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Blue Christmas Service 
Unitarian Universalist Fellowship of Wayne County 

Wooster, Ohio 
The Rev. Jennie Barrington, Interim Minister 

Sharon Delgadillo, Music Director 
Steve Cook, Worship Associate 

Marianne Hutchens, Cellist 
 

Friday, December 13, 2019 
  6:30 p.m. 

 
 

Gathering Music    [Sharon] 

Chalice Lighting “To face the world’s shadows” (the Rev. Lindsay Bates) [Steve] 

“To face the world’s shadows, a chalice of light. 
To face the world’s coldness, a chalice of warmth. 
To face the world’s terrors, a chalice of courage. 
To face the world’s turmoil, a chalice of peace. 
May its glow fill our spirits, our hearts, and our lives.” 
 
Opening Words “Waiting for Now,” by Mandie McGlynn [Rev. Jennie] 

Everything  
is about to change.  
And  
it already has.  

It will be. It was. It is.  

The dawn you eagerly await 
to end the long, cold darkness 
is already full sun  
far off in the east.  

Yet even after light’s return 
spring is months away.  
Thirty long years pass  
after His birth 
before the Messiah comes.  

Stones of justice 
have been tossed in the lake 
but their ripples have not yet arrived, 
have not resolved into the kin-dom 
already present among us.  
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While we wait, let us seek 
—in the darkness of the Now and Not Yet— 
for the treasures God has hidden there, 
the riches of the secret places 
only found by night.  

This is what is promised us:  
the wheel of life turns ever on 
and darkness is a path to joy.  

Special Music “In the Bleak Midwinter” (Christina Rossetti) [Sharon]  
 
Sharing of Light and Our Losses [from “Thinking out Loud,” by Melinda Cousins] 
 
Leader:  

The first candle represented those experiencing grief, who have lost someone they loved. We 
will take time to remember them. 

The second candle represented those experiencing sickness, sadness, loneliness, anxiety, 
despair. We will take time to acknowledge the burdens we carry, expressing our sadness and 
confusion. 

The third candle represented those experiencing broken relationships, conflict, tension, sepa-
ration in their families. We will take time to acknowledge the messiness we live in, expressing 
our longing for reconciliation, resolution, and forgiveness.  

The fourth candle represented those experiencing unmet expectations, shattered dreams, 
dashed hopes. We will take time to acknowledge the deep longings and unanswered prayers. 

You are invited to come forward to light one of the votive candles which represents your 
burdens, griefs, sorrows-- those things which make Christmas a "blue" time for you. You may 
speak the name or the event if you wish to do so as you light the candle. Then you may re-
turn to your seat. 

When all people have had the opportunity to light candles, the leader leads the group in 
these unison words: 

“I will light candles this Christmas 
Candles of joy despite all sadness, 
Candles of hope where despair keeps watch, 
Candles of courage for fears ever present, 
Candles of peace for tempest-tossed days, 
Candles of graces to ease heavy burdens, 
Candles of love to inspire all my living, 
Candles that will burn all the year long.”  – Howard Thurman 
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An Advent Prayer, by Lucinda S. Duncan [Sharon] 
 
God of life and beauty: 
We pray for the quietness of snowflakes, knowing that love is quiet. 
We pray for the kindness of small acts, knowing gentleness is fragile. 
We are grateful to know that thoughtfulness makes no sound, that compassion leaves  
wonderfully beautiful traces when we open ourselves to wonder. 
May ours be a religion which, like the snowflake, goes everywhere in quietness, in love,  
and with gentle regard for that which is true and beautiful, in us and about us. Amen. 
 
Special Music “Time to Say Goodbye” (Einaudi) [Marianne Hutchens, Cellist] 
 
Reading “Downpour,” by Billy Collins  [Steve] 
 
Last night we ended up on the couch  
trying to remember  
all of the friends who had died so far,  
 
and this morning I wrote them down  
in alphabetical order  
on the flip side of a shopping list  
you had left on the kitchen table. 
 
So many of them had been swept away  
as if by a hand from the sky,  
it was good to recall them, 
I was thinking  
under the cold lights of a supermarket  
as I guided a cart with a wobbly wheel  
up and down the long strident aisles. 
 
I was on the lookout for blueberries,  
English muffins, linguini, heavy cream,  
light bulbs, apples, Canadian bacon,  
and whatever else was on the list,  
which I managed to keep grocery side up,  
 
until I had passed through the electric doors,  
where I stopped to realize,  
as I turned the list over,  
that I had forgotten Terry O’Shea 
as well as the bananas and the bread. 
 
It was pouring by then,  
spilling, as they say in Ireland,  



7 
 

people splashing across the lot to their cars. 
And that is when I set out,  
walking slowly and precisely,  
a soaking-wet man  
bearing bags of groceries,  
walking as if in a procession honoring the dead. 
 
I felt I owed this to Terry,  
who was such a strong painter,  
for almost forgetting him  
and to all the others who had formed  
a circle around him on the screen in my head. 
 
I was walking more slowly now  
in the presence of the compassion  
the dead were extending to a comrade,  
 
plus I was in no hurry to return  
to the kitchen, where I would have to tell you  
all about Terry and the bananas and the bread. 
 
Special Music “Sanctuary,” by Carrie Newcomer  [Sharon] 
 
Reflections on Blue Christmas [Rev. Jennie] 
 

In his poem, “Downpour,” which Steve Cook read beautifully for us this 
evening, poet Billy Collins had been reflecting with his wife on the several mu-
tual friends of theirs who have died. They were trying to remember all of their 
names. That time of reflection was good and helpful for him, but it stirred up 
deep and complex emotions. In sitting and talking about people they had loved 
and lost, Mr. Collins and his wife created a container for those losses and their 
accompanying feelings. And I’m so glad that they did that. But those losses and 
their accompanying feelings could not be contained in that room, nor in that 
evening. Mr. Collins was still walking in the midst of them the next morning, as 
he went about the mundane chore of grocery shopping. He had his grocery list 
on one side of a piece of scrap paper, and the list of their friends who had died 
on the other side. He thought he had completed his shopping trip, and walked 
out through the sliding doors--  when the sudden recollection of another dear 
friend who had died brought him up short. It literally stopped him in his tracks. 
Terry O’Shea! He suddenly thought. How could I have forgotten about Terry 
O’Shea? Overcome with sadness, regret, and even guilt, he stood, with his bags 
of groceries hanging from his arms, in the pouring rain. Then, to make matters 
even worse, he realized he had also forgotten to pick up the bananas and the 
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bread, which were on the list. He walks to his car, in the downpour, recalling 
Terry O’Shea’s artistic talent, and his camaraderie. But then, as if in a vision, he 
is able to picture Terry, and all of the other people that he and his wife had 
named, as a circle of friends, who were extending compassion and support to 
him, still. Having connected to that compassion and support, he finishes his er-
rand more contemplatively, acknowledging to himself that he will have to talk 
with his wife about Terry O’Shea, the recollection of whom prevented him from 
purchasing the bananas, and the bread. 
  

I love this poem for our Blue Christmas service this evening because of 
what Billy Collins illustrates for us--  so clearly that we can picture every step on 
his halting, distracted journey. When a person is overcome by grief, including 
the emotional weight of sadness and guilt, there are some things they simply 
cannot do. There are emotional burdens that literally stop us in our tracks. He 
cannot go back into the store and get the bananas and the bread. He just can’t 
do it. The picture Billy Collins gives us in his poem is what Blue Christmas is all 
about. The best description I found about why a Blue Christmas service is 
needed is these words by Unitarian Universalist minister, the Rev. Joshua 
Pawelek, from his sermon on December 15th, 2013, called, “I’m Dreaming of a 
White Christmas, but Everything’s Gone Blue” [he wrote]: 

 
“There’s really only one message I want to bring to you this morning, and that 
is, very simply, not everyone, every year, can enter fully into the joy, merriment 
and hopefulness of the holiday season. It isn’t always possible. For some, the 
bright lights, the season’s greetings, the festive music, the Christmas trees, the 
messages of peace and good will—all of it clashes with their internal state, 
clashes with recent painful experiences, clashes with difficult childhood memo-
ries of the holidays. For some there is dissonance. We’re dreaming of a white 
Christmas, and yet for some, everything’s gone blue.” 
 

In our congregation, we hold a Blue Christmas service each year, on an 
evening in December, to provide a place and time for people for whom the win-
ter holidays are not merry and bright. And I thank all of you who have come 
here. I thank each of you on behalf of all of you. 
  

When I learned, several weeks ago, that our congregation has a Blue 
Christmas service each year, I did not know if I was the best person to lead it. 
For me, Christmas Eve is my favorite evening of the year. There aren’t specific 
memories nor events that trigger painful emotions for me during the winter hol-
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idays. So I talked with a colleague of mine, the Rev. Shelley Page, who serves 
as Interim Minister of the Anchorage Unitarian Universalist Fellowship. Her con-
viction that a Blue Christmas service is sorely needed and very beneficial began 
to change my mind. And I found myself saying to her that it is true that painful 
memories of old losses can come back for a person after many years, and 
there’s no way to even predict which year might not be so bad, and which year 
might feel unusually burdensome. And then I told her about how, for more than 
two decades now, I’ve had the hardest time with Halloween. And that’s be-
cause, back in 1997, on the evening of October 31st, and the morning of No-
vember 1st, one of my closest friends, Sidney Arnold, died of AIDS. I told my 
friend Shelley that, for years, I hated Halloween. I did not want to give out 
candy, I certainly didn’t want to go to any parties, and I felt affronted by the 
decorations. “How could people be decorating their homes and shops for Hal-
loween when my dear friend had died?” [I would think to myself]  “That’s it! 
[Shelley said to me] That’s exactly how some people feel about the Christmas 
season, and all of the industry around it. The decorations, the music, the pres-
sure to go out and be social, and to exchange gifts--  All of that is an affront to 
many people, and emotionally so. So that’s your entryway into leading a Blue 
Christmas service.” 

 
“I can give people permission to feel cheerless this season. [I said] I can 

create a container in which they’re allowed to feel sad.” “Exactly [she said]; you 
can create a container.” 

 
 And so I am giving you permission, this season, to not feel merry and 
bright, and to not participate in holiday gatherings and traditions that you do 
not feel able to take part in. And I am encouraging you to be honest with oth-
ers, especially your loved-ones, about how you are feeling, and about the 
things you are just not up to participating in. I trust that they will understand--  
just as I was able to come to a deeper understanding of why Blue Christmas 
services are needed, after my conversation with Shelley Page. I suspect that 
there are many more people who do understand and empathize with Blue 
Christmases than there would appear to be on the surface. But we won’t know 
that if we don’t talk about the complex and often painful emotions that old 
memories can stir up. Many people do understand and empathize--  including 
the poet Billy Collins, who we have never met. He affirms for us what a burden 
grief can be. But he also reminds us that we can re-connect with a Greater 
Love--  through honoring the gifts and graces of friends we have lost, through 
being honest with ourselves and others about our sadness and guilt, through 
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carrying on with our daily lives in good weather and bad, and by allowing our-
selves to bask in the compassion and support extended by that great cloud of 
witnesses whose spirits are with us still. That compassion and support does not 
die. It lives on and can come to us as eternal love. 
 
*Closing Hymn #55 Dark of Winter 

Parting Words (Adapted from Henri-Frederic Amiel) [Rev. Jennie] 

My friends, life is short, and we do not have much time to gladden the hearts of 
those who make this earthly pilgrimage with us. So be swift to love, and make 
haste to do kindness. And the blessings of God, who comes to us as Creative 
Presence, Saving Grace, and Life-giving Spirit, be upon you and all whom you 
love and pray for this day, and forever more. Amen. 

Postlude   [Sharon] 

 


