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 December can be a hard month to live through. For some, it is a hard month 

every year. The pressure to conform to a culture of consumerism, of decorating and 

baking and buying the perfect gift and receiving the perfect gift and eating and 

drinking – well it is just too much. For some of us, the simple question, “Are you 

ready for Christmas?” can cause stress and distress. That is why I am grateful to Jo 

Robinson and Jean Staeheli, who back in 1991 wrote the classic book on how to 

resist: Unplug the Christmas Machine. They gave us this pledge, which I repeat 

every year in December to relieve my own stress. “Believing in the true spirit of 

Christmas I commit myself to: remember those who truly need my gifts; express 

my love in more direct ways than gifts; examine my holiday activities in the light 

of my deepest values; be a peacemaker within my circle of family and friends; 

rededicate myself to spiritual growth.” Gratitude to Jo and Jean. 

 December is also a month of lengthening nights; light is less, darkness 

comes by mid-afternoon. It is cold. We may have less energy, less enthusiasm for 

the day to day.  

And when those blue snowflakes start fallin' 

That's when those blue heartaches start callin' 

You'll be doin' all right with your Christmas of white, 

But I'll have a blue, blue Christmas. 

December can do that to you. That is why I am grateful to Dr. Norman 

Rosenthal, a South African psychiatrist and scientist, for coining the phrase 

Seasonal Affective Disorder. How many of us breathed a sigh of relief when we 

learned that the way we were feeling every year in December actually had a 



biochemical basis? That reduced hours of sunlight really could affect our mood? 

That it wasn’t just something in our ‘pretty little heads’ that was making us feel 

tired and down? Dr. Rosenthal introduced light therapy to the world of mental 

health in a book called Winter Blues. Gratitude to Norman. 

Even if you are immune to the pressures of the so-called holiday season, 

even if you are not affected by changing levels of serotonin, even if hibernation 

does not seem like an attractive December alternative year after year, it may be that 

some particular December will be hard for you. Maybe this one. Some of you are 

negotiating the first Christmas without a loved one. Some of you are facing critical 

illness either in yourself or in a family member. Some are grieving the end of a 

relationship, or the loss of job security. This December, 2016, is a hard month to 

live through. 

I'll have a blue Christmas without you 

I'll be so blue just thinking about you 

Decorations of red on a green Christmas tree 

Won't be the same dear, if you're not here with me 

Some friends of ours just got a new rescue dog. He is a hound dog, so of 

course they named him Elvis. Get it? “You ain’t nothin’ but a hound dog . . . “Elvis 

Presley may have become the king of rock and roll, but he came out of a rhythm 

and blues tradition, and he knew how to sing the blues. Gratitude to lyricist Jim 

Reeves for writing the classic song Blue Christmas. And to Elvis for singing it so 

beautifully and giving us a way to acknowledge that in this season of joy, we also 

need tidings of comfort. In a few moments, we will speak a litany of comfort and 

partake of a ritual of acknowledging our sadness, our losses, our yearnings, and our 

pain. That, rather than any words I can speak, constitute the real heart of this Blue 

Christmas service. 



But first I need to say just a few words about another reason this December 

may be a hard one for some of us. The Environmental Protection Agency will soon 

be headed by a man who refuses to heed the guidance of reason and the results of 

science, in direct contradiction to our Fifth Source. The chief White House 

strategist will be a man who champions white supremacy, anti-Semitism and 

Islamophobia, in direct contradiction to our First Principle. (You can find the 

Principles and Sources right here in the front of our hymnal.) For most Unitarian 

Universalists, the election of Donald Trump is not so much a political defeat as it is 

a spiritual crisis. What he represents, what he intends to do, what his followers 

espouse, what is leadership circle promises – all stands in stark contrast to the 

values of our faith. The challenges of the next four years can feel daunting for 

those of us privileged by skin color or income to be sheltered from the most 

immediate threats: the dismantling of an already frayed safety net, the threats of 

mass deportation, an uptick in hate crimes and verbal violence. For those of us not 

so privileged, the next four years will be downright terrifying. We all have our 

work cut out for us.  

Given the state of our nation, I express my gratitude to late Leonard Cohen, 

who gave us these words to accompany us on whatever roads we will all travel in 

the years ahead.  

And I've seen your flag on the marble arch 

And love is not a victory march 

It's a cold and it's a broken Hallelujah 

 Whether you are sad or joyous or some of each, know that we are together in 

love. Not the love of the victory march, but the love of the broken and healed, the 

imperfect and forgiven, the privileged and the marginalized and those trying to 



erase the distinction. Together we sing our sometimes off-key, but always grateful 

hallelujahs.  

 I did not know when I sat down to write this homily that it would become a 

litany of gratitude. But I do know that gratitude, even in the face of pain, is an 

essential ingredient in recovery. Gratitude births generosity; generosity births 

hospitality; hospitality births justice seeking. And so it goes. I invite you now to 

express your gratitude for this congregation and all it has done and will do in the 

name of love. As the ushers come forward to receive the offering, please join me in 

reciting the words of Dedication printed in your order of service. 

 

 

 

 

  


