Small Group Ministry

Group Session Plan

Imbolc (Candlemas): Awakening

Note: Imbolc is celebrated around February 1. You may want to invite participants to bring a twig that has buds on it or other signs of spring. 

Opening Words: From Essene Book of Days (Earthstewards Network Publications, Bainbridge Island, WA, republished annually) Feb. 1-Mar. 19, Tuesday Meditation

How strong in me is my need to grow, To expand,

To meet the promise of the coming spring.

There is a joy in me that carries me onward

From the physical being 

To the awareness of the cosmic ocean of Love

In which I dwell. May I be blessed

To share this joy with all beings,

In whatever way I can. 

Check In/Sharing: What is in your heart today? 

Topic/Activity: 

Early February is the traditional time for the celebration of Imbolc, the festival of the washing of the earth's face. In ancient Britain, it was known as Oimeic, later Brigantia, the day of Brigit. She is the Celtic goddess of the maidens, and she rules over the movement outward from winter to springtime. On the eve of Imbolc, the old Woman goddess of winter, the Cailleach, drinks from the sacred well and is transformed into virgin Brigit.

This transformation is occurring in each of us. Winter, in the spiritual cycle of the seasons, is a time of introspection and regeneration, a time of finding inner peace and love and wholeness during earth’s time of rest. Spring is the time when we ‘awaken’ to share this wholeness with others so that it becomes even more available to us.

1. Share the signs of Spring that you have seen or that you are looking for. What is the significance of these signs for you?

2. What transformation is going on in you as Spring approaches?

3. What are you bringing from Winter reflection into the transition into spring?

4. Share a story about how you are growing.

Check-out/Likes and Wishes: How was the session for you?

Closing: “Seasons of the Self” by Max Coots, in Singing the Living Tradition, #627

We need a celebration that speaks the Spring inspired word about life and death, about us as we live and die. Through all the cycling seasons, days, and years, we need the sense of deity to crack our own hard, brown December husks, and gently push life out of inner tombs and outer pain. 

Unless we are aware of the seasons of the self, and Spring can come for us, the Winter will go on and on. And Easter will remain a myth and life will never come again, despite the fact of Spring.
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