to safety in Egypt. 
 
In the darkness of sleep,  
we are soothed and restored, healed and renewed. 
 
In the darkness of sleep, dreams rise up.  
God spoke to Joseph and the wise men through dreams.  
God is speaking still.  
 
Sometimes in the solitude of the darkness 
our fears and concerns, our hopes and visions  
rise to the surface. 
We come face to face with ourselves  
and with the road that lies ahead of us.  
And in that same darkness  
we find companionship for the journey.  
 
In that same darkness  



 

 

we sometimes allow ourselves to wonder and worry  
whether the human race is going to survive.  
 
And then, in the darkness  
we know that you are with us, O God,  
yet still we await your coming.  
 
In the darkness that contains both our hopelessness and our hope,  
we watch for a sign of God’s hope.  
 
For you are with us, O God,  
in darkness and in light. 
 
~ from the Presbyterian Church of Aotearoa, New Zealand (abridged) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

Advent: Prayer for Hope 
 
Lord Jesus Christ, 
who is, who was, and who is to come, 
we pray for the virtue of hope, 
that amidst the trials and difficulties 
of this world, 
we may keep our hearts fixed 
upon you, who reigns over the cosmos. 
 
 
May your grace enliven us, 
strengthen us, 
and defend us, 
as we await your coming in glory. Amen 
 
~ written by David Bennett 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Advent Reflection 
 
The deeper the darkness 
the brighter the light shines. 
For love refuses 
to be extinguished by despair. 
Resilience and hope cannot be quenched 
while the light of love burns steadily, 
fueled by courage and by compassion. 
Look for the light 
and there you will find love. 
 
~ posted on RevGalBlogPals 



 

 

Blessing for the Longest Night 
 
All throughout these months 
as the shadows 
have lengthened, 
this blessing has been 
gathering itself, 
making ready, 
preparing for 
this night. 
 
It has practiced 
walking in the dark, 
traveling with 
its eyes closed, 
feeling its way 
by memory 
by touch 
by the pull of the moon 
even as it wanes. 
 
So believe me 
when I tell you 
this blessing will 
reach you 
even if you 
have not light enough 
to read it; 
it will find you 
even though you cannot 
see it coming. 
 
You will know 
the moment of its 
arriving 
by your release 
of the breath 
you have held 
so long; 
a loosening 
of the clenching 
in your hands, 



 

 

of the clutch 
around your heart; 
a thinning 
of the darkness 
that had drawn itself 
around you. 
 
This blessing 
does not mean 
to take the night away 
but it knows 
its hidden roads, 
knows the resting spots 
along the path, 
knows what it means 
to travel 
in the company 
of a friend. 
 
So when 
this blessing comes, 
take its hand. 
Get up. 
Set out on the road 
you cannot see. 
 
This is the night 
when you can trust 
that any direction 
you go, 
you will be walking 
toward the dawn. 
 
 
© Jan Richardson. janrichardson.com 
  



 

 

A Prayer at an Empty Chair 
 
Dear God, 
there’s an empty chair at our table,   
an ache in our hearts  and tears upon our faces...    
 

We try to shield one another from our grief 
but we cannot hide it from you... 
 

We pray for...(name your loved one)   
whose presence we miss in these homecoming days... 
 

Open our eyes and our hearts to the healing, the warmth  
and the peace of your presence... 
 

Assure us that those we miss   
have a home in your heart as well as in ours  
and a place at your table forever... 
 

Open our hearts to joyful memories of the love we shared  
with those who have gone before us... 
 

Help us tell the stories that bring us close to one another  
and to the ones we miss so much... 
 

Teach us to lean on you and on each other   
for the strength we need  
to walk through difficult times... 
 

Give us quiet moments with you, with our thoughts,  
with our memories and our prayers... 
 

And in the stillness of the quiet,  
give us your consolation and your peace... 
 
Be with us and hold us in your arms  
as you hold the ones we miss...  
 
This is the day you have made, O Lord:   
help us rejoice and be glad in the peace you’ve promised  
and share with those who’ve gone before us... 
 
Amen. 
 

~ written by Concord Pastor 



 

 

 
Iona Community: Cloth for the Cradle 
 
When the world was dark 
and the city was quiet, 
you came. 
You crept in beside us. 
And no one knew. 
Only the few  
who dared to believe 
that God might do something different. 
Will you do the same this Christmas, Lord? 
Will you come into the darkness of tonight's 
world; 
not the friendly darkness 
as when sleep rescues us from tiredness, 
but the fearful darkness, 
in which people have stopped believing 
that war will end 
or that food will come 
or that a government will change 
or that the Church cares? 
Will you come into that darkness 
and do something different 
to save your people from death and despair? 
Will you come into the quietness of this town, 
not the friendly quietness 
as when lovers hold hands, 
but the fearful silence when  
the phone has not rung 
the letter has not come, 
the friendly voice no longer speaks, 
the doctor's face says it all? 

Will you come into that darkness, 
and do something different, 
not to distract, but to embrace your people? 
And will you come into the dark corners  
and the quiet places of our lives? 
 
 
 
We ask this not because we are guilt-ridden 
or want to be, 
but because the fullness our lives long for 
depends upon us being as open and vulnerable 
to you 
as you were to us, 
when you came, 
wearing no more than diapers, 
and trusting human hands  
to hold their maker. 
Will you come into our lives, 
if we open them to you 
and do something different? 
When the world was dark 
and the city was quiet 
you came. 
You crept in beside us. 
Do the same this Christmas, Lord. 
Do the same this Christmas. 
Amen.

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

Psalm 77  
I yell out to my God, I yell with all my might, 
    I yell at the top of my lungs. He listens. 
2-6 I found myself in trouble and went looking 
for my Lord; 
    my life was an open wound that wouldn’t 
heal. 
When friends said, “Everything will turn out all 
right,” 
    I didn’t believe a word they said. 
I remember God—and shake my head. 
    I bow my head—then wring my hands. 
I’m awake all night—not a wink of sleep; 
    I can’t even say what’s bothering me. 
I go over the days one by one, 
    I ponder the years gone by. 
I strum my lute all through the night, 
    wondering how to get my life together. 
7-10 Will the Lord walk off and leave us for 
good? 
    Will he never smile again? 
Is his love worn threadbare? 
    Has his salvation promise burned out? 
Has God forgotten his manners? 
    Has he angrily stalked off and left us? 
“Just my luck,” I said. “The High God goes out 
of business 
    just the moment I need him.” 
11-12 Once again I’ll go over what God has 
done, 

    lay out on the table the ancient wonders; 
I’ll ponder all the things you’ve accomplished, 
    and give a long, loving look at your acts. 
13-15 O God! Your way is holy! 
    No god is great like God! 
You’re the God who makes things happen; 
    you showed everyone what you can do— 
You pulled your people out of the worst kind of 
trouble, 
    rescued the children of Jacob and Joseph. 
16-19 Ocean saw you in action, God, 
    saw you and trembled with fear; 
    Deep Ocean was scared to death. 
Clouds belched buckets of rain, 
    Sky exploded with thunder, 
    your arrows flashing this way and that. 
From Whirlwind came your thundering voice, 
    Lightning exposed the world, 
    Earth reeled and rocked. 
You strode right through Ocean, 
    walked straight through roaring Ocean, 
    but nobody saw you come or go. 
20 Hidden in the hands of Moses and Aaron, 
You led your people like a flock of sheep. 
 
Copyright © 1993, 1994, 1995, 1996, 2000, 
2001, 2002 by Eugene H. Peterson 

  



 

 

Isaiah 9:2-7 
 
The people who walked in darkness 
   have seen a great light; 
those who lived in a land of deep darkness— 
   on them light has shined.  
You have multiplied the nation, 
   you have increased its joy; 
they rejoice before you 
   as with joy at the harvest, 
   as people exult when dividing plunder.  
For the yoke of their burden, 
   and the bar across their shoulders, 
   the rod of their oppressor, 
   you have broken as on the day of Midian.  
For all the boots of the tramping warriors 
   and all the garments rolled in blood 
   shall be burned as fuel for the fire.  
For a child has been born for us, 
   a son given to us; 
authority rests upon his shoulders; 
   and he is named 
Wonderful Counsellor, Mighty God, 
   Everlasting Father, Prince of Peace.  
His authority shall grow continually, 
   and there shall be endless peace 
for the throne of David and his kingdom. 
   He will establish and uphold it 
with justice and with righteousness 
   from this time onwards and for evermore. 
The zeal of the Lord of hosts will do this. 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

Psalm 27 
Of David. 
The Lord is my light and my salvation; 
   whom shall I fear? 
The Lord is the stronghold of my life; 
   of whom shall I be afraid?  
 
When evildoers assail me 
   to devour my flesh— 
my adversaries and foes— 
   they shall stumble and fall.  
 
Though an army encamp against me, 
   my heart shall not fear; 
though war rise up against me, 
   yet I will be confident.  
 
One thing I asked of the Lord, 
   that will I seek after: 
to live in the house of the Lord 
   all the days of my life, 
to behold the beauty of the Lord, 
   and to inquire in his temple.  
 
For he will hide me in his shelter 
   in the day of trouble; 
he will conceal me under the cover of his tent; 
   he will set me high on a rock.  
 
Now my head is lifted up 
   above my enemies all around me, 

and I will offer in his tent 
   sacrifices with shouts of joy; 
I will sing and make melody to the Lord.  
 
Hear, O Lord, when I cry aloud, 
   be gracious to me and answer me!  
‘Come,’ my heart says, ‘seek his face!’ 
   Your face, Lord, do I seek.  
   Do not hide your face from me.  
 
Do not turn your servant away in anger, 
   you who have been my help. 
Do not cast me off, do not forsake me, 
   O God of my salvation!  
If my father and mother forsake me, 
   the Lord will take me up.  
 
Teach me your way, O Lord, 
   and lead me on a level path 
   because of my enemies.  
Do not give me up to the will of my adversaries, 
   for false witnesses have risen against me, 
   and they are breathing out violence.  
 
I believe that I shall see the goodness of 
the Lord 
   in the land of the living.  
Wait for the Lord; 
   be strong, and let your heart take courage; 
   wait for the Lord! 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

Isaiah 40:1-11 
 
Comfort, O comfort my people, says your God.  
Speak tenderly to Jerusalem, 
   and cry to her 
that she has served her term, 
   that her penalty is paid, 
that she has received from the Lord’s hand 
   double for all her sins.  
 
A voice cries out: 
‘In the wilderness prepare the way of the Lord, 
   make straight in the desert a highway for our 
God.  
Every valley shall be lifted up, 
   and every mountain and hill be made low; 
the uneven ground shall become level, 
   and the rough places a plain.  
Then the glory of the Lord shall be revealed, 
   and all people shall see it together, 
   for the mouth of the Lord has spoken.’  
 
A voice says, ‘Cry out!’ 
   And I said, ‘What shall I cry?’ 
All people are grass, 
   their constancy is like the flower of the field.  
The grass withers, the flower fades, 
   when the breath of the Lord blows upon it; 
   surely the people are grass.  
The grass withers, the flower fades; 
   but the word of our God will stand for ever.  
Get you up to a high mountain, 
   O Zion, herald of good tidings; 
lift up your voice with strength, 
   O Jerusalem, herald of good tidings, 
   lift it up, do not fear; 
say to the cities of Judah, 
   ‘Here is your God!’  
See, the Lord God comes with might, 
   and his arm rules for him; 
his reward is with him, 
   and his recompense before him.  

He will feed his flock like a shepherd; 
   he will gather the lambs in his arms, 
and carry them in his bosom, 
   and gently lead the mother sheep.  



 

 

 
 
 
 
Matthew 11:28-30 
 ‘Come to me, all you that are weary and are carrying heavy burdens, and I will give you rest. Take my 
yoke upon you, and learn from me; for I am gentle and humble in heart, and you will find rest for your 
souls. For my yoke is easy, and my burden is light.’ 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
John 1:1-9, 14 
In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with God, and the Word was God. 2He was in the 
beginning with God. 3All things came into being through him, and without him not one thing came 
into being. What has come into being 4in him was life, and the life was the light of all people. 5The 
light shines in the darkness, and the darkness did not overcome it. 
6 There was a man sent from God, whose name was John. 7He came as a witness to testify to the light, 
so that all might believe through him. 8He himself was not the light, but he came to testify to the 
light. 9The true light, which enlightens everyone, was coming into the world. 
14 And the Word became flesh and lived among us, and we have seen his glory, the glory as of a 
father’s only son, full of grace and truth. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  



 

 



 

 



 

 

 
 
 
 
  



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


