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INTRODUCTION
Guided thoughts on our focus for this
Advent week by Dave Isaska

SCRIPTURE
Passage to meditate on for the week 

HYMN
A song for meditation. 

When you see the YouTube
symbol we have a suggested
performance of the hymn you
can look up. 

READINGS FOR REFLECTION
Reflections and prayers to use as you go
through each Advent week.  Use these as
inspirations for your spiritual focus during
the Advent period.

BENEDICTION

Search:
Name/Artist
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OPENING PRAYER
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O Lord my God, most merciful,
most secret, most present,
most constant, yet changing all things, 
never new, and never old,
always in action, yet always quiet, creating,
upholding, and perfecting all,
who has anything but what you have given?
or what can any man say when
he speaks about you?
Yet have mercy on us, O Lord,
that we may speak to you,
and praise your Name.

Source: Jeremy Taylor, 1613–67 
(from St Augustine) in in Daily Prayer.

WEEK ONE 

OPENING PRAYER
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DESPERATE PRAYERS

The First advent begins and ends with desperate
prayers from those involved! 
The First Advent begins with a desperate prayer
from a young woman named Mary who was told by
the angel Gabriel that she would bear a son who
would be called Jesus and that he would be great
and be called the Son of the Most High and his
kingdom would be forever. Mary was greatly
troubled by this news and prayed “How will this
be?” Also, Joseph, her fiance, was told the same by
an angel.  And that greatly troubled him, too,
because this news would publicly disgrace them
both since they were not yet married.  He did not
know what to do; he did not want to hurt her or
leave her, but he felt he could not marry her either.  
“O Lord, what to do?” 

God came near during the First Advent.
Yes, He did!  First through visiting angels, but climaxing
in the birth of a baby boy. They gave him the name Jesus,

because he will save his people from their sin; and they
called him Immanuel, meaning ‘God with us’!

WEEK ONE

Introduction by Dave Ivaska



The First advent also ends with desperate prayers
from a horrible situation that developed when
Herod was outwitted by the Maji from the East who
had followed a star to Bethlehem to find the one
who had been born king of the Jews and the
Messiah who would shepherd God’s people.  When
an angel told the Maji to return home a different
way and not report to King Herod, King Herod was
jealous and mad and ordered all baby boys under
two years old near Bethlehem to be killed.  Many
families suffered despairing that their baby boys
were killed.
What unexpected turn of events, whether joyful or
terrible, have you experienced, even during this
Advent Season, that has caused you a lot of loss,
anxiety and pain?  What desperate prayers have you
cried out to God?
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1 O, that you would tear open the heavens and come
down, so that the mountains would quake at your
presence— 2 as when fire kindles brushwood and
the fire causes water to boil—to make your name
known to your adversaries, so that the nations might
tremble at your presence! 3 When you did awesome
deeds that we did not expect, you came down, the
mountains quaked at your presence. 4 From ages
past no one has heard, no ear has perceived, no eye
has seen any God besides you, who works for those
who wait for him. 5 You meet those who gladly do
right, those who remember you in your ways. But
you were angry, and we sinned; because you hid
yourself we transgressed. 6 We have all become like
one who is unclean, and all our righteous deeds are
like a filthy cloth. We all fade like a leaf, and our
iniquities, like the wind, take us away. 7 There is no
one who calls on your name, or attempts to take hold
of you; for you have hidden your face from us, and
have delivered us into the hand of our iniquity. 8
Yet, O Lord, you are our Father; we are the clay, and
you are our potter; we are all the work of your hand.
9 Do not be exceedingly angry, O Lord, and do not
remember iniquity forever. Now consider, we are all
your people.

ISAIAH 64:1-9

WEEK ONE

SCRIPTURE
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O Come, O Come Emmanuel 
O come, O come, Emmanuel,
And ransom captive Israel,
That mourns in lonely exile here,
Until the Son of God appear.
Rejoice! Rejoice! Emmanuel
Shall come to thee, O Israel.O come, 
Thou Rod of Jesse, free
Thine own from Satan's tyranny;
From depths of hell Thy people save,
And give them victory o'er the grave.
Rejoice! Rejoice! Emmanuel
Shall come to thee, O Israel.O come, 
Thou Dayspring, from on high,
And cheer us by Thy drawing nigh;
Disperse the gloomy clouds of night,
And death's dark shadows put to flight.
Rejoice! Rejoice! Emmanuel
Shall come to thee, O Israel.O come, 
Thou Key of David, come
And open wide our heav'nly home;
Make safe the way that leads on high,
And close the path to misery.
Rejoice! Rejoice! Emmanuel
Shall come to thee, O Israel.
O come, Adonai, Lord of might,
Who to Thy tribes, on Sinai's height,
In ancient times didst give the law
In cloud and majesty and awe.
Rejoice! Rejoice! Emmanuel
Shall come to thee, O Israel.
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W E E K  O N E

All-Wise, All Good, Almighty God
by Charles Wesley 

All-wise, all-good, almighty Lord,
 Jesus, by highest heaven adored,
 E'er time its course began,
 How did thy glorious mercy stoop
 To take the fallen nature up,
 When thou thyself wert man? 
Th' Eternal God from heaven came down,
 The King of glory dropped his crown,
 And veiled his majesty,
 Emptied of all but love he came;
 Jesus, I call thee by the name
 Thy pity bore for me. 
O holy child, still let thy birth
 Bring peace to us poor worms of earth,
And praise to God on high!
Come, thou who didst my flesh assume,
Now to the abject sinner come,
And in a manger lie.
Didst thou not in thy person join
The natures human and divine,
That God and man might be
Henceforth inseparably one?

READINGS FOR REFLECTION
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(continued)
Haste then, and make thy nature known
Incarnated in me.
In my weak sinful flesh appear,
O God, be manifested here,
Peace, righteousness, and joy,
Thy kingdom, Lord, set up within
My faithful heart, and all my sin,
The devil's work destroy. 
I long thy coming to confess
The mystic power of godliness,
The life divine to prove,
The fullness of thy life to know,
Redeemed from all my sins below,
And perfected in love. 
O Christ, my hope, make known in me
The great, the glorious mystery,
The hidden life impart:
Come, thou desire of nations, come,
Formed in a spotless virgin's womb,
A pure believing heart.
 Come quickly, dearest Lord, that I
May own, though antichrist deny,
Thy incarnation's power,
May cry, a witness to my Lord,
"Come in my flesh is Christ, the Word,
And I can sin no more!"
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Virgin
As if until that moment 

nothing real 
had happened since Creation

As if outside the world were empty
so that she and he were all

there was — he mover, she moved upon
As if her submission were the most

dynamic of all works: as if
no one had ever said Yes like that

As if one day the sun had no place 
in all the universe to pour its gold

but her small room

VIRGIN,  

from Accompanied By Angels: Poems of the
Incarnation by Luci Shaw, Wm. B. Eerdmans

Publishing Company (June 19, 2006).
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Our God, our help in ages past,
Our hope for years to come,
Our shelter from the stormy blast,
And our eternal home.
Beneath the shadow of Thy throne
Still may we dwell secure;
Sufficient is Thine arm alone,
And our defense is sure. 
Before the hills in order stood,
Or earth received her frame,
From everlasting 
Thou art God,
To endless years the same.
A thousand ages in Thy sight
Are like an evening gone;
Short as the watch that ends the night
Before the rising sun.
Time, like an ever rolling stream,
Bears all its sons away;
They fly, forgotten, as a dream
Dies at the opening day.
Our God, our help in ages past,
Our hope for years to come,
Be Thou our guard while troubles last,
And our eternal home.

Text, Isaac Watts

O God, Our Help in Ages Past

W E E K  O N E

Search:
O God, 

Our Help in
Ages Past by 
Westminster
Abbey Choir
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The Babe was laid in the Manger
Between the gentle kine—
All safe from cold and danger
“But it was not so with mine,                           
(With mine! With mine!)
“Is it well with the child, is it well?”
The waiting mother prayed.
“For I know not how he fell, 
And I know not where he is laid.”
A Star stood forth in Heaven; 
The Watchers ran to see
The Sign of the Promise given—
“But there comes no sign to me.                     
(To me! To me!)
“My child died in the dark.
Is it well with the child, is it well?
There was none to tend him or mark,  
And I know not how he fell.”
The Cross was raised on high; 
The Mother grieved beside—
“But the Mother saw Him die 
And took Him when He died.                     
(He died! He died!)

W E E K  O N E

The Nativity
Rudyard Kipling
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“Seemly and undefiled
His burial-place was made—
Is it well, is it well with the child?
"But the Mother saw Him die 
And took Him when He died.                    

(He died! He died!)
“Seemly and undefiled 
His burial-place was made—
Is it well, is it well with the child? 
For I know not where he is laid.”
On the dawning of Easter Day 
Comes Mary Magdalene
;But the Stone was rolled away, 
And the Body was not within—                       

 (Within! Within!)
“Ah, who will answer my word?”
  The broken mother prayed.
“They have taken away my Lord, 
And I know not where He is Laid.”
“The Star stands forth in Heaven. 
The watchers watch in vain
For Sign of the Promise given 
Of peace on Earth again—                   

  (Again! Again!)
“But I know for Whom he fell”— 
The steadfast mother smiled,
“Is it well with the child—is it well?
  It is well—it is well with the child!”
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PRAYERS BY 
REV. MARTIN LUTHER KING JR. 

Lord, I am here taking a stand for what I believe
is right. But now I am afraid. The people are
looking to me for leadership, and if I stand
before them without strength and courage, they
too will falter. I am at the end of my powers. I
have nothing left. I’ve come to the point where I
can’t face it alone."
- Martin Luther King Jr.

(After receiving a telephone call from a white racist
who threatened his life, his home, and his family,
King said this prayer in the kitchen of his residence
in Montgomery, Ala., on January 28, 1956)
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Let us pray. O God, our Heavenly Father, out of
whose mind this great cosmic universe has been
created, toward whom the weary and perplexed of
all generations turn for consolation and direction,
we come before Thy presence this evening thanking
Thee for the many blessings of life. We come
recognizing our dependence on Thee. We also
come, O God, with an awareness. The fact that we
have not always given our lives to that which is high
and noble. In the midst of all of the high and noble
aspects of justice, we followed injustice. We stand
amid the forces of truth and yet we deliberately lie.
We stand amid the compelling urgency of the Lord
of Love, as exemplified in the life of Jesus Christ,
and yet we live our lives so often in the dungeons of
hate. For all of these sins, O God, forgive. And in
these days of emotional tension, when the problems
of the world are gigantic in extent and chaotic in
detail, give us penetrating vision, broad
understanding, power of endurance and abiding
faith, and save us from the paralysis of crippling
fear. And O God, we ask Thee to help us to work
with renewed vigor for a warless world and for a
brotherhood that transcends race or color.  - Rev.
Martin Luther King Jr given at Billy Graham Crusade  

Excerpted from,"Thou, Dear God”:
 Prayers that Open Hearts and Minds,
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It has been said:
You shall know the truth,
and the truth will set you free;
but first it will make you miserable. 

The pilgrimage to mercy
necessarily passes through
valleys of misery, for the far Horizon
of hope’s disclosure can only be seen 

with tear-smeared eyes.
Forlornly days endure,
yet do not define the minds
or shrivel the hearts of those 

grasped by beatific
vision of the Promise
ahead, to which we are
guided by belligerent light

against the dark’s deep
sweep.  Carpe noctem, y’all.
Seize the night.
Be like the dark-
buried seed burrowed beyond every

THE TREASURES OF DARKNESS
A poem for Advent

by Ken Sehested
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(Cont.)
sunny disposition’s reach, a
twilight “richer than the light
and more blessed, provided we
stay brave enough to keep going in.”*

Despite the night
shivers and the apparent
reign of treachery and ruin,

seek “the treasures of darkness . . . 
hidden in secret places”
by the Beloved who knows
you by name.**

 Fear not, child,
though the shadows o’ertake and 
ominous voices emerge from
the murk. The eclipse, too, has
its revelatory power, and angelic
heralds whose advent password is 
“Fear not.” 

W E E K  O N E16



Lord of Eternity

W E E K  O N E

Lord of eternity
Blessed is the man
Who walks in Your favor
Who loves all Your words
And hides them like treasure
In the darkest place
Of his desperate heart
They are a light
A strong, sure light
Sometimes I call out Your name 
But I cannot find You
I look for Your face
But You are not there
By my sorrows, Lord
Lift me to You
Lift me to Your side
Lord of eternity
Father of mercy
Look on my fainting soul
Keeper of all the stars
Friend of the poorest heart
Touch me and make me whole
If You are my defender
Who is against me?
No one can trouble or harm me
If You are my strength
All I ask, all I desire
Is to live in Your house all my days
Lord of eternity
Father of mercy
Look on my fainting soul
Keeper of all the stars
Friend of the poorest heart
Touch me and make me whole

Search:
"Lord of 
Eternity"

 by Fernando
Ortega 

Songwriters: Fernando Ortega and John Andrews

For non-commercial use only
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Prayer Changes Everything 

W E E K  O N E

I've heard the story of David
And I've heard of Daniel inside the lion's din
Yes, I've heard of Job and his afflictions, oh Lord
How they all kept the faith right til the end, yes til the end
But when all hope, Lord, have seemed to fail,
That's when my God, yes, His power prevails.
One thing I know, yes I really know
Prayer changes things
Lord, it changes things Yeah, do you know
Prayer changes things
Do you know God, child
Prayer changes things
I've been out on the stormy raging sea
Lord, liftin' (me)
Yeah, I been hungry
I've been sick
I've been filled with misery
But, along came Jesus
I'll tell the world God rescued me
One thing I know, yes I know
Prayer changes things, God knows 
Umm, you know prayer gives you strength when you're fallin, 
And it'll unlock doors that been closed so long in your face.
Oh and it will raise a friend when you feel friendless, my Lord.
And it will drive all your doubts and fears away, oh Lord.
Yes, the world may crush you, but you don't have to fret
My God remembers when others forget, yes one thing I know
Yes, I surely know, prayer changes things 
Hey, do you know prayer, prayer changes things
Child I've tried God and I know prayer changes things
I've been out on the stormy, Lord Lord, raging sea
Lord, liftin' (me)Yeah, I been hungry
I've been sick
I've been filled with misery
But, along came Jesus
I'll tell the world God rescued me
One thing I know, yes
Prayer changes things

Search:
"Prayer

Changes
Everything"
 by Mahalia

Jackson 

Mahalia Jackson
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O God,you never forsake
those who hope in you.

Grant that we
may live in the hope

you have given us by your Word
as an anchor of our souls,

sure and steadfast,
to preserve us unshaken and secure

in all the storms of this life;
through Jesus Christ our Lord.

Amen.
 

B E N E D I C T I O N
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OPENING PRAYER

  The God Who Comforts
Introduction by Dave Ivaska

 Isaiah 40 anticipates the First Advent. God begins
this section by inviting us to “Comfort my people.”
God ends this section by speaking of the One who
will bring Good News toeveryone will be like “a
shepherd who tends his flock, carries his lambs
close to his heartand gently leads those who are
young”.

WEEK TWO

Lord, hear our prayers,
and lighten the darkness of our hearts

by your gracious appearing;
for you live and reign

with the Father and the Holy Spirit,
one God, now and forever.

 Historic Collect for the Third Sunday in Advent, 
Gregorian, 10th Century  



   Is it no surprise then that the first people who hear of
the baby Jesus being born areshepherds watching their
flocks by night? Shepherds were outsiders and outcasts
andwere paid little for the hard work they did. But the
angels came first to them to announcethe birth of baby
Jesus. The heavens filled with angels sang “Glory to God
in the highestand peace to those on earth.”
   Today, three paintings in a chapel on the hills outside
of Bethlehem in The Shepherds’Field tell this story of
God comforting these shepherds with the Good News
of Jesus,allowing them to be the first to see the bay
Jesus and then the shepherds returning totheir work
telling others about the same Good News that can bring
comfort to others.

WEEK TWO 

In what ways have you felt
left out in the cold, 

afraid, perhaps
 ignored or marginalized?

 In what ways
have you known God’s comfort
in that situation? With whom

can you share that same
Comfort?
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1 Comfort, comfort my people,
 says your God.
2 Speak tenderly to Jerusalem,
    and cry to her
that her warfare is ended,
    that her iniquity is pardoned,
that she has received from the Lord's hand
    double for all her sins.
3 A voice cries:
“In the wilderness prepare the way of the Lord;
    make straight in the desert a highway for our God.
4 Every valley shall be lifted up,
    and every mountain and hill be made low;
the uneven ground shall become level,
    and the rough places a plain.
5 And the glory of the Lord shall be revealed,
    and all flesh shall see it together,
    for the mouth of the Lord has spoken.
”The Word of God Stands Forever
6 A voice says, “Cry!”
And I said, “What shall I cry?”

ISAIAH 40:1-11

WEEK TWO

SCRIPTURE
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All flesh is grass,
and all its beauty is like the flower of the field.
7 The grass withers, the flower fades
when the breath of the Lord blows on it;
surely the people are grass.
8 The grass withers, the flower fades,
but the word of our God will stand forever.
The Greatness of God
9 Go on up to a high mountain,
O Zion, herald of good news;
lift up your voice with strength,
O Jerusalem, herald of good news;
lift up your voice with strength,
    O Jerusalem, herald of good news;
    lift it up, fear not;
say to the cities of Judah,
    “Behold your God!”
10 Behold, the Lord God comes with might,
    and his arm rules for him;
behold, his reward is with him,
    and his recompense before him.
11 He will tend his flock like a shepherd;
    he will gather the lambs in his arms;
he will carry them in his bosom,
    and gently lead those that are with young.

ISAIAH 40:1-11 CONT.

WEEK TWO 23



WEEK TWO

HYMN

You could've come like a mighty storm
With all the strength of a hurricane
You could've come like a forest fire
With the power of heaven in Your flame
But You came like a winter snow
Quiet and soft and slow
Falling from the sky in the night
To the earth below
You could've swept in like a tidal wave
Or in an ocean to ravish our hearts
You could've come through like a roaring flood
To wipe away the things we've scarred
Oh but You came like a winter snow
You were quiet You were soft and slow
Falling from the sky in the night
To the earth below
Ooh no Your voice wasn't in a bush burning
No Your voice wasn't in a rushing wind
It was still it was small it was hidden
Oh You came like a winter snow
Quiet and soft and slow
Falling from the sky in the night
To the earth below

Winter Snow
by Audrey Assad, 2009
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By G. K. Chesterton
There fared a mother driven forth
Out of an inn to roam;
In the place where she was homeless
All men are at home.
The crazy stable close at hand,
With shaking timber and shifting sand,
Grew a stronger thing to abide and stand
Than the square stones of Rome. 
For men are homesick in their homes,
And strangers under the sun,
And they lay on their heads in a foreign land
Whenever the day is done.
Here we have battle and blazing eyes,
And chance and honour and high surprise,
But our homes are under miraculous skies
Where the yule tale was begun.

READINGS FOR REFLECTION

The House of Christmas
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A Child in a foul stable,
Where the beasts feed and foam;
Only where He was homeless
Are you and I at home;
We have hands that fashion and heads that
know,
But our hearts we lost - how long ago!
In a place no chart nor ship can show
Under the sky's dome. 
This world is wild as an old wives' tale,
And strange the plain things are,
The earth is enough and the air is enough
For our wonder and our war;
But our rest is as far as the fire-drake swings
And our peace is put in impossible things
Where clashed and thundered unthinkable
wings
Round an incredible star. 
To an open house in the evening
Home shall men come,
To an older place than Eden
And a taller town than Rome.
To the end of the way of the wandering star,
To the things that cannot be and that are,
To the place where God was homeless
And all men are at home.
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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.

W E E K  T W O

The God We Hardly Knew
by Oscar Romero
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Version 1
1. Comfort, comfort ye my people,
Speak ye peace, thus saith our God;
Comfort those who sit in darkness,
Mourning 'neath their sorrows' load;
Speak ye to Jerusalem
Of the peace that waits for them,
Tell her that her sins I cover,
And her warfare now is over.

2. Yea, her sins our God will pardon,
Blotting out each dark misdeed;
All that well deserved His anger
He will no more see nor heed.
She hath suffer'd many a day,
Now her griefs have passed away,
God will change her pining sadness
Into ever-springing gladness.

Comfort, Comfort 
Ye My People*

For St. John the Baptist, for Advent 
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3. For Elijah's voice is crying
In the desert far and near,
Bidding all men to repentance,
Since the kingdom now is here.
Oh that warning cry obey,
Now prepare for God a way;
Let the valleys rise to meet Him,
And the hills bow down to greet Him.

4. Make ye straight what long was
crooked,
Make the rougher places plain,
Let your hearts be true and humble,
As befits His holy reign;
For the glory of the Lord
Now o'er earth is shed abroad,
And all flesh shall fee the token
That His Word is never broken.

W E E K  T W O

"Comfort, Comfort Ye My People" cont. 

* Source: William Sterndale Bennett
and Otto Golds. Schmidt, eds., The
Chorale Book For England.
Congregational Edition. (London:
Longman, Green, Longman, Roberts,
and Green, 1863, Supp. 1865),
Translator: Catherine Winkworth, #83.
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Jesus: Poor soul, I see that you suffer much and
that you do not have even the strength to
converse with Me. So I will speak to you. Even
though your sufferings were very great, do not
lose heart or give in to despondency.  But tell
Me, My Child, who has dared to wound your
heart? Tell Me about everything, be sincere in
dealing with Me, reveal all the wounds our
your heart.  I will heal them, and your
suffering will become a source of your
sanctification.
Soul: Lord, my sufferings are so great and
numerous and have lasted so long that I
become discouraged.
Jesus: My child, do not be discouraged.  I know
your boundless trust in Me; I know you are
aware of My goodness and mercy. Let us talk
in detail about everything that weights so
heavily upon your heart.

W E E K  T W O

Conversations of the Merciful God 
with a Suffering Soul

(From Conversations with the Merciful God,
 Diary of Saint Maria Faurstina Kowalska 1487)
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Soul: There are so many different things that I
do not know what to speak about first, nor how
to express it.  
Jesus: Talk to Me simply, as a friend to a
friend.  Tell Me now, My child what hinders
you from advancing in holiness?
Soul:  Poor health detains me on the way to
holiness.  I cannot fulfill my duties. I am as
useless as an extra wheel on a wagon.  I cannot
mortify myself or fast to any extent as the saints
did.  Furthermore, nobody believes I am sick, so
that mental pain is added to those of the body
and I am often humiliated.  Jesus, how can
anyone become holy in such circumstances?
Jesus: True, My child, all that is painful. But
there is no way to heaven except the way of the
cross. I followed it first. You must learn that it
is the shortest and surest way.
Soul: Lord there is another obstacle on the road
to holiness. Because I am faithful to You, I am
persecuted and suffer much.

W E E K  T W O

Conversations of the Merciful God with a Suffering Soul...
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Jesus:  It is because you are not of this world
that the world hates you. First it persecuted
me. Persecution is that you are following in
My footsteps faithfully
Soul: My Lord, I am also discouraged because
neither my superiors nor my confessors
understand my interior trials.  A darkness
clouds my mind. How can I advance?  All this
discourages me from striving for the heights of
sanctity.
Jesus:  Well, My child, this time you have told
Me a good deal. I realize how painful it is not
to be understood, and especially by those
whom one loves and with whom one has been
very open. But suffice it to know that I
understand all your troubles and misery. I am
pleased by the deep faith you have, despite
everything, in My representatives. Learn from
this that no one will understand a soul entirely
- that is beyond human ability.  Therefore, I
have remained on earth to comfort your
aching heart and to fortify your soul, so that
you will not falter on the way.  You say that a
dense darkness is obscuring your mind.  

W E E K  T W O

Conversations of the Merciful God with a Suffering Soul...
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But why, at such times, do you not come to Me,
the light who can in an instant pour into your
soul more understanding about holiness than
can be found in any books?  No confessor is
capable of teaching and enlightening a soul in
this way. Know too, that the darkness about
which you complain I first endured in the
Garden of Olives when My Soul was crushed in
mortal anguish. I am giving you a share in those
sufferings because of My special love for you
and in view of the high degree of holiness I am
intending for you in heaven.  A suffering soul is
closest to My Heart.

W E E K  T W O

Soul:  One more thing, Lord. 
 What should I do when I am
ignored and rejected by people,
especially by those on whom I
had a right to count on in times
of greatest need?

Conversations of the Merciful God with a Suffering Soul...
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Jesus:  My child, make the resolution never to
rely on people.  Entrust yourself completely to
My will saying, “Not as I want, but according to
Your will, O God, let it be done unto me.”  These
words, spoken from the depths of one’s heart,
can raise a soul to the summit of sanctity in a
short time. In such a soul I delight. Such a soul
gives Me glory. Such a soul fills heaven with the
fragrance of her virtue. But understand that the
strength by which you bear sufferings comes
from frequestn Communions. So approach this
fountain of mercy often to draw with the vessel
of trust whatever you need.
Soul:  Thank You, Lord, for Your goodness in
remaining with us in this exile as the God of
mercy and blessing us with the radiance of Your
compassion and goodness.  It is through the light
of Your mercy that I have come to understand
how much You love me.

W E E K  T W O

Conversations of the Merciful God with a Suffering Soul...
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In our poverty of spirit
Christ arrived as God’s good Word;

(Grant us, God, good grace to hear it.)
Christ was born to be our Lord.

In the gloom of deep, dull darkness,
In the shade of endless night,

Jesus came a child, a baby,
Born to give us hope and light.

In the gloom of deep, dull darkness,
In the shade of endless night,

Jesus came a child, a baby,
Born to give us hope and light.

W E E K  T W O

When we felt our hearts were broken,
Jesus met us face to face,

Loving us in word and token -
Born to give us peace and grace.

Wisest one of all the ages
Christ came here, a babe so small,

Early blessed by wizened sages,
Born to lead and bless us all.

Born To Give Us Second Birth

Jack Brown, Olivet, Michigan
“Born to Give Us Second Birth”
Isaiah chapters 9, 53, 60, 61; Matthew 2, J
ohn 1Meter 8.7.8.7, Can be sung to the tune:
Rathbun - “In the Cross of Christ I Glory”
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Wonderful, Merciful Savior

Selah
Wonderful, merciful Saviour

Precious Redeemer and Friend

Who would've thought that a Lamb could

Rescue the souls of men

Oh, You rescue the souls of men

Counselor, Comforter, Keeper

Spirit we long to embrace

You offer hope when our hearts have

Hopelessly lost our way

Oh, we've hopelessly lost the way

You are the One that we praise

You are the One we adore

You give the healing and grace

Our hearts always hunger for

Oh, our hearts always hunger for

Almighty, infinite Father

Faithfully loving Your own

Here in our weakness You find us

Falling before Your throne

Oh, we're falling before Your throne

Wonderful Merciful Savior 
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You are the One that we praise

You are the One we adore

You give the healing and grace

Our hearts always hunger for

Oh, our hearts always hunger for

You are the One that we praise

You are the One we adore

You give the healing and grace

Our hearts always hunger for

Oh, our hearts always hunger for

Oh, our hearts always hunger for

Songwriters: Dawn Rodgers, Eric Wyse

Search: 
"Wonderful Merciful

Savior" 
by Sounds Like Reign
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"There is a terrible hunger 
for love. We all experience

that in our lives - the pain, the
loneliness. We must have the
courage to recognize it. The
poor you may have right in

your own family.
 Find them. Love them." 

W E E K  T W O

 
F O U N D  O N  

C H R I S T I A N M I R A C L E S . C O M

MOTHER THERESA:
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Spend all your time waiting
For that second chance

For a break that would make it okay
There's always some reason

To feel not good enough
And it's hard at the end of the day

I need some distraction
Oh, beautiful release

Memories seep from my veins
Let me be empty

Oh, and weightless, and maybe
I'll find some peace tonight

In the arms of the angel
Fly away from here

From this dark, cold, hotel room
And the endlessness that you fear
You are pulled from the wreckage

Of your silent reverie
You're in the arms of the angel

May you find some comfort here
So tired of the straight line
And everywhere you turn

W E E K  T W O

ANGEL
By Sara McLachlan
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There's vultures and 
thieves at your back

The storm keeps on twisting
Keep on building the lies

That you make up for all that you lack
It don't make no difference

Escaping one last time
It's easier to believe in this sweet

madness
Oh, this glorious sadness

That brings me to my knees
In the arms of the angel

Fly away from here
From this dark, cold, hotel room
And the endlessness that you fear
You are pulled from the wreckage

Of your silent reverie
You're in the arms of the angel

May you find some comfort here
You're in the arms of the angel

May you find some comfort here
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I am bending my knee
In the eye of the Father who created me,
In the eye of the Son who purchased me,
In the eye of the Spirit who cleansed me,

In friendship and affection.
Through Thine own Anointed One,  O God,

Bestow upon us fullness in our need,
Love towards God,

The affection of God,
The smile of God,

The wisdom of God,
The grace of God,
The fear of God,

And the will of God
To do on the world of the Three,

As angels and saints
Do in heaven;

Each shade and light,
Each day and night,

Each time in kindness,
Give Thou us Thy Spirit.

B E N E D I C T I O N
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OPENING PRAYER

WEEK THREE

Epiphany
On Epiphany day,     
   we are still the people walking.    
   We are still people in the dark,          
and the darkness looms large around us,          
beset as we are by fear,                                        
        anxiety,                                        
        brutality,                                        
        violence,                                       
         loss —          
   a dozen alienations that we cannot manage.
We are — we could be — people of your light. 
   So we pray for the light of your glorious presence                        
as we wait for your appearing;    
   we pray for the light of your wondrous grace       
   as we exhaust our coping capacity; 
we pray for your gift of newness that
   will override our weariness;
we pray that we may see and know and hear and trust 
   in your good rule.
That we may have energy, courage, and freedom to enact
   your rule through the demands of this day.

 We submit our day to you and to your rule, with deep
joy and high hope.

    

Walter Brueggemann taken from his Prayers for a Privileged People
(Nashville: Abingdon, 2008), p. 163.



WEEK THREE

   Isaiah 61 is one of the many Servant Songs
describing God’s deep love for His creation and for His
people, especially the poor.    
   During the First Advent we also hear two marvelous
songs honoring the God who cares. The first song is
Mary’s Song. During her pregnancy Mary visited her
elder cousin Elizabeth who was 6 months pregnant
with John the Baptist who would be the forerunner
preparing the way for Jesus. 

Introduction by Dave Ivaska

During that visit Mary was overwhelmed with
the assurance of God’s care for a humble
servant like herself. See Luke 1:46-55. The
second song is Zechariah’s Song. Zechariah
was the high priest and soon to befather of
John the Baptist. When John was born, John
burst out singing that God “was coming to
redeem His people” and that his son John
would be “the one preparing the way for the
Lord who would show us the tender mercy
of our God.” See Luke 1:68-79. What is one
of your favorite Christmas carols during the
Advent Season that remind you of God’s
gracious and generous care?

THE GOD WHO CARES
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The Year of The Lord's Favor
1 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 prisoners,
2 to proclaim the year of the Lord’s favor
    and the day of vengeance of our God,
to comfort all who mourn,
3     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 be called oaks of righteousness,
    a planting of the Lord
    for the display of his splendor.
4 They will rebuild the ancient ruins
    and restore the places long devastated;
they will renew the ruined cities
    that have been devastated for generations.

ISAIAH 61:1-4, 8-11

WEEKLY SCRIPTURE
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8 “For I, the Lord, love justice;
    I hate robbery and wrongdoing.
In my faithfulness I will reward my people
    and make an everlasting covenant with them.
9 Their descendants will be known among the
nations
    and their offspring among the peoples.
All who see them will acknowledge
    that they are a people the Lord has blessed.”
10 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.
11 For as the soil makes the sprout come up
    and a garden causes seeds to grow,
so the Sovereign Lord will make righteousness
    and praise spring up before all nations.

WEEK THREE

ISAIAH 61:1-4, 
8-11 - CONT.

45



WEEK THREE

HYMN

O come all ye faithful
Joyful and triumphant
O come ye, O come ye, to Bethlehem
Come and behold Him
Born the King of angels
O come let us adore Him (x3)
Christ the Lord
God of God
Light of light
Lo He abhors not the virgin's womb
Very God
Begotten not created
O come let us adore Him (x3)
Christ the Lord
Sing choirs of angels
Sing in exultation
Sing all ye citizens of heaven above
Glory to God
In the highest
O come let us adore Him (x3)
Christ the Lord
Yea Lord we greet Thee
Born this happy morning
Jesus to Thee be glory given
Word of the Father
Now in flesh appearing
O come let us adore Him (x3)
Christ the Lord

O Come, All Ye Faithful
by John Francis Wade, translated C.

Frederick Oakeley, 1841
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Advent Credo
Allan Boesak

It is not true that creation and the human
family are doomed to destruction and loss—
This is true: For God so loved the world that
He gave his only begotten Son, that whoever
believes in Him shall not perish but have
everlasting life;It is not true that we must
accept inhumanity and discrimination,
hunger and poverty, death and destruction—
This is true: I have come that they may have
life, and that abundantly.It is not true that
violence and hatred should have the last
word, and that war and destruction rule
forever—This is true: Unto us a child is born,
unto us a Son is given, and the government
shall be upon his shoulder, his name shall be
called wonderful councilor, mighty God, the
Everlasting, the Prince of peace. It is not true
that we are simply victims of the 

READINGS FOR REFLECTION
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powers of evil who seek to rule the world— This
is true: To me is given authority in heaven and
on earth, and lo I am with you, even until the
end of the world.It is not true that we have to
wait for those who are specially gifted, who are
the prophets of the Church before we can be
peacemakers—This is true: I will pour out my
spirit on all flesh and your sons and daughters
shall prophesy, your young men shall see
visions and your old men shall have dreams.It is
not true that our hopes for liberation of
humankind, of justice, of human dignity of
peace are not meant for this earth and for this
history—This is true: The hour comes, and it is
now, that the true worshipers shall worship God
in spirit and in truth.So let us enter Advent in
hope, even hope against hope. Let us see
visions of love and peace and justice. Let us
affirm with humility, with joy, with faith, with
courage: Jesus Christ—the life of the world.

From Walking on Thorns, by Allan Boesak,
Eerdmans, 2004.
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1.O astonishing grace,
 That the reprobate race
 Should be so reconciled!
 What a wonder of wonders that God is a child!
2.The Creator of all,
 To repair our sad fall,
 From his heaven stoops down,
 Lays hold of our nature, and joins to his own. 
 3. Our Immanuel came,
 The whole world to redeem,
 And incarnated shewed
 That man may again be united to God! 
 4. And shall we not hope,
 After God to wake up,
 His nature to know?
 His nature is sinless perfection below. 
5. To this heavenly prize,
 By faith let us rise
 To his image ascend,
 Apprehended of God let us God apprehend.

W E E K  T H R E E

O Astonishing Grace
by Charles Wesley
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 Look how long
the tired world waited,

locked in its lonely cell,
guilty as a prisoner.
As you can imagine,

it sang and whistled in the dark.
It hoped. 

It paced and puttered about,
tidying its little piles of inconsequence.

It wept from the weight of ennui
draped like shackles on its wrists.

It raged and wailed against the walls
of its own plight.

But there was nothing
the world could do
to find its freedom.

The door was shut tight.
It could only be opened

from the outside.
Who could believe the latch

would be turned by the flower
of a newborn hand? 

Advent
(On a Theme by Dietrich Bonhoeffer)

Poems by Pamela Cranston

Pamela Cranston © 2019. Pamela Cranston, Searching for Nova
Albion, (Wipf & Stock Publishers, Eugene, OR), 2019, p. 87.

W E E K  T H R E E
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WEEK THREE

A Coronavirus Prayer
Jesus Christ, you traveled through towns and

villages “curing every disease and illness.” At your

command, the sick were made well. Come to our

aid now, in the midst of the global spread of the

coronavirus, that we may experience your healing

love. 

   Heal those who are sick with the virus. May they

regain their strength and health through quality

medical care.

    Heal us from our fear, which prevents nations

from working together and neighbors from helping

one another. 

   Heal us from our pride, which can make us claim

invulnerability to a disease that knows no borders.

Jesus Christ, healer of all, stay by our side in this

time of uncertainty and sorrow. 

   Be with those who have died from the virus. May

they be at rest with you in your eternal peace.

Be with the families of those who are sick or have

died.  As they worry and grieve, defend them from

illness and despair. May they know your peace.

   Be with the doctors, nurses, researchers and all

medical professionals who seek to heal 

and help those affected and who put themselves

at risk in the process. May they know your 

protection and peace.
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   Be with the leaders of all nations. Give them the

foresight to act with charity and true concern for

the well-being of the people they are meant to

serve. Give them the wisdom to invest in long-

term solutions that will help prepare for or

prevent future outbreaks. May they know your

peace, as they work together to achieve it on

earth. 

   Whether we are home or abroad, surrounded

by many people suffering from this illness or only

a few, Jesus Christ, stay with us as we endure and

mourn, persist and prepare. In place of our

anxiety, give us your peace.

   Jesus Christ, heal us.

   Amen.

Coronavirus Prayer.
Kerry Weber, Executive Editor of 

America: The Jesuit Review
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We know the scene: the room, variously furnished,
almost always a lectern, a book; 

always the tall lily.
Arrived on solemn grandeur of great wings,

the angelic ambassador, standing or hovering,
whom she acknowledges, a guest.

But we are told of meek obedience. No one mentions
courage.

The engendering Spirit
did not enter her without consent.

God waited.
She was free

to accept or to refuse, choice
integral to humanness

Aren’t there annunciations
of one sort or another

in most lives?
Some unwillingly

undertake great destinies,
enact them in sullen pride,

uncomprehending.
More often

those moments
when roads of light and storm

open from darkness in a man or woman,

Annunciation
by Denise Levertov

WEEK THREE

‘Hail, space for the uncontained God’
From the Agathistos Hymn, Greece, VIc
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are turned away from
in dread, in a wave of weakness, in despair

and with relief.
Ordinary lives continue.

God does not smite them.
But the gates close, the pathway vanishes.
She had been a child who played, ate,slept

like any other child – but unlike others,
wept only for pity, laughed

in joy not triumph.
Compassion and intelligence

fused in her, indivisible.
Called to a destiny more momentous

than any in all of Time,
she did not quail,

only asked
a simple, ‘How can this be?’

and gravely, courteously,
took to heart the angel’s reply,

perceiving instantly
the astounding ministry she was offered:

to bear in her womb
Infinite weight and lightness; to carry

in hidden, finite inwardness,
nine months of Eternity; to contain

in slender vase of being,
the sum of power –

in narrow flesh,
the sum of light.

Then bring to birth,
push out into air, a Man-child

needing, like any other,
milk and love –

but who was God.
(via chriscorrigan.com)
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Sweet little Jesus boy
They made you be born in a manger
Sweet little holy child
We didn't know who you were
Didn't know you'd come to save us Lord
To take our sins away
Our eyes were blind, we could not see
We didn't know who you were
Long time ago 

You were born
Born in a manger Lord
Sweet little Jesus boy
The world treats you mean Lord
Treats me mean too
But that's how things are down here
We don't know who you are
You have told us how
We are trying
Master you have shown us how
Even when you were dying
Just seems like we can't do right
Look how we treated you
But please Sir forgive us Lord
We didn't know it was you
Sweet little Jesus boy
Born a long time ago
Sweet little holy child
We didn't know who you were

WEEK THREE

Sweet Little Jesus Boy
by Mahalia Jackson

Search: 
"Sweet Little 

Jesus Boy" 
Mahalia Jackson
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Children go, where I send thee,
How shall I send thee?

I'm going to send thee one by one,
One for the little bitty baby was born, born, born

in Bethlehem.
Children go, where I send thee,

How shall I send thee?
I'm going to send thee two by two,

Two for Paul and Silas,
One for the little bitty baby was born, born, born

in Bethlehem.
Children go, where I send thee,

How shall I send thee?
I'm going to send thee three by three,

Three for the Hebrew children,
Two for Paul and Silas,

One for the little bitty baby was born, born, born
in Bethlehem.

Children Go Where I send Thee, 
from Family Christmas Online
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Children go, where I send thee,
How shall I send thee?

I'm going to send thee four by four.
Four for the four that stood at the door

Three for the Hebrew children,
Two for Paul and Silas,

One for the little bitty baby was born, born, born in
Bethlehem.

(Continue the same pattern with each of these verses:)
Five for the Gospel preachers
Six for the jars of Cana

Seven for the seven who came from Heaven
Eight for the eight who sealed their fate

Nine for the nine got left behind.
Ten for the ten commandments

'Leven for the 'leven who went to Heaven
Twelve for the twelve apostles.

Search: 
"Children Go Where I Send Thee" 
by Spellman College Glee Club 
or Kenny Rogers

WEEK THREE

(Children Go Where I send Thee" cont.).
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B E N E D I C T I O N
W E E K  T H R E E  

May the strength of God
pilot me.  

May the power of God
preserve me. 

May the wisdom of God
instruct me.

 May the hand of God
protect me.  

May the way of God
 direct me.  

May the shield of God
defend me.  

Amen.

St. Patrick in Little Book of
Prayers
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OPENING PRAYER

WEEK FOUR

Majestic sovereign, timeless wisdom,
your kindness melts my hard, cold soul.

Handsome lover, selfless giver,
your beauty fills my dull, sad eyes.

I am yours, you made me.
I am yours, you called me
.I am yours, you saved me.
I am yours, you loved me.

I will never leave your presence.
Give me death, give me life.

Give me sickness, give me health.
Give me honor, give me shame.

Give me weakness, give me strength.
I will have whatever you give.

Amen
-St. Teresa of Avila



Before King David died he wanted to build a House for
God to dwell in. But God told David that his son Solomon
instead would build that House. But God promised David
that God would build a house that would establish the
throne of His kingdom forever.
During the First Advent two elderly people had waited
for a very long time knowing that they would see the
descendent of King David who would come and redeem
God’s people and establish God’s kingdom forever.
The first, Simeon, was a devout believer who when he
saw Jesus being brought into the temple by his parents
for dedication, he took the boy into his arms and praised
God saying, (from Luke 2: 29-32)

 “Sovereign Lord, as you have promised, 
you may now let your servant pass in peace. 
For my eyes have seen your salvation, 
which you have prepared in the sight of all nations: 
a light for revelation to the Gentiles, 
and the glory of your people Israel.”

WEEK FOUR

Introduction by Dave Ivaska

THE GOD WHO KNOWS
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The second, Anna, was a very old woman who lived in
the temple for 84 years after her husband died after 7
years of marriage. When she saw the young boy, she
came up to them and gave thanks to God and spoke
about the child to all who were looking forward to the
redemption of Jerusalem.
What promises do you know that God has given that you
are holding onto that give you constant hope and
courage day after day, year after year?  
What promises from the First Advent story 
encourage you the most and that you would 
be happy to tell others?

WEEK FOUR
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 After the king was settled in his palace and the Lord had
given him rest from all his enemies around him, 2 he said
to Nathan the prophet, “Here I am, living in a house of
cedar, while the ark of God remains in a tent.” 3 Nathan
replied to the king, “Whatever you have in mind, go ahead
and do it, for the Lord is with you.”4 But that night the
word of the Lord came to Nathan, saying: 5 “Go and tell my
servant David, ‘This is what the Lord says: Are you the one
to build me a house to dwell in? 6 I have not dwelt in a
house from the day I brought the Israelites up out of Egypt
to this day. I have been moving from place to place with a
tent as my dwelling. 7 Wherever I have moved with all the
Israelites, did I ever say to any of their rulers whom I
commanded to shepherd my people Israel, “Why have you
not built me a house of cedar?”’8 “Now then, tell my servant
David, ‘This is what the Lord Almighty says: I took you from
the pasture, from tending the flock,and appointed you
ruler over my people Israel. 9 I have been with you
wherever you have gone, and I have cut off all your
enemies from before you. Now I will make your name great,
like the names of the greatest men on earth. 10 And I will
provide a place for my people Israel and will plant them so
that they can have a home of their own and no longer be
disturbed. Wicked people will not oppress them anymore, 

WEEK FOUR

WEEKLY SCRIPTURE

Samuel 7:1-11, 16 

as they did at the beginning 11 and have done ever since
the time I appointed leaders over my people Israel. I will
also give you rest from all your enemies.“‘The Lord declares
to you that the Lord himself will establish a house for
you:...16 Your house and your kingdom will endure forever
before me; your throne will be established forever.’”
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HYMN

What Child is this who laid to rest
On Mary's lap is sleeping
Whom angels greet with anthems sweet
While shepherds watch are keeping
This this is Christ the King
Whom shepherds guard and angels sing
Haste haste to bring Him laud
The Babe the Son of Mary

Why lies He in such mean estate
Where ox and ass are feeding
Good Christian fear for sinners here
The silent Word is pleading
Nails spear shall pierce Him through
The cross be borne for me for you
Hail hail the Word made flesh
The Babe the Son of Mary

So bring Him incense gold and myrrh
Come peasant king to own Him
The King of kings salvation brings
Let loving hearts enthrone Him
Raise raise the song on high
The Virgin sings her lullaby
Joy joy for Christ is born
The Babe the Son of Mary

What Child Is This?
Lyrics by William Chatterton Dix, 1865
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WEEK FOUR

 
   Since God knows us better than we even
know ourselves, we are free to take a deep
breath, open our hands, and with humble
hearts say to God, “Even in the midst of chaos
and great pain, I trust that you know my
deepest need. So I won’t try and run past you
or tell you what’s best. I choose to instead
acknowledge my limitations and weakness,
trusting that you are always working for my
good.”In the mystery and beauty of God’s
wisdom, instead of simply erasing pain and
brokenness, he heals it by taking it upon
himself and transforming it in the process. We
see this perfectly and powerfully on the cross
as Jesus takes death upon himself so that
through it he can speak life and victory.Take
heart today and trust that the thing in your life
that feels like it might be your undoing can
instead be something you offer to God for
healing and restoration. Though it may seem
improbable or even impossible, nothing is too
great for a God who knows you better than 
you know yourself!

-Tripp Prince

God Knows You Better 
than You Know Yourself
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   Three things are found in faith.  Those who work
out their faith through love must hope for what
God promises. Hope, therefore, is the partner of
faith.  For hope is necessary as long as we don’t
see what we believe, or else, by not seeing we
would fail.  Not seeing makes us sad, but the hope
of seeing comforts us… Love is also the partner of
faith.  We long, glow with desire for it, and hunger
and thirst for it. So together there is faith, hope
and love… Take away faith and all you believe in
evaporates; take away love and all that you do
evaporates.  For the purpose of faith is to believe;
of love, to do.  For if you believe without love, you
don’t diligently perform good works.  Or, if you
do, you do so as a slave out of fear of punishment
instead of as a child out of love of righteousness. 
 Therefore, faith purifies the heart and is worked
out by love.

Taken from: Day by Day with the
Early Church Fathers, Pg. 363.

Faith and Love
 by Augustine
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Haggai 2:7 - And I will shake all nations, and the
desire of all nations shall come: and I will fill this

house with glory, saith THE LORD of hosts.

1. Come, Thou long expected Jesus,
Born to set Thy people free, 

From our fears and sins release us,
 Let us find our rest in Thee;

 Israel's strength and consolation
Hope of all the earth 

Thou art, Dear Desire of every nation,
 Joy of every longing heart. 

2. Born Thy people to deliver,
Born a child and yet a king,

Born to reign in us for ever, 
Now Thy gracious kingdom bring: 

By Thy  own eternal Spirit 
Rule in all our hearts alone 
By Thy all-sufficient merit

Raise us to Thy glorious throne.

*Source: George Osborn, ed., The Poetical Works of John and
Charles Wesley, Reprinted from the Originals, With the Last
Corrections of the Authors. Volume 4. (London: Wesleyan-

Methodist Conference Office, 1869), p. 116.

The Poetical Works of 
John and Charles Wesley*
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I heard the bells on Christmas Day
Their old, familiar carols play,    
And wild and sweet    
The words repeat
Of peace on earth, good-will to men!
And thought how, as the day had come,
The belfries of all Christendom    
Had rolled along    
The unbroken song
Of peace on earth, good-will to men!
Till ringing, singing on its way,
The world revolved from night to day,    
A voice, a chime,    
A chant sublime
Of peace on earth, good-will to men!
Then from each black, accursed mouth
The cannon thundered in the South,    
And with the sound    
The carols drowned
Of peace on earth, good-will to men!

WEEK FOUR

Christmas Bells
Henry Wadsworth Longfellow*

*This poem is in public domain
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It was as if an earthquake rent
The hearth-stones of a continent,
And made forlorn
The households born
Of peace on earth, good-will to men!
And in despair I bowed my head;
"There is no peace on earth," I said;    
"For hate is strong,    
And mocks the song
Of peace on earth, good-will to men!
"Then pealed the bells more loud and deep:
"God is not dead, nor doth He sleep;   
 The Wrong shall fail,    
The Right prevail,
With peace on earth, good-will to men."
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Love came down at Christmas, 
Love all lovely, Love Divine;
Love was born at Christmas, 

Star and Angels gave the sign.
Worship we the Godhead, 

Love Incarnate, Love Divine;
Worship we our Jesus: 

But where with for sacred sign?
Love shall be our token, 

Love be yours and love be mine,
Love to God and all men, 

Love for plea and gift and sign.

WEEK FOUR

Christmastide

This poem was published in Verses (E. & J. B. Young, 1893). 
This poem is in the public domain.

Christina Rossetti - 1830-1894
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Hark! The herald angels sing,
“Glory to the newborn King;

Peace on earth, and mercy mild,
God and sinners reconciled!

”Joyful, all ye nations rise
Join the triumph of the skies; 
With th’angelic host proclaim,
“Christ is born in Bethlehem!” 

Refrain:Hark! the herald angels sing,
“Glory to the newborn King!” 

Christ, by highest Heav’n adored;
Christ the everlasting Lord;

Late in time, behold Him come,
Offspring of a virgin’s womb.

Veiled in flesh the Godhead see;
Hail th’incarnate Deity,

Pleased with us in flesh to dwell,
Jesus our Emmanuel. 

Hail the heav’nly Prince of Peace!
Hail the Sun of Righteousness!

 

Charles Wesley, pub.1739, Felix
Mendelssohn, pub.1840

Hark the Herald Angels Sing
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Light and life to all He brings,
Ris’n with healing in His wings.

Mild He lays His glory by,
Born that man no more may die;
Born to raise the sons of earth,

Born to give them second birth. 
Come, Desire of nations, come,

Fix in us Thy humble home;
Rise, the woman’s conqu’ring Seed,

Bruise in us the serpent’s head.
Now display Thy saving pow’r,

Ruined nature now restore;
Now in mystic union join

Thine to ours, and ours to Thine. 
Adam’s likeness, Lord, efface,

Stamp Thine image in its place:
Second Adam from above,
Reinstate us in Thy love.

Let us Thee, though lost, regain,
Thee, the Life, the inner man:

Oh, to all Thyself impart,
Formed in each believing heart.

WEEK FOUR

Search: 
"Hark the Herald Angels Sing" 
by The Georgia Boys Choir
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 We, unaccustomed to courage 
exiles from delight
live coiled in shells of loneliness
until love leaves its high holy temple
and comes into our sight
to liberate us into life. 

Love arrives
and in its train come ecstasies
old memories of pleasure
ancient histories of pain.
Yet if we are bold,
love strikes away the chains of fear
from our souls. 

We are weaned from our timidity
In the flush of love's light
we dare be brave
And suddenly we see
that love costs all we are
and will ever be.
Yet it is only love
which sets us free.

Touched by an Angel
Maya Angelou (b. 1928)
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We are called to say yes.
That the kingdom might break through

To renew and to transform
Our dark and groping world.
We stutter and we stammer
To the lone God who calls

And pleads a New Jerusalem
In the bloodied Sinai Straights.

We are called to say yes
That honeysuckle may twine
And twist its smelling leaves

Over the graves of nuclear arms.
We are called to say yes

That children might play
On the soil of Vietnam where the tanks

Belched blood and death.
We are called to say yes

That black may sing with white
And pledge peace and healing

For the hatred of the past.

WEEK FOUR

From Edwina Gateley,
There Was No Path So I Trod One (1996, 2013

Called to Say Yes
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We are called to say yes
So that nations might gather

And dance one great movement
For the joy of humankind.

We are called to say yes
So that rich and poor embrace

And become equal in their poverty
Through the silent tears that fall.

We are called to say yes
That the whisper of our God

Might be heard through our sirens
And the screams of our bombs.

We are called to say yes
To a God who still holds fast
To the vision of the Kingdom

For a trembling world of pain.
We are called to say yes

To this God who reaches out
And asks us to share

His crazy dream of love.

WEEK FOUR

"Called To Say Yes", cont... 
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BENED ICT ION

W E E K  F O U R  

Father, thank you that you
know us and love us
perfectly. Teach us to trust
you in every situation and
circumstance, believing that
you work it for our good and
your glory.
 

Amen
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BENED ICT ION

W E E K  F O U R  

The gate of eternal blessings
this day has opened for you;
the light of grace and felicitation
have come to you from Heaven.
Extirpated are your former taints,
repulsed the Devil’s troops;
now you will enjoy the real bread;
formed in the Holy Womb.
How dignified! Your name has entered
the register of the righteous.
How glorious! Your heart
becomes an altar for the Lord.
I know you will prove worthy
to console the people’s yearning;
the great hall now is in need of pillars
raised on rock.

A Poem by Wu Li, 1632 
Sent to Kuo:
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This book was carefully put together for you by the
staff at First Presbyterian Church of Evanston.  

May this Advent Season be filled with the
knowledge and anticipation of Christ's work in our

church and community. 


