


Perhaps the most difficult thing to do in life is wait.  

When you were a kid, it was so hard to wait for what was coming, whether it  was 
Christmas morning or the time when you were finally “big enough” to do all the 
things you wanted to do.  Songwriter Tom Petty wrote a hit, “The Waiting (is the 
Hardest  Part)” that testified to this very fact of life.  If you’ve ever gone to the 
cell phone store or the State Fair you know that waiting is the rule, not  the 
exception.

For centuries the Christian Church has used the four weeks prior to Christmas to 
learn how to wait well.  Sure we know the end of the story: Christmas morning 
finally comes.  Jesus, the Christ, is born.  But before that, we learn how we can 
“make room” in our lives and hearts for a God that breaks into our world in the 
most unlikely ways.  We ask for eyes to see and ears to hear so that  we can 
make sense of these moments when they happen.  It  is through this process that 
we may slowly start to wait for the right things, in the right ways.

Through Advent, we ask God to prepare us.  We ask to be trained in the ways of 
Hope, Peace, Joy, and Love that point to the coming of Jesus.  We put  away 
our lack of patience, the ways we miss the point, the instances where we take 
matters into our own hands.  We ask to have our stunted imaginations 
transformed.  We come to see the God of the Universe in a cold, cramped 
manger.  Israel’s salvation, our salvation, not in something, big and obvious, but 
rather in Someone.  Even Someone as subtle and vulnerable as a little child.

Use this devotional in your homes, with your families and friends, to learn, to 
pray, and to be still.  Listen to and sing these hymns of waiting.  Clear out the 
clutter.  Push aside all the holiday hustle and bustle, and make room for God to 
work in unexpected ways.

Know that though “the night  is long,” and the waiting is sometimes insufferable, 
Christmas morning is on its way!

Chris Breslin
Advent 2010
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Suggestions for Use

These daily meditations have been prepared with several themes in mind. They 
provide a sequencing for reading through the entire book of Isaiah over the 
advent season— November 28 through December 24. 

Each day opens and closes with a prayer. The words are few, and the same 
prayers are repeated day to day.* There is a beauty to this rhythm, one that will 
hopefully carry over into the rest of the day. In between the prayers there is a 
section of Biblical text and a piece of art for reflection. Some days will have an 
expanded subtext section, giving a few more thoughts to the themes woven 
throughout the booklet. Each Saturday will be a reflection on the practice of 
Sabbath during Advent. Before you begin, flip through the book and get a feel 
for where we will be going from day to day. 

Read through this booklet with a friend. Share it  with your children. Discuss it in a 
home group. When you study it alone, know that there is a larger community 
reading the same pages of Isaiah and praying the same prayers each day.

John Jay Alvaro
25 November 2010 
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* Much of this material is borrowed from somewhere. Credit is given where the source is known. 
All of the opening and closing prayers are from the book, Praying With Beads: Daily Prayers for 
the Christian Year, by Nan Lewis Doerr and Virginia Stem Owens, 2007.



“Advent” 
by Christina Georgina Rossetti

This Advent moon shines cold and clear,
These Advent nights are long;
Our lamps have burned year after year
And still their flame is strong.
'Watchman, what of the night?' we cry,
Heart-sick with hope deferred:
'No speaking signs are in the sky,'
Is still the watchman's word.

The Porter watches at the gate,
The servants watch within;
The watch is long betimes and late,
The prize is slow to win.
'Watchman, what of the night?' But still
His answer sounds the same:
'No daybreak tops the utmost hill,
Nor pale our lamps of flame.'

One to another hear them speak
The patient virgins wise:
'Surely He is not far to seek' –
'All night we watch and rise.'
'The days are evil looking back,
The coming days are dim;
Yet count we not His promise slack,
But watch and wait for Him.'

One with another, soul with soul,
They kindle fire from fire:
'Friends watch us who have touched the goal.'
'They urge us, come up higher.'
'With them shall rest our waysore feet,
With them is built our home,
With Christ.' – 'They sweet, but He most sweet,
Sweeter than honeycomb.'

There no more parting, no more pain,
The distant ones brought near,
The lost so long are found again,
Long lost but longer dear:
Eye hath not seen, ear hath not heard,
Nor heart conceived that rest,
With them our good things long deferred,
With Jesus Christ our Best.

We weep because the night is long,
We laugh for day shall rise,
We sing a slow contented song
And knock at Paradise.
Weeping we hold Him fast Who wept
For us, we hold Him fast;
And will not let Him go except
He bless us first or last.

Weeping we hold Him fast to-night;
We will not let Him go
Till daybreak smite our wearied sight
And summer smite the snow:
Then figs shall bud, and dove with dove
Shall coo the livelong day;
Then He shall say, 'Arise, My love,
My fair one, come away.'
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First Sunday of Advent: November 28
 
 “[T]he oracle is impossible of fulfillment. Who in the time of Isaiah, who at  present, 
believes it  could come to pass? After  Vietnam, after Granada, Panama, Iraq, Bosnia—  who 
believes? Indeed, who in the churches could be said to believe?…War, any war, erupts. Shortly 
thereafter the “moral theologians” enter and the just-war nonsense is dusted off...Swords are 
vindicated, even as they kill.” -Daniel Berrigan

Opening Prayer
Our King and Savior now draws near. Come, let us adore him.

Text
Isaiah chapters 1 and 2

Subtext
Based on the vision given in Isaiah 2:1-5 of the signs of God's reign, I invite you all 
to compare the following two stories from the news.  

The first is about the USS New York, a modern warship, which has a hull 
constructed from steel salvaged from Ground Zero. One person on the 
construction crew is quoted as saying, "This [project] is sacred."   

The other story is about a different kind of transformation. Pedro Reyes, a 
Mexican artist, has taken guns and melted them into shovels for planting  trees in 
the community. The project is called “Palas por Pistolas.” 1,527 guns became 
1,527 shovels. 
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Art
“First Coming”
by Madeleine L’Engle

He did not wait till the world was ready,
till men and nations were at peace.
He came when the Heavens were unsteady,
and prisoners cried out for release.

He did not wait for the perfect time.
He came when the need was deep and great.
He dined with sinners in all their grime,
turned water into wine. He did not wait

till hearts were pure. In joy he came
to a tarnished world of sin and doubt.
To a world like ours, of anguished shame
he came, and his Light would not go out.

He came to a world which did not mesh,
to heal its tangles, shield its scorn.
In the mystery of the Word made Flesh
the Maker of the stars was born.

We cannot wait till the world is sane
to raise our songs with joyful voice,
for to share our grief, to touch our pain,
He came with Love: Rejoice! Rejoice

Closing Prayer
The glory of the Lord shall be revealed, and all flesh shall see it together. Amen. 
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November 29

“I believe if you’re poor, it’s because God wants you to be poor and if you’re rich, God wants 
you to be rich.”  -Anonymous 

Opening Prayer
Our King and Savior now draws near. Come, let us adore him.

Text
Isaiah chapters 3 and 4 

Subtext
In the midst  of the chaos sketched out in 3:1-12, notice that it  is the LORD who 
pleads for the down-and-out. The affluence of the daughters of Zion is held in 
stark contrast to the robbed poor. 

Art 
“The God We Hardly Knew”
by Oscar Romero

No one can celebrate
a genuine Christmas
without being truly poor.
The self-sufficient, the proud,
those who, because they have
everything, look down on others,
those who have no need
even of God- for them there
will be no Christmas.
Only the poor, the hungry,
those who need someone
to come on their behalf,
will have that someone.
That someone is God.
Emmanuel. God-with-us.
Without poverty of spirit
there can be no abundance of God

Closing Prayer
The glory of the Lord shall be revealed, and all flesh shall see it together. Amen. 
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November 30

 “Cursing is an ancient  biblical enterprise. To “woe to” or “shame” pronounces judgment  
in the here and now, an anticipation, summing up, denunciation, reminder, all of these. It  throws 
a wrench in the apparently unstoppable machinery of the worldly system.”   -Daniel Berrigan

Opening Prayer
Our King and Savior now draws near. Come, let us adore him.

Text
Isaiah chapters 5 and 6

Subtext
Read Isaiah 5:1-7 again carefully, slowly, and out loud. Notice the gentle way 
the text  sets the reader up to get clobbered in the end. Like the parables in the 
Gospels, the hearers (and now the readers) are invited into a story where they 
will in the end feel the weight of their own injustices. 

Where are some places in your own life where God is looking for justice but 
instead finding bloodshed, looking for righteousness but instead hearing cries of 
distress? 

Isaiah 5:8-24 is a list  of woes. Read these woes with an eye toward current times. 
Any local farmer knows about the difficulty of getting an over-worked field to 
yield a good crop (5:10). Dig in and see how this text names our times as will as 
those when it was written. 

Art
“Oh Come, Oh Come, Emmanuel”
translated from Latin to English by John M. Neale

O come, O come, Emmanuel,
And ransom captive Israel,
That mourns in lonely exile here
Until the Son of God appear.
(Refrain)
Rejoice! Rejoice!
Emmanuel shall come to thee, O Israel.

O come, Thou Wisdom from on high,
Who orderest all things mightily;
To us the path of knowledge show,
And teach us in her ways to go.
(Refrain)
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O come, Thou Rod of Jesse, free
Thine own from Satan’s tyranny;
From depths of hell Thy people save,
And give them victory over the grave.
(Refrain)

O come, Thou Day-spring, come and cheer
Our spirits by Thine advent here;
Disperse the gloomy clouds of night,
And death’s dark shadows put to flight.
(Refrain)

O come, Thou Key of David, come,
And open wide our heavenly home;
Make safe the way that leads on high,
And close the path to misery.
(Refrain)

O come, O come, great Lord of might,
Who to Thy tribes on Sinai’s height
In ancient times once gave the law
In cloud and majesty and awe.
(Refrain)

O come, Thou Root of Jesse’s tree,
An ensign of Thy people be;
Before Thee rulers silent fall;
All peoples on Thy mercy call.
(Refrain)

O come, Desire of nations, bind
In one the hearts of all mankind;
Bid Thou our sad divisions cease,
And be Thyself our King of Peace.
(Refrain)

Closing Prayer
The glory of the Lord shall be revealed, and all flesh shall see it together. Amen. 
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December 1

Opening Prayer
Our King and Savior now draws near. Come, let us adore him.

Text
Isaiah chapters 7 through 9

Subtext
Isaiah 7:3 and 8:3 details the names of Isaiah's children. Their names mean "a 
remnant will return" and "the spoil speeds, the prey hastens," respectively. It is an 
interesting image to look at this prophet approaching kings with his child in tow, 
a sign of what is going to happen built into their name. The life of a prophet is far 
from glamorous. The presence of these children make the reader contemplate 
the way a whole family gets caught up in the call of God, for better or worse. 
Ask any preacher's kid to tell you about this. 

Art
Tomorrow night is the Hymn Sing and the Christmas Nights album release. The 
songs on the album are traditional tunes built around the musical distinctions of 
Jeff Crawford and his friends. I offer the following poem to prepare us for singing.

“Noel”
by Anne Porter

When snow is shaken
From the balsam trees
And they’re cut down
And brought into our houses

When clustered sparks
Of many-colored fire
Appear at night
In ordinary windows

We hear and sing
The customary carols

They bring us ragged miracles
And hay and candles
And flowering weeds of poetry
That are loved all the more
Because they are so common

10



But there are carols
That carry phrases 
Of the haunting music
Of the other world
A music wild and dangerous
As a prophet’s message

Or the fresh truth of children
Who though they come to us
From our own bodies
Are altogether new
With their small limbs
And birdlike voices

They look at us
With their clear eyes
And ask the piercing questions
God alone can answer.

Closing Prayer
The glory of the Lord shall be revealed, and all flesh shall see it together. Amen. 
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Night of the Hymn Sing: December 2

 “We learn from music how to listen to the music of our own time— one moment  of our 
lives following another  moment  the way the violin passage follows the flute, the way the sound 
of footsteps on the gravel follows the rustle of the leaves in the wind which follows the barking of 
a dog almost too far away to hear.”  -Frederick Buechner 

Opening Prayer
Our King and Savior now draws near. Come, let us adore him.

Text
Isaiah chapters 10 and 11

Subtext
Here is a note from Jeff Crawford about Christmas Nights, an album of Advent songs:
Christmas Nights is a collection of songs chosen to highlight the waiting, the 
expectation, and the celebration of the Christmas season.   Most Christmas memories 
for me involve the night, looking forward to Christmas, lights, decorations, and a 
candlelight service.   As we remember the events of 2,000 years ago, the order of the 
songs on Christmas Nights replays the events afresh to provide reflection and a new 
listening to old songs.   We hope that you listen to the lyrics anew; they are as pertinent 
now as they were when they were written, and as the events themselves unfolded so 
long ago.
 
"Because the Night Is Long" sets the scene with a nighttime sound of yearning.
 
"O Come O Come Emmanuel" is a cry for Christ to come, becoming more and more 
emphatic to "disperse the gloomy clouds of night."
 
"O Little Town of Bethlehem" sets the scene where the events will take place, where a 
"wondrous gift is given."  It portrays a quieter form of waiting, perhaps a comforting 
expectation knowing that the "hopes and fears of all the years" will be met on this night.
 
"Oh Holy Night" sets the time of Christ's arrival.  A beautiful song that encourages you to 
"fall on your knees" and "hear the angels voices."   This song is simply a celebration that 
the time is nigh.   As the second verse says, "Chains he shall break, for the slave is our 
brother, and in his hands all oppression shall cease."
 
"It Came Upon a Midnight Clear" is the announcement of Christ coming to the world.  
Just as Christ came in the most unexpected of ways—in a lowly manger in Bethlehem—  
so this song of celebration is muted and somewhat dark at times.  Christ's birth seems a 
very quiet event, and this song represents the reverence and quiet of that moment, 
where the "world in solemn stillness lays to hear the angels sing."
 
Finally, "Beautiful Star of Bethlehem" ushers in the celebration.   As the lyrics say, "Jesus is 
now the Star Divine, brighter and brighter he will shine, oh beautiful star of Bethlehem 
shine on."   As you listen, consider what this means to you as it sends you out joyfully into 
the night.
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Art
This is the artwork from the Advent 
album Jeff and his friends have put 
together. It  is pretty simple imagery, 
but notice the one unattached star 
floating over the words. Here is the 
idea: every night we look up at  the 
stars. Since forever the stars have 
been the constant markers; they let us 
know where we are in the world. But 
we believe that on a certain night 
long ago something happened that 
rocked the heavens and the earth. 
Suddenly the stars al l seemed 
different, because in some mysterious 
way the Hanger of the stars showed 
up underneath the night sky as a 
f ragi le l i t t le bal l of f lesh. And 
everything changed. 

Closing Prayer
The glory of the Lord shall be revealed, and all flesh shall see it together. Amen. 
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December 3

 “Sing to the LORD, for he has done glorious thing; 
  let this be known to all the world.”  -Isaiah 12:5

Opening Prayer
Our King and Savior now draws near. Come, let us adore him.

Text
Isaiah chapters 12 through 14

Art
“O Holy Night”
From Placide Cappeau de Roquemaure’s "Cantique de Noel"

O holy night! The stars are brightly shining,
It is the night of the dear Saviour's birth.
Long lay the world in sin and error pining.
Till He appeared and the Spirit felt its worth.
A thrill of hope the weary world rejoices,
For yonder breaks a new and glorious morn.
Fall on your knees! Oh, hear the angel voices!
O night divine, 
the night when Christ was born;
O night, O holy night, O night divine!
O night, O holy night, O night divine!

Led by the light of faith serenely beaming,
With glowing hearts by His cradle we stand.
O'er the world a star is sweetly gleaming,
Now come the wise-men 
from out of the Orient land.
The King of kings lay thus lowly manger;

In all our trials born to be our friends.
He knows our need, 
our weakness is no stranger,
Behold your King! Before him lowly bend!
Behold your King! Before him lowly bend!

Truly He taught us to love one another,
His law is love and His gospel is peace.
Chains he shall break, 
for the slave is our brother.
And in his name all oppression shall cease.
Sweet hymns of joy 
in grateful chorus raise we,
With all our hearts we praise His holy name.
Christ is the Lord! Then ever, ever praise we,
His power and glory ever more proclaim!
His power and glory ever more proclaim!

Closing Prayer
The glory of the Lord shall be revealed, and all flesh shall see it together. Amen. 
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Sabbath: December 4

 “It  must  always be remembered  that  the Sabbath is not  an occasion for diversion or 
frivolity; not  a day to shoot  fireworks or turn somersaults, but  an opportunity to mend our tattered 
lives; to collect rather than dissipate time.”  -Abraham Joshua Heschel

Opening Prayer
Our King and Savior now draws near. Come, let us adore him.

Text
Isaiah chapters 15 through 17

Subtext
In this season of hustle and bustle, of endless traffic and traveling, of insatiable 
consumption, it would do us good to remember the Sabbath. There is a divine 
rhythm built into the world, a 6-and-1 beat, that constantly reminds us Who 
sustains this world. Sabbath is a picture of the world-to-come. Sabbath is a holy 
interruption. 

For Christians, Sunday is the Lord’s day. It  has been called the 8th day of 
creation, the beginning of the new creation. The focus of Sunday is different 
than the idea Sabbath. Some will  say that Christians have no obligation to keep 
the Sabbath, since it is the old law. But Sabbath is a gift. For this reason Jesus 
gets furious at the religious leaders for perverting the Sabbath. So for this Advent 
season of waiting and hoping, let’s take Saturday to 
stop. Just stop. Resist the urge to assume you create 
and sustain the world. Resist the addiction to endless 
toil. Rest  in the good news that the earth is the Lord’s 
and all that is in it. 

Art
There is a group of artists who have created the 
Sabbath Manifesto, a project to help people 
rediscover the ancient practice of Sabbath. They 
have created 10 principles as a guide for people 
seeking to interrupt their hectic lives. You can find 
more information at: www.sabbathmanifesto.org.

Closing Prayer
The glory of the Lord shall be revealed, and all flesh 
shall see it together. Amen. 
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Second Sunday of Advent: December 5

Opening Prayer
Our King and Savior now draws near. Come, let us adore him.

Text
Isaiah chapters 18 through 20

Art
“It Came Upon A Midnight Clear”
by Edmund Hamilton Sears

It came upon the midnight clear,
That glorious song of old,
From angels bending near the earth,
To touch their harps of gold:
"Peace on the earth, goodwill to men
From heavens all gracious King!"
The world in solemn stillness lay
To hear the angels sing.

Still through the cloven skies they come,
With peaceful wings unfurled;
And still their heavenly music floats
O'er all the weary world:
Above its sad and lowly plains
They bend on hovering wing,
And ever o'er its Babel sounds
The blessed angels sing.

O ye beneath life's crushing load,
Whose forms are bending low,
Who toil along the climbing way
With painful steps and slow;
Look now, for glad and golden hours
Come swiftly on the wing;
Oh rest beside the weary road
And hear the angels sing.

For lo! the days are hastening on,
By prophets seen of old,
When with the ever-circling years
Shall come the time foretold,
When the new heaven and earth shall own
The Prince of Peace, their King,
And the whole world send back the song
Which now the angels sing.

Closing Prayer
May the God of hope fill  us with all  joy and peace in believing through the 
power of the Holy Spirit. Amen.
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December 6

 “Who then are the mourners? The mourners are those who have caught  a glimpse of 
God’s new day, who ache with all their being for that  day’s coming, and who break into tears 
when confronted with its absence.” -Nichlos Wolsterstorff

Opening Prayer
Our King and Savior now draws near. Come, let us adore him.

Text
Isaiah chapters 21 and 22

Subtext
Isaiah 22:12 reads, “The Lord, the LORD Almighty,/called you on that day/to 
weep and to wail,/to tear out your hair and put on sackcloth.” The above quote 
is taken from Wolsterstorff’s book, A Lament for a Son, written after the loss of his 
son to a climbing accident. You get a sense that for much of life, the correct 
response is to clothe your face with tears. Yet much of Christian sub-culture acts 
as a numbing agent for the pains of the world. Most Christian pop songs resolve 
the tension by the last chorus. A the larger culture of positive thinking tells us to 
just keep smiling and things will turn around. Healing is only as far as your ability 
to conceptualize it. But sons and daughters keep dying. 
 
The end of our Bible is the mysterious text  of Revelation. The final chapters give a 
picture of the end of time (an end that is really the beginning).  Revelation 21:4 
is the verse pertinent to this stuff about crying. The image is one of God dwelling 
with humanity in a restored creation. And in that  time, on that day, God will take 
out a handkerchief and tell us it is all  okay now. He will whisper to us that Death 
is Dead, and that we are free to laugh again. 

Somehow the crying is a necessary part of the final vision. As people who have 
caught a glimpse of the world-to-come, it should pain us to dwell in the world-
as-it-is. In some mysterious way our weeping and wailing calls forth that  world-to-
come into the here and now, demanding that God do what God promised. 

And the one who hung the stars fell into our world like we all  do, through some 
woman’s womb, and like we all do, opened his throat to cry out his first breaths. 
Because this world hurts from the first moment we arrive. But not forever. 
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Art
“Rescue is Coming”
by David Crowder Band

There’s a darkness in my skin
My cover’s wearing thin, I believe
I’d love to start again, go back to innocent
And never leave
Don’t give up now
A break in the clouds
We could be found… 

There’s nothing wrong with me
It’s just that I believe things could get better
And there’s nothing wrong with love
I think it’s just enough to believe
Don’t give up now
A break in the clouds
We could be found

Rescue is coming

And there’s nothing wrong with you
And nothing left to do
But believe something bigger
And there’s nothing wrong with love
I know it’s just enough to believe
Don’t give up now
A break in the clouds
We will be found

Rescue is coming now

Closing Prayer
May the God of hope fill  us with all  joy and peace in believing through the 
power of the Holy Spirit. Amen.

18



December 7

 “The earth dries up and withers, 
 the world languishes and withers,
 the heavens languish with the earth.”  -Isaiah 24:3

Opening Prayer
Our King and Savior now draws near. Come, let us adore him.

Text
Isaiah chapters 23 and 24

Art
“Deliver Us”
by Andrew Peterson

Our enemy, our captor is no pharaoh on the Nile 
Our toil is neither mud nor brick nor sand 
Our ankles bear no calluses from chains, yet Lord, we're bound 
Imprisoned here, we dwell in our own land 

Deliver us, deliver us 
Oh Yahweh, hear our cry 
And gather us beneath your wings tonight 

Our sins they are more numerous than all the lambs we slay 
These shackles they were made with our own hands 
Our toil is our atonement and our freedom yours to give 
So Yahweh, break your silence if you can 

Deliver us, deliver us 
Oh Yahweh, hear our cry 
And gather us beneath your wings tonight 

'Jerusalem, Jerusalem 
How often I have longed 
To gather you beneath my gentle wings'

Closing Prayer
May the God of hope fill  us with all  joy and peace in believing through the 
power of the Holy Spirit. Amen.
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December 8

“My soul glorifies the Lord
and my spirit rejoices in God my Savior… 
He has brought down rulers from their thrones
but has lifted up the humble.
He has filled the hungry with good things
but has sent the rich away empty.”  -Mary’s song from Luke1:46, 52-53

Opening Prayer
Our King and Savior now draws near. Come, let us adore him.

Text
Isaiah chapters 25 through 27

Art
Isaiah 25:6-8 as translated in modern equivalence by Daniel Berrigan

See, Yahweh prepares
on this holy mountain
a surpassing feast!
Only imagine—  
for one and all
fat of the marrow,
ambrosial wines!
Her, on this mountain
God sweeps aside
the veil of sorrow,
the cloth of mourning—  
death no more! 
balm in Gilead!
heal-all upon every wound!

O day, we entreat, come soon!

Closing Prayer
May the God of hope fill  us with all  joy and peace in believing through the 
power of the Holy Spirit. Amen.
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December 9

 “In that day the deaf will hear the words of the scroll,
 and out of gloom and darkness
 the eyes of the blind will see.
  Once more the humble will rejoice in the LORD; 
    the needy will rejoice in the Holy One of Israel.”  -Isaiah 29:18-19

Opening Prayer
Our King and Savior now draws near. Come, let us adore him.

Text
Isaiah chapters 28 and 29

Subtext
While John is in prison, he sends his disciples to see Jesus. John has been waiting 
for the Messiah to come, the one who will  usher in the last days. He sends this 
message for Jesus, “Are you the one who is to come, or should we expect 
someone else?” 
 
Here is Jesus’ reply,
 
“Go back and report to John what you hear and see:  The blind receive sight, 
the lame walk, those who have leprosy are cleansed, the deaf hear, the dead 
are raised, and the good news is proclaimed to the poor.  Blessed is anyone who 
does not stumble on account of me.”
 
As John the Baptist looked out his cell window waiting for his death, it did not 
look like Messiah had come. Rome was still occupying the land. Client kings sat 
on the thrones and lined their pockets with the sweat of the poor. It only makes 
sense that he would doubt the Jesus was the One to fix the world. But Jesus’ 
reply would have ignited a fire inside him. The words of Isaiah would have 
burned within his heart.  The world had changed. 
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Art
“Phos Hilaron (Hail Gladdening Light)”
(This is the earliest hymn we have outside of the ones appearing in the New Testament.) 

Hail gladdening light, of Your pure glory poured 
Who is the immortal Father, heavenly, blest 
O Holiest of Holies, Jesus Christ our Lord 
And now we've come to the sun's hour of rest 

The lights of evening round us shine 
We hymn the Father, Son, Spirit divine 

Worthiest art thou at all times to be sung 
O with undefiled tongue 

Son of our God, giver of life, alone 
Son of our God, giver of life, alone 
Son of our God, giver of life, alone 

Therefore in all the world
Thy glories, Lord, thine own

Closing Prayer
May the God of hope fill  us with all  joy and peace in believing through the 
power of the Holy Spirit. Amen.
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December 10
 
 “Most  of the Bible is a history told by people living in lands occupied by conquering 
superpowers. It’s a book written from the underside of power…This can make the Bible a very 
difficult  book to understand if you are reading it  as a citizen of the most  powerful empire the 
world has ever seen.”  -Rob Bell

Opening Prayer
Our King and Savior now draws near. Come, let us adore him.

Text
Isaiah chapters 30 and 31

Subtext
Chariots were the ancient  world’s tanks and drone bombers. Over and over 
again, the presence of chariots makes the people tremble. It  is understandable. 
If you are a small nation surrounded by warring superpowers, then chariots may 
make all the difference during an attack. 

But the prophet in Isaiah pronounces a “Ha!” and a “Woe!,” a curse on those 
who trust in the weapons of the world instead of turning to the LORD for 
protection. 

So what are we to do as people whose military has plenty of tanks? We have all 
the weapons we could ever need, so what of God?   
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Art
“Into The Darkest Hour”
by Madeleine L’Engle

It was a time like this,
War & tumult of war,
a horror in the air.
Hungry yawned the abyss-
and yet there came the star
and the child most wonderfully there.

It was time like this
of fear & lust for power,
license & greed and blight-
and yet the Prince of bliss
came into the darkest hour
in quiet & silent light.

And in a time like this
how celebrate his birth
when all things fall apart?
Ah! Wonderful it is
with no room on the earth
the stable is our heart.

Closing Prayer
May the God of hope fill  us with all  joy and peace in believing through the 
power of the Holy Spirit. Amen.
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Sabbath: December 11

 “I found this article on CNN and found it  very interesting. Im not  Jewish, actually I'm 
Muslim but  I  felt  compelled to share my story with you. A few months ago I was feeling 
overwhelmed with all the "connectivity" that  I was practicing that  I  made a decision to unplug. I 
cancelled my facebook page, stopped twittering totally, really just  tried to minimalize my online 
life. I found this article interesting because today I am taking my son on a camping trip for the 
weekend. Im going to introduce him to the great  outdoors and re-connect  with him. I truly 
appreciate what  you are doing and I totally support  it. Good luck.”  -Aaron Bryant, comment 
from Sabbath Manifesto’s community forum

Opening Prayer
Our King and Savior now draws near. Come, let us adore him.

Text
Isaiah chapters 32 and 33

Subtext
The appearance of social media technology has radically changed the way 
people are present in the world. Experiences are not  “real” until they are placed 
in the cyber-world. This is to say nothing about the ever-present  cell phone, that 
machine that tethers us to everything. This makes the suggestion to “avoid 
technology” from the Sabbath Manifesto particularly difficult. On the website for 
the project (www.sabbathmanifesto.org), no other guideline for practicing the 
Sabbath received more comments than the one concerning technology. I have 
heard people say that being away from their online life made them feel like 
they were slowly becoming nonexistent. Forgetting one’s cell phone at home 
can feel as scary as forgetting to put on pants for the day. 

What would it  men for your life to turn off your internet connection or you cell 
phone for one day?  Would it feel like someone was pinching off a main artery? 
What would you miss the most? But  even more, what would you notice without 
the computer glowing in your face? Who would you notice? Your spouse, your 
child, God? 
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Art
BC : AD 
by U.A. Fanthorpe 

This was the moment when Before
Turned into After, and the future’s
Uninvented timekeepers presented arms.
This was the moment when nothing
Happened. Only dull peace
Sprawled boringly over the earth.
This was the moment when even energetic Romans
Could find nothing better to do
Than counting heads in remote provinces.
And this was the moment
When a few farm workers and three
Members of an obscure Persian sect
Walked haphazard by starlight straight
Into the kingdom of heaven.

Closing Prayer
May the God of hope fill  us with all  joy and peace in believing through the 
power of the Holy Spirit. Amen.

26



Third Sunday of Advent: December 12

Opening Prayer
Our King and Savior now draws near. Come, let us adore him.

Text
Isaiah chapters 34 through 36

Art
Isaiah 35 translated as modern equivalence by Daniel Berrigan

Let the arid land
breathe free
sweet respiration, rain!
Let the steppes cry out
(winterlocked, beyond
the warmhearted sun’s
midday ministration)
     in bird song, song of flowers, 
     spring’s freehold, winter’s
     yielding at last
         cry— Life!
     evermore, abundant— Life!
     And the Giver of Life, a glory
     half glimpsed, the bridegroom
     at the portal lingering—  
     our strength, our passionate One!
     His shadow falls, pure light.

You, the sorrowful, glean
from that glance of his, hope’s
first faint inkling, then
strong and stronger!

               See!
hands impaired, aged,

at merest touch of his
     flex and flow— graceful grow,
     apt to appointed tasks!
     And the sagging knees
     the spines bent double
     (unremitting the heft
as on beasts of burden laid)
straight, upright sprung,
aside once for all
cast
their slavish estate!

Come blind, come deaf—  
sit at the undreamed
banquet of sound and sense!
loosened the tongue
to praiseworth, to song!

     Speedy our homecoming!
     The way like a royal
tapestry, the Via Regis
close-woven of creation—  

we ransomed, we exiles
leaping, dancing for joy!

Closing Prayer
May the God of hope fill  us with all  joy and peace in believing through the 
power of the Holy Spirit. Amen.
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December 13

 “Advent  is the recovery of how to live in a world of impatience as a patient  people…
learning how to wait  as a people of nonviolence in a world of war, you’ll know what  advent  is.”  
-Stanley Hauerwas

Opening Prayer
Our King and Savior now draws near. Come, let us adore him.

Text
Isaiah chapters 37 and 38

Subtext
In the ancient world, every city and province had a god. When a nation would 
defeat another, it was assumed that the defeated nation had a weaker god 
unable to protect it. As the superpower Assyria approaches the nation of Judah, 
King Sennacherib sends forth a delegation with a message to King Hezekiah. 

The Assyrian king gives a warning to the king of Judah, saying, “Do not let the 
god you depend on deceive you…Did the gods of the nations that were 
destroyed by my predecessors deliver them?”

But Sennacherib, King of the Powers-that-be, made a grave error in judgment. 
The God who Isaiah spoke for was not just the local deity of Judah. This God’s 
name is YHWH, the God of all history. This God is active in both Judah and 
Assyria, not satisfied to be contained by myths of national borders or 
competition from no-gods. The LORD retorts: 

“But I know where you are 
and when you come and go 
and how you rage against me. 
Because you rage against me 
and because your insolence has reached my ears, 
I will put my hook in your nose 
and my bit in your mouth, 
and I will make you return 
by the way you came.” (Isaiah 37:28-29)

Years later another superpower will make the same critical error in judgment. “In 
those days Caesar Augustus did such and such…” In the midst  of the daily 
maintenance of the Roman empire, the True King slips in through the back door 
of a cramped manger in a cramped town in a cramped world— and no one 
notices but a handful of stargazing sheep tenders. Why would Caesar care 
about  what happened in Bethlehem? Yet from that makeshift  birthing room on 

28



a dusty floor, the God who spoke to heavens and earth into being fell into our 
world.

 
Art
“Zecheriah and the Least Expected Places”
by So Elated

Jerusalem and the holy temple
filled with smoke
Zechariah shuns the news
from the angel of hope
stuck behind an incense cloud 
of religion and disappointment

God keeps slipping out of underneath rocks
in areas off the beaten path
open both your eyes

prophets and kings and poets
can contribute their work
just like eggs in a nest are alive 
with the promise of birth
but the Lord of Creation
will not be subjected to
expectations

God keeps slipping out from underneath rocks
in areas off the beaten path
open both your eyes

Elizabeth, barren, her knees
black and dirty like coal
her consistent prayers
float to the sky and revive her soul
God we will wait
though we don’t understand
Your redemptive 
story

God keeps slipping out from underneath rocks 
in areas of the beaten path
open both your eyes

Closing Prayer
May the God of hope fill  us with all  joy and peace in believing through the 
power of the Holy Spirit. Amen.
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December 14

 “[Y]ou know very well that  the day of the Lord will come like a thief in the night. While 
people are saying, ‘Peace and safety,’ destruction will come on them suddenly, as labor pains 
on a pregnant woman, and they will not escape.” 1 Thessalonians 5: 2-3

Opening Prayer
Our King and Savior now draws near. Come, let us adore him.

Text
Isaiah chapters 39 and 40

Subtext
The tragedy of these two chapters is the stark contrast in 39:8 and 40:1. The text 
moves from Hezekiah hearing bad news as good, to the prophet-in-exile 
speaking comfort to a homesick people.

With these chapters, we bridge the gap between the time of the exile in 
Babylon. Until chapter 39, the prophet warned of a coming day of judgment in 
the form of exile. From chapter 40 on, the prophet will be speaking from inside  
of exile in the land of Babylon. Some people even refer to Isaiah 40 and 
following as “Second Isaiah” because of this dramatic shift in context.

King Hezekiah, true to form, remains ignorant to the end. The last words of 
Hezekiah recorded in Isaiah are a testament to his unendingly missing the point. 
“The word of the LORD you have spoken is good.” What!?! No no no. Isaiah has 
just said that Babylon will loot his nation, and that  Hezekiah’s sons will become 
castrated servants in Babylon’s palace. But what  does Isaiah hear? “There will 
be peace and security in my lifetime.”

But it  is so hard to see past our own years. It  is often hard to see past each day. 
Yet the prophet holds that what happens today matters tomorrow, that sons 
and daughters inherit their parents’s world. 
    
Art
“The Disarming Child”
by Charlie Lowell

Helpless and human
Diety in the dirt,
Spirit married with flesh
We couldn’t make it to you,
But you come to us.

30



You always come to us.
In our stubbornness and desire,
Entitlement and shame
Remind us that we need you,
Merge your untamed Spirit with our flesh.

We try to forget those
Years of wandering.
Shackles and masters,
An eternity of doubting
And still, you come to us.

A divine intrusion
Through our scheming and chaos-
Coats of armor, angels and armies.
Do some wrecking here,
And gently come to us.

Disturb us this day
Through sorrow and through dancing,
The bliss of joy and sting of death
Past hands that would threaten and tear,
You come to us extravagantly.

From your manger lowly,
Mighty and mysterious
You come to us, Seed of Heaven
Spirit wed with flesh,
These broken hearts to mend.

Closing Prayer
May the God of hope fill  us with all  joy and peace in believing through the 
power of the Holy Spirit. Amen.
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December 15

 “Isaiah proclaims no small, personal savior  who comes simply to enter human hearts. 
Rather, he announces one who comes to bring a new creation-one who comes to startle us out 
of our  captivity to human probabilities and to awaken our  imaginations to God’s impossibilities. 
Advent  hope, Isaiah declares, is hope that  is large enough and bold enough to stir us from 
complacency and claim our entire lives.”  -Charles L. Campbell

Opening Prayer
Our King and Savior now draws near. Come, let us adore him.

Text  
Isaiah chapters 41 and 42

Art
“Noel”
by Anne Porter

When snow is shaken
From the balsalm trees
And they’re cut down
And brought into our houses

When clustered sparks
Of many-colored fire
Appear at night
In ordinary windows

We hear and sing
The customary carols

They bring us ragged miracles
And hay and candles
And flowering weeds of poetry
That are loved all the more
Because they are so common

But there are carols
That carry phrases 
Of the haunting music
Of the other world
A music wild and dangerous
As a prophet’s message

Or the fresh truth of children
Who though they come to us
From our own bodies
Are altogether new
With their small limbs
And birdlike voices

They look at us
With their clear eyes
And ask the piercing questions
God alone can answer.

Closing Prayer
May the God of hope fill  us with all  joy and peace in believing through the 
power of the Holy Spirit. Amen.
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December 16

“I'm so bored of little gods
While standing on the edge of something large
While standing here, so close to You
We could be consumed
What a glorious day”  -David Crowder 

Opening Prayer
Our King and Savior now draws near. Come, let us adore him.

Text
Isaiah chapters 43 and 44

Subtext
It  is easy to forget who you are in exile. It is easy to forget whose you are in exile. 
There is a sense in this section of text that  the LORD is coaxing back to reality a 
people with amnesia, calling them to memory. 

The LORD is the one who names the people, and with that naming there is great 
power. By naming them, by saying, “You are mine,” God establishes for them an 
identity. But Babylon had already established for them an identity, “the exiled 
ones, the conquered ones, the weak and homeless ones.” Israel must  decide 
who to believe, the LORD or the oppressor. 

Art
“This is War”
by Dustin Kensrue

This is war like you ain't seen.
This winter's long, it's cold and mean.
With hangdog hearts we stood 
condemned,
But the tide turns now at Bethlehem.

This is war and born tonight,
The Word as flesh, the Lord of Light,

The Son of God, the low-born king;
Who demons fear, of whom angels 
sing.

This is war on sin and death;
The dark will take it's final breath.
It  shakes the earth, confounds all 
plans;
The mystery of God as man. 

Closing Prayer
May the God of hope fill  us with all  joy and peace in believing through the 
power of the Holy Spirit. Amen.
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December 17

 “[H]ope is the controlling argument, and exile in Babylon is the controlling metaphor. 
Babylon is both ancient history and the stuff of tomorrow’s news.”  -Richard John Neuhaus

Opening Prayer
Our King and Savior now draws near. Come, let us adore him.

Text
Isaiah chapters 45 through 47

Subtext
The first  7 verses of Isaiah 46 show God mocking the Babylonian gods. This bit of 
banter works on two different levels. 

Remember that the prophet is writing from within Babylon. The Israelites were 
caught under the shadow of Babylon’s power, symbolized in their gods who 
would have been paraded through the streets to legitimate the power of the 
rulers. “Bel” was a common name for the god Marduk. Marduk was the chief 
deity in Babylon. Nebo was his son. The Babylonian king was seen as Marduk 
incarnate, as being made in the image of Marduk. 

So when Isaiah says: 

Bel bows down, Nebo stoops low; 
   their idols are borne by beasts of burden. 
The images that are carried about are burdensome, 
   a burden for the weary. 
They stoop and bow down together; 
   unable to rescue the burden, 
   they themselves go off into captivity, (Isaiah 46:1-2)

           
he is not just poking fun at carved images; he is confronting the entire power-
system of Babylon. He is making fun of the king, which is a bold move as a 
captive people. Yet it  is essential that Isaiah tell the truth, no matter how 
dangerous. There was a real possibility that the Israelites would be wooed by the 
gods of Babylon. If they kept hearing that Marduk sustained their life, then they 
might start believing it.

Isaiah speaks for the LORD, telling them to listen well. He says that  while the gods 
of Babylon have to be carried around by animals, the true God, the LORD, 
needs no such help. In fact, it is the LORD who carries the people. The gods of 
Babylon are safe and static. The LORD is wild and free. 
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It  is up to Israel to decide which god/God to trust. The decision is set before us as 
well. It  may not  be Marduk or Babylon, but there are plenty of other gods in this 
place called America.  

Art
“Prophets”
by Anne Porter

Once in the Advent season
When I was walking down
A narrow street

I met a flock of children
Who all came running up to me
Saying that they were prophets
And for a penny they
Would prophesy

I gave them each a penny

They started out
By rummaging in trash-cans
Until they found
A ragged piece of silk

It’s blue, they said
Blue is a holy color
Blue is the color that 
The mountains are 
When they are far away

They laid the rag
On a small fire

Of newspaper and shavings
And burned it in the street

They scraped up all the ashes
And with them decorated
Each other’s faces

Then they ran back to me
And stood
In a circle ‘round me 

We stood that way
In a solemn silence
Until
One of the children spoke

It was the prophecy!

He said that long before 
The pear tree blossoms
Or sparrows in the hedges
Begin to sing

A Child will be our King.

Closing Prayer
May the God of hope fill  us with all  joy and peace in believing through the 
power of the Holy Spirit. Amen.
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Sabbath: December 18
 
 “The mall is trying to educate young people…I analyze the mall as a place that  has its 
own liturgy, and the goal of that  liturgy is to shape people’s loves—to aim their  loves toward a 
pseudo-kingdom.” -James K. A. Smith

Opening Prayer
Our King and Savior now draws near. Come, let us adore him.

Text
Isaiah chapters 48 and 49

Subtext
Let’s look at the 5th principle from the Sabbath Manifesto: “avoid commerce.” 
Not that anyone needs reminding, but this day is the last  Saturday to shop for 
Christmas, which is a week away. Some may avoid the malls with their oceans of 
vehicles on this day to maintain their sanity. But maybe there is another reason 
to avoid the malls today. Jesus was not  born to inaugurate the Kingdom of 
Consumption and Commerce. When every commercial and billboard reminds 
us that today is about shopping, let this Sabbath remind us that  we are waiting 
for Jesus, not another reason to consume. 

Art
A group of ministers started a campaign a few years back called Advent 
Conspiracy. Here is the welcome from their website (www.adventconspiracy.org): 

“The story of Christ's birth is a story of promise, hope, and a revolutionary love. 
So, what happened? What was once a time to celebrate the birth of a savior has 
somehow turned into a season of stress, traffic jams, and shopping lists. 
And when it's all over, many of us are left with presents to return, looming debt that will 
take months to pay off, and this empty feeling of missed purpose. Is this what we really 
want out of Christmas? 
What if Christmas became a world-changing event again? 
Welcome to Advent Conspiracy.”

One thing they suggest is to recover the beauty of handmade gifts. What if 
today, instead of the mall, you opened up the craft drawer and poured yourself 
into a relational gift? The next page is a list of ideas for this type of giving 
provided by Advent Conspiracy.  

Closing Prayer
May the God of hope fill  us with all  joy and peace in believing through the 
power of the Holy Spirit. Amen.
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Fourth Sunday of Advent: December 19 
 “The world and its powers cannot  comprehend the behavior of the innocent  one, 
showing persistence in the face of wounding and unassailable, even scornful silence. The blank 
inability  of the persecutors…to break through, break him down, is a hint  as to the source of the 
astonishment  of the multitude, as well as of the set  jaw of the rulers. The world has no moral 
equipment  to grasp moral greatness, let  alone emulate it. All are stalemated, baffled, infuriated, 
and, to that extent, more determined, more dangerous to the Holy One.”  -Daniel Berrigan

Opening Prayer
Our King and Savior now draws near. Come, let us adore him.
Text
Isaiah chapters 49 through 52
Art
“Here on Earth”
by Anne Porter

The old man living 
In his rented room
Grows lonely as the night 
comes on
Especially in winter

And the boy shooting drugs
On the tenement roof
Is lonely whether or not
He has companions

Lovers lie sleeping
Side by side
A wilderness between them

And their unborn infant
Is already alone
So soon to be discarded
Even as he begins
Unfolding in the womb
Of his lonely mother

Because the scatterer
Has overtaken us
Betraying promises
Estranging lovers

Tearing us inwardly
And tearing us apart

And this is why
Those of us who are sated
Find it so easy to ignore
Those of us who are starving

And why we have been 
known
To torture one another
Why there are times
When we are far more cruel
Than the animals.

Nevertheless
Taken all together
Or taken one by one
We are the holiest
Of all earth’s creatures

For he who kindled
The fire of the sun
He who draws out the 
tender leaves
From the dark twigs of winter

He who has whittled
A cabin for the snail
Has also carved our names
In the palm of his hand

And he became a child
The better to be near us
Born in the wintertime
Born on a journey

He grew to be a man
And lived among us
To be our healing
When we were sick
Our bread
When we were hungry
To be the wine
At all our weddings

He suffered at our hands
And he forgave us
He sweat from head to foot
With human anguish
And shedding every drop of 
blood
To give us each other

He gave himself to us
That we might live forever

He gave us even more
Than he has given the 
angels

One from another

Closing Prayer
May the God of hope fill  us with all  joy and peace in believing through the 
power of the Holy Spirit. Amen.
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December 20

 “The whole concept  of God taking human shape had never  made much sense to me. 
That  was because, I realized one wonderful day, it  was so simple. For  people with bodies, 
important  things like love have to be embodied. That's all. God had to be embodied, or else 
people with bodies would never in a trillion years understand about  love.”  -Jane Vonnegut 
Yarmolinsky

Opening Prayer
Our King and Savior now draws near. Come, let us adore him.

Text
Isaiah chapters 53 through 55

Art
This week there are two pieces of art to consider. The painting is by Barbi Dalton, 
a member of the Gathering Church and a local artist. It is based on the song, 
“O Holy Night.” 

The Risk of Birth (Christmas, 1973)
by Madeleine L’Engle

This is no time for a child to be born,
With the earth betrayed by war & hate
And a comet slashing the sky to warn
That time runs out & the sun burns late.

That was no time for a child to be born,
In a land in the crushing grip of Rome;
Honour & truth were trampled by scorn-
Yet here did the Saviour make his home.

When is the time for love to be born?
The inn is full on the planet earth,
And by a comet the sky is torn-
Yet Love still takes the risk of birth.

Closing Prayer
May the God of hope fill  us with all  joy and peace in believing through the 
power of the Holy Spirit. Amen.
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December 21

 “Your eyes are closed when you’re praying
You sing right along with the band
You shine up your shoes for services
There’s blood on your hands
You turned your back on the homeless
And the ones that don’t fit in your plan
Quit playing religion games
There’s blood on your hands”  -Jon Foreman, lyrics from “Instead of a Show”

Opening Prayer
Our King and Savior now draws near. Come, let us adore him.

Text
Isaiah chapters 56 through 58

Art
“Canticle of the Turning”
by Rory Cooney

My soul cries out with a joyful shout
that the God of my heart is great,
And my spirit sings of the wondrous things
that you bring to the ones who wait.
You fixed your sight on your servant's plight,
and my weakness you did not spurn,
So from east to west shall my name be blest.
Could the world be about to turn?

(Refrain)
My heart shall sing of the day you bring.
Let the fires of your justice burn.
Wipe away all tears, for the dawn draws near,
and the world is about to turn!

Though I am small, my God, my all,
you work great things in me,
And your mercy will last from the depths of the past
to the end of the age to be.
Your very name puts the proud to shame,
and to those who would for you yearn,
You will show your might, put the strong to flight,
for the world is about to turn.

40



From the halls of power to the fortress tower,
not a stone will be left on stone.
Let the king beware for your justice tears
ev'ry tyrant from his throne.
The hungry poor shall weep no more,
for the food they can never earn;
There are tables spread, ev'ry mouth be fed,
for the world is about to turn.

Though the nations rage from age to age,
we remember who holds us fast:
God's mercy must deliver us
from the conqueror's crushing grasp.
This saving word that our forebears heard
is the promise which holds us bound,
'Til the spear and rod can be crushed by God,
who is turning the world around.

Closing Prayer
May the God of hope fill  us with all  joy and peace in believing through the 
power of the Holy Spirit. Amen.
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December 22

 “For all the greeting card and sermonic rhetoric, I  do not  think that  much rejoicing 
happens around Christmastime, least  of all about  the coming of the Lord. There is, I  notice, a lot 
of holiday frolicking, but  that  is not  the same as rejoicing. In any case, maybe outbursts of either 
frolicking or rejoicing are premature, if John the Baptist  has credibility. He identifies repentance 
as the message and the sentiment of Advent.”  -William Stringfellow

Opening Prayer
Our King and Savior now draws near. Come, let us adore him.

Text
Isaiah chapters 59 through 61

Art
“Lo! How a Rose E’re Blooming”
by Music from 16th Century Germany “Es Ist Ein Ros” Lyrics from 15th Century German Carol 

Lo! How a rose e're blooming
From tender stem hath sprung
Of Jesse's lineage coming
As those of old have sung

It came, a flowerth bright
Amid the cold of winter
When half-spent was the night

Isaiah twice foretold it
The rose I have in mind
And so then we behold it
The Virgin Mother kind

To show God's love aright
She bore to us a Savior
When half-spent was the night

Closing Prayer
May the God of hope fill  us with all  joy and peace in believing through the 
power of the Holy Spirit. Amen.
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December 23

 “[I]t  is no use saying that  we are born 2,000 years too late to give room to Christ….Christ  is 
always with us, always asking for  room in our  hearts….And giving shelter  or  food to anyone who 
asks for it, or needs it, is giving to Christ.”  -Dorothy Day

Opening Prayer
Our King and Savior now draws near. Come, let us adore him.

Text
Isaiah chapters 62 through 64

Art
“Advent Absentee”
by Sylvia Sands

Here I go again, 
carefully unpacking the figures of the crib, 
tenderly wiping the dust from Mary's eyes
and Joseph's beard,
all the while practising my contemplative skills. 

Here I am,
duster in hand, seeking to emulate
the shepherds' enthusiasm and openness,
(wipe, wipe)
the wise men's courage and generosity,
(dust, dust)
Mary's mysticism,
Joseph's humility, 
the Christ child's vulnerability.

Who am I kidding?

It is the absent figure that haunts me.
I stand shoulder to shoulder
in grim, callous, irritable solidarity
with that wretched innkeeper.
No room, no time, no way.

Nobody has ever dared carve him in wood
and include him in the Christmas crib,
Have they?

Closing Prayer
May the God of hope fill  us with all  joy and peace in believing through the 
power of the Holy Spirit. Amen.
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December 24

“Waiting for the end. The eschaton. The night is far spent.”  -Madeleine L'Engle,

Opening Prayer
Our King and Savior now draws near. Come, let us adore him.

Text
Isaiah chapters chapters 65 and 66

Art
“Christmas Eve”
by Christina Georgina Rossetti

Christmas has a darkness,
Brighter than the blazing noon,
Christmas has a chillness
Warmer than the heat of June,
Christmas has a beauty
Lovelier than the world can show:
For Christmas brings us Jesus,
Brought for us so low.

Earth strike up your music,
Birds that sing and bells that ring;
Heaven has answering music
For all angels soon to sing:
Earth put on your whitest
Bridal robe of spotless snow:
For Christmas brings us Jesus,
Brought for us so low.

Closing Prayer
May the God of hope fill  us with all  joy and peace in believing through the 
power of the Holy Spirit. Amen.
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December 25!!!
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