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Blessing of the Household
Welcome
Invitation

May the peace of the Word made flesh be with us and with all who enter our homes.
Amen.
By wisdom a house is built
and by understanding it is established;
by knowledge its rooms are filled
with all precious and pleasant riches. (Proverbs 24:3-4)

Reading

As we prepare to ask God’s blessing on this place, let us listen to the words of Scripture from the first chapter of
St. John: (John 1:1-4; 14, 16)
In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with God, and the Word was God. He was in the beginning with
God. All things came into being through him, and without him not one thing came into being. What has come into
being in him was life, and the life was the light of all people. 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. From his fullness we have all
received, grace upon grace.

The Inscription: 20 + C M B + 21
Using chalk, you may write the inscription on the lintel — the beam on top of a door
to your home.
The magi of old, known by legend, as
C Caspar,
M Melchoir, and
B Balthasar
followed the star of God’s Son who came to dwell among us
20 two thousand
21 twenty-one years ago
+ Christ, bless this place
+ and remain with those who visit here throughout this new year.

Blessing of the Household
Acclamation
Lift up your heads, O gates!
That the King of Glory may come in.
Who is the King of Glory?
The Lord of Hosts. He is the King of Glory!
Prayer of Blessing
Let us pray.
O God, you revealed your Son to all people by the shining light of a star. We pray that you bless this place and all who
visit here with your gracious presence. May your love be their inspiration, your wisdom their guide, your truth their
light, and your peace their benediction; through Jesus Christ our Lord. Amen.
O God, help us rightly to remember the birth of Jesus that we may share in the song of the angels, the gladness of the
shepherds, and the worship of the magi. As the beginning of Christmas makes us happy to be your children, so may its
close fill our hearts with gratitude for our daily bread and our minds with grateful thoughts. May we look into the new
year with anticipation, thankful for the past, ready to serve you in the future. In Jesus’ name we pray. Amen.
In the hope that, in small measure, the celebration of the full 12 days of Christmas can be recovered from the commercial encrustation,
that a candle of devotion can be lit against the darkness of neon glare, that Christmas can again – in its fullness – become a hallowed and
gracious time, this evening has been prepared. The twelve days are like a journey through time. Tonight we step behind the magi, the
wisemen, the three kings, as they journey, allowing them to lead us to Christ and to help motivate us to offer our hearts to the Savior.

Hark! The Herald Angels Sing
Sing along with this video: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=0RiUWSx_eEE

Hark! The herald angels sing,
"Glory to the newborn king;
peace on earth, and mercy
mild,
God and sinners reconciled."
Joyful, all you nations, rise;
join the triumph of the skies;
with angelic hosts proclaim,
"Christ is born in Bethlehem!"

Christ, by highest heav'n adored,
Christ, the everlasting Lord,
late in time behold him come,

Hail the Sun of righteousness!

offspring of a virgin's womb.

Light and life to all he brings,

Hark! The herald angels sing,
"Glory to the newborn king!"

ris'n with healing in his wings.

Veiled in flesh the Godhead
see!

Mild he lays his glory by,

Hail, incarnate deity!
Pleased as man with us to
dwell,
Jesus, our Emmanuel! Refrain

Refrain

Hail the heav'n-born Prince of
peace!

born that we no more may die,
born to raise each child of
earth,
born to give us second birth.
Refrain
Text: Charles Wesley, 1707-1788, alt.
•

The Year as a House: A Blessing
Think of the year
as a house:
door flung wide
in welcome,
threshold swept
and waiting,
a graced spaciousness
opening and offering itself
to you.
Let it be blessed
in every room.
Let it be hallowed
in every corner.
Let every nook
be a refuge
and every object
set to holy use.

Let it be here
that safety will rest.
Let it be here
that health will make its home.
Let it be here
that peace will show its face.
Let it be here
that love will find its way.
Here
let the
let the
let the
let the

weary come
aching come
lost come
sorrowing come.

And may it be
in this house of a year
that the seasons will spin in beauty,
and may it be
in these turning days
that time will spiral with joy.
And may it be
that its rooms will fill
with ordinary grace
and light spill from every window
to welcome the stranger home.
—Jan Richardson,

read by Mike Bradley
Here
let them find their rest
and let them find their soothing
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and let them find their place
and let them find their delight.

Chapel Chimes by M Greenwald
Listen at https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=neLOzZUJMGc&feature=youtu.be

PLAYED BY ANDY YOOS
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Sweet Little Jesus Boy
Sweet little Jesus Boy,
They made You be born in a manger.
Sweet little Holy child,
And they didn't know who You was.
Didn't know You'd come to save us, Lord,
To take our sins away.
Our eyes was blind, we could not see.
We didn't know who You was.
Long time ago You was born,
Born in a manger low,
Sweet little Jesus Boy.
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The world treat You mean, Lord.
Treat me mean, too.
But that’s how things is down here.
We didn’t know ’twas You.
Sweet little Jesus Boy
Born long time ago,
Sweet little Holy child,
And we didn't know who You was.
— Robert Macgimsy,

read by Don Achenbach

A Virgin’s Lullaby (Reger)
sung by Lauren Faber
Maria sitzt am Rosenhag und wiegt ihr Jesuskind,
Durch die Blätter leise weht der warme Sommerwind.
Zu ihren Füssen singt ein buntes Vögelein:
Schlaf’, Kindlein, süsse, schlaf’ nun ein!
Hold ist dein Lächeln, holder deines Schlummers Lust,
Leg dein müdes Köpfchen fest an deiner Mutter Brust!
Schlaf’, Kindlein, süsse, schlaf’ nun ein!
Amid the roses Mary sits and rocks her Jesus child,
While amid the treetops sighs the breeze so warm and mild.
And soft and sweetly sings a bird upon the bough:
Ah, baby, dear one, slumber now!
Happy is Thy laughter, holy is Thy silent rest,
Lay Thy head in slumber, fondly on Thy Mother’s breast!
Ah, baby, dear one, slumber now!
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Epiphany
In the light of the star
shine the beams of a cross.
In the beams of the cross
lies the quiet of the tomb.
In the quiet of the tomb
whispers the mystery
of the resurrection.
In the mystery of the resurrection
bursts forth an epiphany…
And what is an epiphany,
but the light of the star?
— Richard Bott,

read by Jim Martin
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Song Without Words in E Major
Opus 30, Number 3

Felix Mendelssohn

PLAYED BY ZACH MORGAN
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The Other Wise Man
Henry Van Dyke; read by Carol McQueen
In the days when Augustus Caesar was the ruler of
many kings including Herod, who reigned in
Jerusalem, there lived among the mountains of Persia
a certain man named Artaban.
Artaban was one of the Magi, men who studied the
stars to learn the truth about God. He and three of his
friends, Caspar, Melchoir, and Balthazar had made a
wonderful discovery. In ancient writings they had
found a promise that at a special time a beautiful new
star would rise in the sky, and at the rising of the star
a great King would be born. He would be the Truth
sent from the One God…the Son of the most High.
Artaban believed the time was near so he sold his
house and all his possessions to buy three jewels as
gifts for the new King. He had bought a sapphire as
blue as the Persian night sky, a ruby as red as the first
rays of sunrise, and a pearl as pure and white as the
snowcapped mountains at twilight.
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Each night he spent watching the
night sky until at last! Could that
be it?! There in the distant horizon
at first it looked like a tiny spark,
but it grew larger as it rose into the
sky. First blue, then red, then at
last a bright gleaming white light.
Artaban exclaimed “it is the sign!
The king is coming and I will go
meet him!”
With haste Artaban gathered some
food and provisions for the journey.
He had arranged to meet Caspar,
Melchoir, and Balthazar at the
temple in Babylon by midnight ten
days from when the star would
rise…he could not be late.
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Artaban saddled Vasda, his fastest horse, and rode off
into the night.
For ten days he rode over grassy hills, through lush
valleys, climbing mountains, and crossing rivers barely
pausing for food or rest.
On the tenth day with Vasda nearly exhausted Artaban
knew they were only a few hours from Babylon when
something startled Vasda. Artaban dismounted to find
the body of a man in the road. Artaban turned to
leave when there was a groan and a tug at his robe…
the man was alive!
Artaban knew that without help this man would not
survive the night, but if he paused he would surely
miss his friends.
Artaban looked up at the star he had been following,
“O God of Truth and Light, show me the way of wisdom
which only You know.”
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And with that Artaban knew
what he must do. Hour
after hour nursed the man
back to health giving him
sips of water and medicine
made up of herbs he carried
with him. When at last the
man was strong enough the
man told him, “I have
nothing with which to repay
you, but I will tell you this,
From our prophets we have
learned that the Messiah will
be born in Bethlehem, not
in Jerusalem, and that is
where you must seek Him.”
And with the Hebrew’s
blessing Artaban rode off
reaching Babylon at the first
light of dawn. Artaban’s
friends were gone, but
under a brick at the foot of
the temple he found a note,
“We have waited ‘til past
midnight and can delay no
longer. We go to find the
King. Follow us across the
desert.”
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Worn and exhausted Artaban
knew that Vasda could not
cross the desert.
Reluctantly he sold the
sapphire and with it bought
a camel and provisions for
the journey.

Week after week, month
after month Artaban crossed
the desert always following
the star, always hoping to
catch up with his friends,
always praying that he
would find the King.

Photo by ROBERT METZ on UNSPLASH

Finally he came to
Bethlehem. Searching the
town he found a stone
cottage with a young woman
rocking her baby. Could this
be the child he was looking
for?! No, but she fed him
and talked with him. Yes
there had been strangers
here and they brought odd
gifts with them to Joseph
and Mary and their son. But
just as quickly as the
strangers came, they left.
And then Joseph and his
family left in the night. No
one knows why, but rumor
has it that they went to
Egypt.
Suddenly there was an
uproar in the streets!
Screams and shouts, swords
clashing! Women crying
out, “The soldiers! Herod’s
soldiers! They’re killing our
children!”
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Artaban wasted no time. He
motioned for the woman
and her baby to hide and
then he stood in the
doorway. He reached into
his pocket and pulled out
the ruby. When the Captain
of the guard approached
Artaban said simply, “I am
here alone, and I have this
gem for any soldier who will
leave me in peace.”
Greedily the man snatched
up the ruby and told the
soldiers to march on.
Artaban looked again into
the night sky, “O God of
Truth, forgive me for telling
that which was not true to
save the life of a child and
for once again giving to
another a gift that was
meant only for you. Will I
ever be worthy to see the
face of the King?”

In the morning Artaban rode
off towards Egypt. He saw
the pyramids and the Nile
always searching. He found
many to serve, but none to
worship. For 33 years he
searched until at last his
body was old and tired and
he thought to return one
last time to Jerusalem in
hopes of finding his King.
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When he arrived the city was busy
preparing for Passover, but there was
something more to the crowded streets with
pushing and shouting. When he asked what
was going on he was told, “Have you not
heard? Two thieves are to be crucified and
with them a man, Jesus of Nazareth, some
say he is the Son of God, he is to be
executed because He said that He was the
King of the Jews.”
Artaban’s heart raced. Could this be?
Could this be the King he had searched for
all these years? Then he felt the pearl in
his pocket. Maybe, just maybe he could
offer the pearl to the enemies of the King
and rescue Him!
Artaban turned to find Him when soldiers
crossed his path. They were dragging a
young girl. She was dirty, her hair was
tangled, her dress was torn. She called out
to him, “Help me kind sir! My father died
owing a large sum of money, I am being sold
as a slave to pay his debt. Save me from a
life worse than death!”
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Artaban had missed his
king twice already
because of helping
someone in trouble. But
helping this girl would be
a true act of love, and
wasn’t that what this God
was about?
Artaban placed the pearl
in the hand of the girl,
“This is your ransom,
child.” Then all at once
the sky turned black,
thunder rolled through
the streets. The soldiers
ran off as the buildings
began to sway back and
forth.

Suddenly a piece of tile from a roof fell and struck
Artaban on the temple, he fell, bleeding. As the girl
sat holding him she couldn’t see who he was talking
to, but she heard him speak out in his Persian
language, “When Lord? When did I see you hungry
and feed you? Or Thirsty and give you drink? When
did I see you naked and clothe you? Or sick and in
prison and visit you? I have searched for you thirtythree years, and I have never seen your face.”
And then the girl heard the voice, gentle, but strong.
“Whenever you served any of my children, you served
me.
And then with a great peace, the other wise man
found his King.
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RESPONSE TO READING: Christmas version of
Leonard Cohen’s “Hallelujah.” Watch it at:
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=7d5k0lHlOoY
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The star shone bright in the Bethlehem sky.
WE TOO HAVE A STAR TO GUIDE US.
The shepherds ran to see the babe.
WE TOO HAVE A STAR TO GUIDE US.
The magi knelt at the child’s feet.
WE TOO HAVE A STAR TO GUIDE US.
Christ shines with God’s own truth and light.
WE TOO HAVE A STAR TO GUIDE US.

FINAL HYMN: “Go, Tell It On The Mountain.”
Sing along with:
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=14WM2MKulGk

