A Christmas Blessing

This blessing dances at the doorway This blessing comes as an Annunciation:

of light and dark, knows both as sacred: the world needs you wild edge-dweller

fertile womb space, miracle of blooming. where the wind cries out,

This blessing breathes
through those moments of labor
when you too birth the holy

into this fragile, luminous, hurting world

as Mary did two thousand years ago,
eyes wide, hands gripping,

waters breaking like crashing waves
of the primordial sea

sending a prayer through time

that echoes still,

pulsing like starlight

in an enormous sky.

This blessing rests a hand
on the back of the lonely
disoriented
lost
hungry
despairing
persecuted

to say your humanity is not an obstacle

but a threshold, to remind you

that the wound is a portal

through which your gifts pour forth,
that raw ache you feel

is the terrible wonder of being alive
calling you into a communion

of veil-lifters, catching glimpses

of a world where the greeds

and horrors are turned upside down.

where the stone endures,

your hands a bowl,

your heart a cave,

your eyes a mirror,
bringing a drink of water,
an ancient song,

a shimmering light
reflecting all that we miss
in days of rushing.

This blessing creates a resting place
to gather your strength

between the diastole and systole

of the heart,

to learn to trust

in roses and pomegranate,

in sparrows and dragonflies,

in the electricity of the storm.

This blessing says:

know this birthing is not

once and for all

but again and again,

erupting like moonlight between
bare branches,

like a hearth fire lit for

all who have been exiled.

This blessing calls you home.
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