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The light before the dawn

Christmas Songs - 


Introduction – Reflection  



Opening

You know what it’s like when you get all the decorations safely stowed away and you are dusting or tidying something up and there it is, one Christmas decoration – maybe it fell off the tree or something, but there it is all the same. Probably came out of the box that goes on the bottom of all the boxes. Maybe it fell of the tree, or it was on the mantle and slipped in behind, maybe it was when you got distracted from putting things away that you just skipped over it. 


But now there it is sticking out of that pile of magazines, and I guess it means I am going to have to dig everything out again. I wouldn’t have seen it if I hadn’t gotten up so early. The dawn’s light caught it just this certain way and there it was, like some tongue sticking out. 

I could just put it on the top box, but then I might not find it next year when I go looking for it. Just when I thought Christmas was done too.


It’s not that I don’t love celebrating Christmas. I love celebrating Christmas. I wish it went on and on and  . .  well you get the idea


But it’s done, right? It’s after New Year’s. It’s after Olde Christmas. And most of my friends have had their decorations down for ages. 


You know the same thing happened last year. I left a picture my baby cousin drew of a Christmas tree up on the fridge till past Valentine’s day. I was so embarrassed that I hadn’t thought to put it away with the Christmas decorations, and now this tree ornament will be my shame for this year.


It is pretty though. 

You know if it were up to me I’d keep my decorations out longer, but it’s not up to me, Is it?

Opening prayer



Scripture:
Matthew 2:1-12
      

 1After Jesus was born in Bethlehem in Judea, during the time of King Herod, Magi£ from the east came to Jerusalem 2and asked, “Where is the one who has been born king of the Jews? We saw his star in the east£ and have come to worship him.”
3When King Herod heard this he was disturbed, and all Jerusalem with him. 4When he had called together all the people’s chief priests and teachers of the law, he asked them where the Christ£ was to be born. 5“In Bethlehem in Judea,” they replied, “for this is what the prophet has written:
6    “‘But you, Bethlehem, in the land of Judah,
    are by no means least among the rulers of Judah;
    for out of you will come a ruler
    who will be the shepherd of my people Israel.’£”
7Then Herod called the Magi secretly and found out from them the exact time the star had appeared. 8He sent them to Bethlehem and said, “Go and make a careful search for the child. As soon as you find him, report to me, so that I too may go and worship him.”
9After they had heard the king, they went on their way, and the star they had seen in the east£ went ahead of them until it stopped over the place where the child was. 10When they saw the star, they were overjoyed. 11On coming to the house, they saw the child with his mother Mary, and they bowed down and worshiped him. Then they opened their treasures and presented him with gifts of gold and of incense and of myrrh. 12And having been warned in a dream not to go back to Herod, they returned to their country by another route.
Carol: Away in a Manger
Away in a manger, no crib for a bed, 

The little Lord Jesus laid down his sweet head. 

The stars in the bright sky looked down where he lay, 

The little Lord Jesus asleep on the hay.

The cattle are lowing, the Baby awakes, 

But little Lord Jesus no crying he makes, 

I love thee, Lord Jesus; look down from the sky, 

And stay by my side until morning is nigh.

Be near me, Lord Jesus, I ask thee to stay 

Close by me forever, and love me, I pray. 

Bless all the dear children in thy tender care, 

And fit us for heaven to live with thee there.
Special Music 

Poem– The lights of Christmas


The lights of Christmas

We string them up around the eves and troughs to brighten darkening days

But are these the lights of Christmas, or just some modern play

On true lights that shine especially bright at this time of year

To help us see the Christ-Child, and together to draw near

We string the lights in trees and garlands and brightly deck our halls

To make our homes seem homier still, reflected in tinsel and crystal balls

But indoors as in outdoors, these lights all have a switch

And soon as on, they’re off if the winds give wires a twitch.

No, the lights I seek at Christmas are more honest and more true

Like candles lit in the advent wreath that remind me what Christ came to offer me and you

Candles flicker like the starlight, to recall one special star

For God set the stars in the heavens to help us when we journey far.

But one bright star that I recall, that guided them to Christ the Child

Even that bright star, so I am told, it fires are now quelled

For stars - like candles – only last until potential & purpose is fulfilled

Yet the light I seek, is light that the darkness has never overwhelmed

 The light I seek at Christmas is the light of Christ the king

It’s the light that shines in every heart that seeks and welcomes him.

It shines when our giving means more than what we get,

And it shines beyond dates and season, for more time than has been set.

The light of Christmas, is the light of Christ in us, set on us from above

The Spirit shines, lights our life, and we declare the Saviour’s love,

Be reaching out to help those who have less or who have naught at all

To lift up lives so that too can see, and feel that God true love recalled

The true light of Christmas can’t be strung, or struck or lit

The light of Christ is bright all year, in those in who Christ Spirit is

 And so I seek to faithfully follow, until it may be seen

That the light of Christ, of Christmas, is at last the light of life in me.
Scripture:
Luke 2:8-15


8And there were shepherds living out in the fields nearby, keeping watch over their flocks at night. 9An angel of the Lord appeared to them, and the glory of the Lord shone around them, and they were terrified. 10But the angel said to them, “Do not be afraid. I bring you good news of great joy that will be for all the people. 11Today in the town of David a Savior has been born to you; he is Christ£ the Lord. 12This will be a sign to you: You will find a baby wrapped in cloths and lying in a manger.”
13Suddenly a great company of the heavenly host appeared with the angel, praising God and saying,
14    “Glory to God in the highest,
    and on earth peace to men on whom his favor rests.”
15When the angels had left them and gone into heaven, the shepherds said to one another, “Let’s go to Bethlehem and see this thing that has happened, which the Lord has told us about.”
Carol: While shepherds Kept their watch

While shepherds watched their flocks by night, All seated on the ground
The angel of the Lord came down, and glory shone around
 
"Fear not," said he, for mighty dread had seized their troubled minds
"Glad tidings of great joy I bring, To you and all mankind.”


 "To you in David's town this day, is born of David's line,
The Savior who is Christ the Lord, and this shall be the sign

"The heavenly Babe you there shall find; to human view displayed
And meanly wrapped in swathing bands and in a manger laid."

Thus spake the seraph, and forthwith, appeared a shining throng
Of angels praising God, who thus, addressed their joyful song

"All glory be to God on high, and to the earth be peace;
Goodwill henceforth from heaven to men, begin and never cease!"

Special Music


Carol: In the bleak mid-winter

In the bleak midwinter, frosty wind made moan,
Earth stood hard as iron, water like a stone;
Snow had fallen, snow on snow, snow on snow,
In the bleak midwinter, long ago.

Our God, heaven cannot hold Him, nor the earth sustain;
Heaven and earth shall welcome Him when He comes to reign.
Yet, in the bleak midwinter a stable place sufficed
The Lord God incarnate, Jesus the Christ.

Angels and archangels may have gathered there,
Cherubim and seraphim thronged the air;
But His mother only, in her maiden bliss,
Worshipped the beloved with a loving kiss.

What can I give Him, poor as I am?
If I were a shepherd, I would bring a lamb;
If I were a Wise Man, I would do my part;
Yet what I can give Him: give my heart.

Narrative – Before the Dawn



For those who miss the dawn of the day, and roll back under the covers for a few more glimpses of precious sleep, well I pity you for what you miss.

Everyone experiences sunsets; they come like a reward to a fulfilled day and all its accomplishments, or a condolence to comfort you into a calm evening after a hard day into a deserved rest. I have always liked sunsets, but I just always felt like I had to share them with so many people, and so many of those people just took them for granted. 

But the dawn is a gift to those who wake for it.

I am not one who always meets the dawn, but this one morning after Christmas I decided to get up early to take down the Christmas decorations; Get it all done before everyone else in the house was up, and then they could all have that feeling of a fresh start. 

Well , on Christmas day we got up early, which was all the harder considering how late I was up putting all the toys together for the children. All the gifts bought for the children this year seemed to come with assembly requirements. Okay, I can handle a few battery installations, but trying to find part A and using bolt J to attach part D with detaching part B, C, & O (actually I am not really sure if I ever found part O). And then I there was making sure that I counted all my husband’s presents [actually he got one extra this year because I found one of the presents I had hide last year]



I mean, after the Christmas Eve service at the local church I was all in a panic hoping that I could get home and get these toys and other presents put together in order for Christmas morning, to be perfect and, well I sort of missed the dawn even though I was up for it and exhausted. The children seemed to look at the gifts, then smile, and then ask about the next toy in the series. I feel cynical. I feel like I missed something.

Then there were those phone calls, my family, and a couple of old friends, well at least I discovered I was not the only one up at 3am trying to get all of this done. And I got it all done.


And it really was not that bad, but I still wanted the house tidy and the things for a special breakfast ready to go, and then there was the small matter of making sure everything was ready to go for the main meal. The turkey was almost thawed, almost.


Rule in our house is, and its simple, you can wake up as early as you like on Christmas morning, but there is no getting up and out of bed [except for trips to the washroom] until the sun rises. And sure as clockwork, at sunrise and I mean the bare crack of dawn,  there were two VERY awake children flying into my bedroom shout, “Get up! It’s Christmas! Merry Christmas!!”


Three hours sleep does not a merry mother make.


And I may have caught a glimpse of that dawn, but it was for me reflected in the joy of my children’s eyes. I see their smiles, and getting up for the sake of their joy makes me joyful. 

If it was about me, just me, I might tend to stay in bed more. But it is about them, and while they rest I wake for the dawn, and I do it a lot. Though waking up is sometimes hard, especially when it is cold and miserable, when the dawn comes  - whether it is the slow quite creep of the sun behind the clouds from darkness to full light, or the rise of bright coloured sky that softens to the perfect powder blue of a sunny day.

The dawn is a gift to those who wake for it, because for most people who are awake for the dawn, they are also awake to labour, to love, to serve to help, to give. What a wondrous thing God does, to offer a precious reward as the light of a new day. 
Carol: It came upon a midnight clear 

It came upon the midnight clear, that glorious song of old,
From angels bending near the earth, To touch their harps of gold!
”Peace on the earth, good will to men, From heaven's all gracious King!”
The world in solemn stillness lay, to hear the angels sing.

Still through the cloven skies they come, with peaceful wings unfurled
And still their heavenly music floats, o'er all the weary world;
Above its sad and lowly plains, they bend on hovering wing.
And ever o'er its Babel sounds, the blessed angels sing.

Yet with the woes of sin and strife the world hath suffered long;
Beneath the angel-strain have rolled two thousand years of wrong;
And man, at war with man, hears not, the love song which they bring:
O hush the noise, ye men of strife, and hear the angels sing.

Candles – 
Someone will come around to light your candle 

Scripture:
Isaiah 9:2, 6&7

2    The people walking in darkness
    have seen a great light;
    on those living in the land of the shadow of death£
    a light has dawned.
6    For to us a child is born,
    to us a son is given,
    and the government will be on his shoulders.
    And he will be called
    Wonderful Counselor,£ Mighty God,
    Everlasting Father, Prince of Peace.
7    Of the increase of his government and peace
    there will be no end.
    He will reign on David’s throne
    and over his kingdom,
    establishing and upholding it
    with justice and righteousness
    from that time on and forever.
    The zeal of the LORD Almighty
    will accomplish this.
Conclusion – Reflection  -


    I put it up again.

Not on a tree.

Not on the mantle.

I put it up in the middle of the window hanging from a little hook and everyone who comes to the house will see it.

I am going to leave it there all year.

I might just leave it there forever, or if I find a more obvious place maybe I will move it there.

And I am not being lazy. This is not just some excuse not to dig through those boxes to put it away because I already did that. I had all the boxes out, and I have put them all back. And I still have the decoration out.

Why?


Maybe I just went a little crazy? The kind of crazy that says that something from Christmas should stay out so that we don’t start acting like there isn’t a Christmas. I am not talking about the shopping or the foolishness, I am talking about the spirit of Christmas, or maybe that’s the Holy Spirit of Christmas. 

I need a reminder that God sent His only Son for me, and that Jesus did not come as some conquering warrior hero, or mighty and powerful king, but he came to this world the way that I came, that we all come into the world. He was a little child.

I need to remember the angels, telling Mary and Joseph and the shepherds not to be afraid, because I get afraid sometimes. Sometimes I am afraid of what the world around me does and says, but more often I am afraid about what God is asking me to do in response to this crazy world.

I need to remember the wise men who journeyed to see Jesus, when I have to go out of my way to really encounter Christ in my life. 

So I ma leaving one decoration up to try and live a line I heard from Charles Dickens ‘A Christmas Carol’: “to keep Christmas well if any man alive possessed the knowledge” and also “God Bless us, Everyone”

Not just for one season, but all the year long. And even as the days lengthen, I will remember that it was in the darker days of the winter that in remembering Christmas I saw the brightest day of the year.   
Carol: Silent night 

Silent night, holy night; All is calm all is bright
'Round yon virgin Mother and Child, Holy infant so tender and mild
Sleep in heavenly peace, Sleep in heavenly peace

Silent night, holy night, Shepherds quake at the sight.
Glories stream from heaven afar, Heav'nly hosts sing Alleluia;
Christ the Savior is born, Christ the Savior is born

Silent night, holy night, Son of God, love's pure light.
Radiant beams from Thy holy face, With the dawn of redeeming grace,
Jesus, Lord, at Thy birth, Jesus, Lord, at Thy birth

 Please enjoy a time of fellowship; cookies and hot refreshments available

         May the wonder of Christ’s birth be a warming light to you and yours, & may Christmas joys and the Light of the Epiphany we share in Christ, brighten you way as we journey together into the new year
We rejoice in the light,
And we echo the song

That comes down through the night

From the heavenly throng.

Ay! we shout to the lovely evangel they bring,

And we greet in his cradle our Savior and King.

Josiah Gilbert Holland (1819–1881)
Thanks to Shelley, Bev, Donna, Rachel, and everyone who came together to give the gift of this worship. 

            And may God bless all of you for being a part of this night.

Where everything begins

An angel speaks into the mind,

Of Mary, maid, so pure and gracious;

Sounds the words of prophets’ songs

All time fulfilled in the most unlikely places

Thus everything begins, and again

A little child, the word fulfilled,

Made flesh, no shortage of divinity

And all the ages wonder, wait,

Hope in Love’s lasting prosperity

Thus everything begins, and again

And ages to ages may pass,

Faith falters from far flung fellowship

That we once cherished, our own true treasure

Purpose and calling to take ownership

Thus everything begins, and again

In our past, our shared inheritance,

There is a humble stable, a mother, man & child

And a place the among the shepherds or the kings,

And feign to reach and hold God but for a while

In that place of peace and hope, joy and love,

Inside us all

Where we begin again
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