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“God’s Spirit continues to break the surface of mystery,  
continues to dwell among us.” 

 
(‘Watching for Salmon’ by The Very Rev. David Giuliano)   

 


 
Gathering Music           Andrew Poaps, Music Director                                         

 
Welcome & Call to Worship            Rev. Heather Weaver-Orosz 
 
 Good evening and welcome to this time of worship, here on this longest 
night of the year.  We pray this will be a sacred space for you to rest, remember, 
acknowledge, and prepare. 

As we come ever closer to the birthday of Jesus, the Holy Child of 
Bethlehem, there is another birthday remembered on December 25th:  that of Clara 
Barton, born in Oxford, Massachusetts, in 1821. As The SALT Project’s 
‘Theologian’s Almanac’ tells the story, when the Civil War broke out, Barton was 
working in Washington, D.C., and she began tending to wounded soldiers brought 
to the city. She grew concerned that soldiers were losing too much blood in transit 
to the hospital, and so she pioneered the practice of treating the wounded on the 

battlefield itself. Clara Barton became the founder of the American Red Cross. 
 There are wounds in this life to which we must tend – in real time, and over 
the course of time.  There are aches, questions, and perplexities of this life to 
which we must give due attention.   
 We are finite beings, but we live and love in the care of God’s infinite 
presence.  The mystery and the celebration of this holy season is that the One for 
whom we wait, waits with us; holding vigil, holding fast to the truths of healing and 
strength, with merciful grace all around us. 
 Let us come together this longest night, to worship and remember, resting in 
the fullest gifts of this time:  God’s hope, peace, joy, and love. 
 
Acknowledgement of Traditional Territory 
“Holy Ground” by Gordon Light 
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As we gather in this holy space, may we acknowledge fully and deeply the 
truth that the land on which we gather is the traditional territory of the 
Anishnabeg, Attawandaron, and Haudenosaunee Indigenous Peoples, under the 
Wampum Treaty of One Dish, One Spoon.  The Indigenous People and the settlers 
in Canada have had a difficult, hurtful past – hurts that are still felt today.  We 
yearn for reconciliation, for healing, and for peace. 

Let us gather remember, in the words of Gordon Light, that “In the story of 
Moses standing before God, and becoming aware that he is on holy ground, we 
learn that there is nowhere and no time the Creator is not near. 

All faith traditions tell us that the earth – its creatures, its times and seasons 
– is holy ground. Christian teaching includes the understanding that all creation is 
the Incarnation, the meeting place in which we experience the presence of the 
Holy One. 

Indigenous peoples teach that the earth, its waters, plants and creatures 
invite us into relationship, generously providing for our needs. We are called to 
approach creation with humility and respect.” 

Let us hear the words from “Holy Ground”, heeding the call to: 
 

Walk gently on the earth, holy ground. 
Light be our footsteps on the path, holy ground. 

This earth, a dwelling for each kind, it is not ours alone. 
We share the soil, the seas, the winds, this is our common home. 

Walk gently on the earth, holy ground. 

The beauty born of God’s own dream, holy ground. 
Meadow, mountain, pond and stream, holy ground. 

Woodland, thicket, furrow, den, where fox and sparrow nest. 
The marsh reeds bending in the wind, on which the blackbird rests; 

The wonders of this world we sing: holy ground. 

Leaf and stem, rose and thorn, holy ground. 
Winter frost and summer storm, holy ground. 

The seed that lies in wait for spring, the fields that ache for fall; 
the newborn child; old failing eyes, the bones that bid farewell; 

The pattern of all life transformed, holy ground. 

Walk gently with each other, holy ground. 
Each creature is our sister, brother, holy ground. 

We cannot find our peace alone, but only as we share; 
Be ours the will to walk as one, God give us hearts to care; 

Walk gently with each other, holy ground. 
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Prayer & Lighting of the Christ Candle 
Holy God, you who called forth light from darkness, we gather in the sacred space 
you have made for us, to be together in body, mind, and spirit.   
We give thanks for the welcome you provide, greeting us, holding us, 
just as we are, in this complicated season and always. 
We give thanks for the light of Christ, shining your love  
into our lives and all the world. Amen.  
 
Hymn  “O Little Town of Bethlehem” (Voices United 64) 

 
Reading  “Watching for Salmon” by The Very Rev. David Giuliano 
 

The Humber River was surely known by other names among the 
Mississaugas of the Credit, the Anishnabeg, the Chippewa, the Haudenosaunee and 
the Wendat peoples who lived in the area long before settlers named it after a river 
in England. 

Now a bustling city has grown up around it. It flows beneath a stone bridge 
near The Old Mill and under Dundas, Bloor, the subway line and the Gardner’s 
Expressway.   The soil along its banks continues to thrusts up a little green 
life.  Ducks, geese and heron still call it home.  The sun still insists on 
photosynthesis, and we are drawn, by unnamed longings, to the grassy banks of 
the waters that will eventually flow to the Atlantic. 

And a few salmon, driven by their own DNA-desire to spawn new life, still 
make their way up its rushing current from Lake Ontario.  Fewer salmon leap up 
into the cool autumn air, over the low concrete damns, than once churned the 
water red.  These days, we might be blessed by a surprising splash and flash of 
light reflected off a fish’s crimson back, if we are watching. 

Like a thief in the night—they are there and then gone. You couldn’t pick 

them out of a police lineup downtown.  Still, having caught a glimpse, one is left 
with a sudden sense of aliveness. 

Most of us never see the salmon at all.  We are too busy, preoccupied with 
Christmas preparations, or an angry conversation, or the heartache that brought us 
down to walk along the river in the first place.  Then something flashes on the 
periphery of our vision of the world.  And our spirit vibrates with the good news 
that there are mysteries beneath the dark waters of this life. 

Sometimes, families and friends come with lawn chairs, blankets and 
thermoses of hot chocolate.  They situate themselves in familiar pews along the 
banks of the river.  When the smooth surface of the water breaks twice—once by 
the appearing and once by the disappearing–they release their breath 
together.  Their gasp is a hymn of praise, for the surprise and the beauty of the 
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moment.  They stop to smile at one another, and passersby, wanting to share the 
joy. 

Others come alone.  They pedal derelict bicycles with rattling handle-bar-
baskets.  They wear hats, pin-cushioned with lures, and rubber waders up to the 
chests of their plaid shirts.  For them it is not enough to stand on the shore, 
patiently awaiting a mere Christmas glimpse of the mystery that sleeps below the 
waters of their hopes. 

They read the river, wade into it. They trouble it with flies made of feathers, 
and long whipping casts.  They cajole what lies below to rise up. 

If they catch a salmon, they cradle it in their hands, touch its beauty.  Then, having 
been blessed, they lower it back into the depths from whence it came.  Grateful. 
A few take the fish home to feast it into their bodies, driven by the mortal hunger 
for something real, and beautiful. 

This Advent I’ve been remembering those salmon and the people watching 
the salmon along the Humber.  Advent is a busy season, too busy sometimes to 
glimpse the flashing wonder of a God who came, and persists in coming, to 
surprise us.  We gather at the edge of the Gospel full of wonder; to hear the 
outrageous prophets who wade into the waters, dissatisfied with mere glimpses, or 
artificial substitutes. Their longings, and God’s promises, are too powerful to resist. 
Advent is the season when we reckon again with a God who startles us with small 
and vulnerable births.  God’s Spirit continues to break the surface of mystery, 
continues to dwell among us.  If we catch a glimpse of that, truly, cradle it in our 
hands, take it into our bodies, we are blessed. 
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Prayer 
Holy God, you who called forth light from darkness, we gather in the humble 
awareness of your persistent presence, in small and vulnerable births.  We praise 
you for your compassion and mercy, breaking the surface of mystery, dwelling 
among us.  May we open ourselves, best we can, to the fullness of your wonder, 
calling us into refreshing waters of new life.  Amen. 
 
Hymn  “In the Quiet Curve of Evening”  (Voices United 278) 
 

Reflection  ‘The Phone of the Wind’ 
 
 In the heart of Port Moody, British Columbia’s Pioneer Memorial Park, there is 
a telephone standing in solitary attention.  Nestled in a wooden lattice frame, 
recycled from a memorial bench, the telephone was placed in the park by Port 
Moody’s Crossroads Hospice Society.  It is a telephone without a line, intentionally 
so.  Following the installation of a similar phone in Japan in 2010, it is there to 
serve as an intermediary; a tangible offering for people to channel grief by picking 
up the line and speaking aloud words that may have been left unsaid.   
 When Brooke Robichaud first used this ‘Phone of the Wind’, living with the 
grief of her 23-year-old brother’s death by an overdose last year, she said the 
notion of speaking into a phone without a line “was very uncomfortable and 
awkward.”  Some might even think it weird.  But in short moments, she describes 
the tears that fell, in hearing words lifted to one she longed to see and touch and 
hold once more.  It is no accident that the Phone of the Wind stands next to the 
park’s Labyrinth Healing Garden – a place of externalizing, of living into the fullness 
of losses that too often feel pushed out of sight, out of the way.   
 The Crossroads Hospice Society does not keep track of how many people 
have used the phone.  It’s never been about the numbers.  It has always been, and 

will continue to be about the affirmation of relationships that continue, long after 
death separates us physically.  It is about the real and strengthening need to give 
space for grief, like God’s Spirit, to break the surface.  There and only there might 
we begin the crucial process of seeing, hearing, and holding one another, in 
whatever ways we can, as we journey forward.   
 This is the Christmas story, in all of its complicated ways.  From the depths 
of a forested park, in a faraway place, comes word of the trust-filled belief that, by 
the power of love, we cannot be separated.  The One for whom we wait is the One 
who keeps solemn vigil with us, pouring out healing and strength, in the most 
unexpected ways.   
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Prayer 
Holy God, you who called forth light from darkness, we gather with the hope-filled 
expectation of your faithful connection to us.  In the depths of all we carry, all we 
feel afraid or unable to name, all we wish were different and retrieved, we turn to 
you:  You, the Breath of Life; the breath of our lives, hearing every word we long 
to say, and lifting us into a place of confidence that we are never, ever alone. 
Thanks be to you, O God.  Amen. 
 
Remembering in Hope 

We light a candle in memory of those who gave us birth, 
who nurtured us, offered love, and cherished us. 
We remember mothers and fathers,  
guardians and grandparents,  
and all our family through the ages. 
We light a candle in memory of those  
who have been joined to us in the great circle of family.  
We remember sisters and brothers,  
aunts, uncles, and cousins,  
those near to us and far away. 
We light a candle in memory of those who have left us  
before we expected, those we hold dear,  
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and with whom we still walk in our dreams. 
We remember children and grandchildren,  
those who leaped within the womb  
and who danced upon the earth. 
We light a candle in memory of those whom we came to know  
through the eyes of love.  
We hold sacred the faces and memories of years past,  
of those who brightened our days and lit up our lives. 
We remember spouses and life partners,  

dearest loves and closest friends,  
who changed our lives forever.  
We light a candle in memory of those who shared our lives  
in many ways, who worked with us  
and made our lives more enjoyable. 
We remember friends and neighbours. 
We light a candle for those we do not know, O God,  
who, like us, have suffered loss, who live with grief, 
who long for peace and justice, 
who long for friendship and healing. 
We remember your people, of every time and place. 
Finally, we leave one candle unlit,  
mindful of the great truth of this life,  
that in the fullness of time we, too,  
will join our loved ones in a realm without sorrow and pain,  
in the company of Unending Love. 
For these and all your children, we give thanks  
for life, hope and courage. Amen. 
 

Lighting Our Own Candles of Remembrance and Hope 
Tonight, each of us is here for different reasons.   
Each of us has prayed for different needs.   
Whatever those may be, whatever you have offered to God,  
may you see in the candles’ glow the promise of your prayer coming to light.   
Let us hold one another, lifting prayers of gratitude  
for those who have touched our lives.     
Let us hold one another, lifting prayers of new hope;  
for guidance, new dreams, and new possibilities.   
Let us hold one another, honouring space  
for prayers too deep for words.  
Let us receive the light of God’s ever-present, strong Love,  
lighting our path on this longest night. 
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Video “Let Every Heart” by The SALT Project   
   A Reading of Matthew 1: 18-23 
 
A Blessing for the Longest Night – by Jan Richardson 
 
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; 
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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. 
 
 
Postlude      
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Thank you for joining us in worship this longest night. 
We pray this is a time of peace, and a source of hope 

and strength on your journey. 
As you leave the sanctuary this evening,  

please take with you a small candle to light again at home,  
as a reminder of God’s presence with you,  

this delicate season and always. 
Blessings and peace to you, as we wait, in trust. 

 


Please join again in worship: 

Friday, December 24, 2021 – 7pm 
Christmas Eve 
*in-person and online at www.trinitybeamsville.ca 
All who are able to choose livestream or YouTube are encouraged to do so. 
 
Sunday, December 26, 2021 – 10:30am   
*online only 
 
Sunday, January 2, 2022 – 10:30am 
Celebrating Epiphany 
 



 
 
Used with Permission & Gratitude: 

 
Remembering in Hope – from ‘Loss, Healing, and Hope’ by Rev. Dr. Andy O’Neil, 

‘Advent Unwrapped’, The United Church of Canada, 2016. 
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