DECEMBER: THE SOIL
Welcome:






 

Song:  


Lord let my heart be good soil



Lord let my heart be good soil, open to the seed of your word

Lord let my heart be good soil, where love can grow and peace is understood

When my heart is hard, break the stone away.

When my heart is cold, warm it with the day.

When my heart is lost, lead me on your way.

Lord let my heart (3 x) be good soil.
Prayer:


Jane






Land recognition:






In the Spirit of Truth and Reconciliation we acknowledge the Land and the Territory on which we live.
For thousands of years, Indigenous people walked the lands of Turtle Island; 

relationship with the land is at the centre of their lives and  spirituality.  

You may silently acknowledge the land where you are located.  
We acknowledge our responsibilities as settlers and treaty people:   that solidarity with our indigenous relatives with whom we share this sacred trust requires active participation in the ongoing struggle for justice, restitution and reconciliation.
SONG ACCLAMATION:





Speak Lord I’m listening, plant your word down deep in me




 

Speak Lord I’m listening, please show me the way. 
Reading:

The Road to Emmaus, edited by Joseph W. Houle
“Hear then the parable of the sower”
I stand with the crowd today and listen attentively as your words fall on me like seeds ready to sprout, grow and bear fruit. 

Suddenly I am an expanse of land stretching north, east, south, west, with the landscape of my inner life lying open before you.

I watch as you scatter seeds on pathways worn hard by my busyness, and I see commitments like a hundred birds, swoop down on each moment, devouring the promise of new life before it can sprout.

I watch as you scatter seeds on rocky soil, that part of me that has not yet learned to persevere, and I see that the seeds sprout quickly in the morning, but cannot endure the heat of noon.

I watch as you scatter seeds on thorn-infested soil, that part of me that is full of contradictory desires that turn my inner life into a battleground, and I see the seeds choked to death before they can mature.

A great sadness comes over me, because I understand that in my search for meaning and purpose, I have left little room within me for your Word to take root and grow.

At that very moment I see you casting seeds with wild abandon on good soil. The wind carries your words to me: “Now that you are open to hear, accept and persevere in my Word, you have become good soil, and you will yield abundant fruit.”
Throughout the day, I observe the many kinds of soil in the fields I pass. 

With a knowing smile I scatter seeds of truth that Jesus has entrusted to me; for I know that even if some seeds are lost on hard, rocky, or thorny ground, in the end some will fall on good soil and yield an incredibly abundant harvest.
SONG ACCLAMATION:







 

Speak Lord I’m listening, plant your word down deep in me

 

Speak Lord I’m listening, please show me the way. 
Introduction:   







In Laudato Si, Pope Francis writes that climate change is not only "aggravated by a model of development based on the intensive use of fossil fuels," but also by an "increase in changed uses of the soil, principally deforestation for agricultural purposes." 

There are global movements for Climate Change action and Bio-Diversity including the numerous organized religious groups who believe that the Earth is God’s gift to us and that we are its stewards. The Earth is not only crying because it is too hot, it is also crying because its life force is being stripped away. Soil. As People of Faith, we are invited to educate ourselves and to become concerned about our “holy ground”. And so, we have invited Hélène Chénard to share with us what she has learned about soil so that we may reflect about it together as a group. 
“The nation that destroys its soil, destroys itself.” - Franklin Delano Roosevelt, President USA, 1933 -1945)
Hélène:

Soil is life 





Break-out Room:


We will now head out to our Break-out rooms to share together whatever has been stirred in us during the reading, Hélène’s talk, or anything else.

But here are a few prompts for discussion that might help out:

How do we stop hearing the soil?

The soil is crying out… what do we hear?


Just a reminder that this is a sharing opportunity and not time for discussion.


Also, everyone is free to share or not.
Break-out Room:

(15 minutes) 





Reflection:




Climate change, the spread of intensive agriculture, deforestation and industrial activity have accelerated the loss of soils in almost every country in the world. 
Jagdish Vasudev, better known as Sadhguru, has been rallying for the cause of saving soil for over two decades. Earlier this year, his movement for protecting the soil became more potent than ever as the “Save Soil" campaign was launched and he rode a motorcycle 3000 km from the UK to India with the aim of bringing people together to stand up for soil health. 

Increasing the organic content in cultivable soil through policy advocacy and interactions with world leaders forms a large chunk of the movement, but there is also a fun twist: the “La la le le” song and dance. 

Video clip:







The Soil Song https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=BOiv0pP0_m4
Reflection:

 Seed growing in the dark 

Seeds take root in the dark. They must be placed under a layer of moist organic matter in order to grow. They are hidden until the day a small, fragile shoot shows through the soil searching for light and space.

In the Old Testament reading of the Second Sunday of Advent, we read from the Book of Isaiah (11; 1-10) 
A flower shall come out from the root of Jesse,

a wild shoot shall grow out from the roots.
The spirit of God will be at work in that flowering,
the spirit of wisdom and understanding,

the spirit of counsel and strength,

the spirit of knowledge and wonder.

The prophet doesn’t think that it might be a warrior, or a great king that will come from the root of Jesse, but a flower, and that the spirit of God would be at work in that flowering.

Centuries later, Mary is the good soil where the son of God is to be sown. Mary will carry the one of whom Isaiah says will be called Wonderful Counselor, Mighty God, Everlasting Father, Prince of Peace. 

Jesus will be taking root in the flesh of his mother Mary. This is where he has been planted, will be nourished, where he will grow, develop and blossom.  

This is their Advent period as he and his mother are linked by a deep connection that no other can intrude upon.  This is the time of darkness and silence, of secret and mystery, of hidden and unfolding life.

Under our Moon of Wintertime, under our blanket of snow, under the cover of darkness, there is a seed growing in the soil beneath our feet.  There is also a sacred seed growing in each of us that belongs only to God.  The soil of our hearts has opened up to receive it. 

Now, this is what we are called to do: bring our attention to it from time to time, give it a voice, listen to it, nourish it, give it room to grow… 

Bless it.

This is our Advent. 

Song:  Lord let my heart be good soil





Lord let my heart be good soil, open to the seed of your word

Lord let my heart be good soil, where love can grow and peace is understood

When my heart is hard, break the stone away.

When my heart is cold, warm it with the day.

When my heart is lost, lead me on your way.

Lord let my heart (3 x) be good soil.
Prayer:

In Dark December   
Ralph Murre






Whatever you believe, whatever you do not,

there are sacred rites you must perform in dark December.




Do this for me:

Pull together the kitchen table, the folding table, and that odd half-oval usually covered with bills and broken pencils and red ink.




Pull together family and friends, cool cats and stray dogs alike.

Turn off everything except colored lights,

the roaster, the toaster, the stove.



Cook.  Bake.  Eat. Yes, even the fruitcake.

Eat, crowded around those assembled tables with mismatched chairs.




Reach so far in your sharing that you hold the sun in one hand,

the stars in the other, and no one between is hungry.




Now walk together,

talk together,

be together

on these darkest nights.




Give and forgive.

Light candles and ring bells.




Sing the old songs.

Tell the old stories

one more time,

leaving nothing out,

leaving no one out in the long night,

leaving nothing wrong

that you can make right.
SILENCE
CONCLUDING PRAYER







Soul and soil are sisters. Let us pray to God-Creator that we may nurture both in these dark December days.



Creator- God, 

you are present in the whole universe and in the tiniest organisms. 




You embrace with your tenderness all that exists.

Pour out upon us the power of your love, 

that we may protect life in all its forms.




Fill us with peace and awareness, that we may 

do no harm on your sacred land.




O God of the invisible and mysterious, 

help us to restore dignity to every part of your Creation.




Bring healing to our lives, 

that we may protect the world and not prey on it, 

that we may sow beauty, not pollution and destruction;




that we may realize just as you taught Moses,

that the place where we stand is sacred ground.




Touch the hearts 

of those who look only for gain 

at the expense of the poor and the earth. 




Teach us to discover the worth of each living thing, 

to be filled with awe and contemplation, 

to recognize that we are profoundly united 

with each of them as we journey towards your infinite light.




We thank you for being with us each day. 

Encourage us, we pray, in our struggle 

for justice, love and peace.



And Lord let our hearts be good soil.







Adaptation of Pope Francis’ prayer from Laudato Si: 
SONG:  


Still, Still, Still (adaptation)


Still, still, still,

The night is long and still.

We listen to the voice of silence,

breath of God so deep within us.

Still, still, still,

This night is calm and still.

Sleep, sleep, sleep,

The darkness seems so deep.

Mother Earth, enjoy your time of 

sleeping;

Creation rests in God’s safe-keeping,

Sleep, sleep, sleep.

Holy darkness bless our sleep.
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