
Worship on the Longest Night           December 16, 2018 
 

In returning and rest you shall be saved;  

in quietness and in trust shall be your strength.   

The Lord longs to be gracious to you;  

He rises to show you compassion.   

For the Lord is a God of justice;  

blessed are all those who wait for Him. 
 

from Isaiah 30 

 

*** 

A bruised reed He will not break,  

and a smoldering wick He will not snuff out. 
 

from Isaiah 42 

 

*** 

Who hears? 

Who hears the voice of the hungry, the thirsty? 

Who sees? 

Who sees the tears of the suffering ones? 
 

Who knows? 

Who knows the hopes that lie hidden, forgotten? 

Who comes? 

Who comes to lead all the children home? 
 

Imagine a King who would come through the darkness 

And walk, where I walk, full of greatness, 

And call me to His side, just like a father and child. 
 

Words and Music by Keith & Kristyn Getty 



Prelude and Silent Prayer 
 

                                                                       Jamie Turnage 
 

Call to Worship                                                         David Dunderdale               
During the music, you are invited to come to the front to light a candle 

as a sign of your prayer for someone or something. 

                  
 

 
 

Scripture                         Psalm 139                         Brett McCarty 
 

 

 

Confession   
 

 

 
Scripture                    from Isaiah 8 & 9                    Doris Stam  

 
LEADER: When someone tells you to consult mediums 

and spiritists, who whisper and mutter, should not a people 

inquire of their God?  If anyone does not speak according to His 

word, they have no light of dawn.  

 

ALL:  Distressed and hungry, they will roam through 

k toward the earth and see only 

distress and darkness and fearful gloom... 

 

LEADER: Nevertheless, there will be no more gloom for

 those who were in distress.  

 

ALL:  The people walking in darkness have seen a 

great light; on those living in the land of deep darkness, a light 

shattered the yoke that burdens them, the bar across their 

shoulders, the rod of their oppressor.  For unto us a child is 

born, to us a son is given. And He will be called 

     Wonderful Counselor, 

     Mighty God,  

     Everlasting Father,  

     Prince of Peace. 

 
 

  

Scripture                           from Isaiah 11                        Caleb Pineo 

 
LEADER: A shoot will come up from the stump of Jesse; 

from his roots a Branch will bear fruit. 

 

ALL:  The Spirit of the Lord will rest on Him the 

Spirit of wisdom and of understanding, the Spirit of counsel and 

of might, the Spirit of the knowledge and fear of the Lord  

and He will delight in the fear of the Lord. 

 

LEADER: He will not judge by what He sees with His 

eyes, or decide by what He hears with His ears; but with 

righteousness He will judge the needy, with justice He will give 

decisions for the poor of the earth. 

 

ALL:  The wolf will live with the lamb, the leopard 

will lie down with the goat, the calf and the lion and the yearling 

their young will lie 

down together, and the lion will eat straw like the ox. 

 
 

 



Meditation                                                                Dave Stuntz 
 

  

 

Communion            
 

 

 
 

Benediction                       from Isaiah 61   
 

LEADER: The Spirit of the Sovereign Lord is on Me, 

because the Lord has anointed Me to proclaim good news to the 

poor. He has sent Me to bind up the brokenhearted, to proclaim 

freedom for the captives and release from darkness for the 

 all 

who mourn, and provide for those who grieve in Zion to 

bestow on them a crown of beauty instead of ashes, the oil of joy 

instead of mourning, and a garment of praise instead of a spirit 

of despair. They will rebuild the ancient ruins and restore the 

places long devastated; they will renew the ruined cities that 

have been devastated for generations.  

 

ALL:  I delight greatly in the Lord; my soul rejoices in my 

God. For He has clothed me with garments of salvation and 

arrayed me in a robe of His righteousness, as a bridegroom 

adorns his head like a priest, and as a bride adorns herself with 

her jewels. Together, we rejoice in the hope of 

the glory of God.   
         
 

  

 



This is the place we have found.  Not the familiar image:  

looking starward, desires brimming over,  

requests unvoiced but hoping for answers. 

Asking without knowing, maybe.  Asking. 
 

Then it comes, the storm in the gut, the hunger  

that doubles the body over and blanks the mind:  

wind, suction, tantrums, entropy,  

 
 

We are not equal to our need. 
 

So we reach out, cast nets, grope and grope but bring in only words. 

Just their shapes at first, these two words like shells for the table  

and the fisherman saying, Here, eat. 

Eyes closed, our hands enfold these unseen forms: Thank you. 

We take them in our mouths,  

warm like stones in the bed for long winter nights:  

Thank you, thank you. 
 

 

Though we do not always answer the cry in the night,  

the voice that calls out for us by name, thank you. 
 

Because we will so often be wrong,  

because we are so often wrong, thank you. 

Because odds are beaten, because wounds heal, thank you.   

Because revelations and visions may fade but will not pass,  

because the voice does wake the sleeper, thank you. 
 

For everyone, for every last elementary thing we will say:  

Thank you, oh, thank you for this day of days. 
 

Excerpted from a longer poem by Jim Stuntz, written for his  
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We are not equal to our need. 
 

So we reach out, cast nets, grope and grope but bring in only words. 
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For everyone, for every last elementary thing we will say:  

Thank you, oh, thank you for this day of days. 
 

 

 
 

                            


