
 

ADVENT 2020 EVENINGS 

O Antiphons, 8th century (probably much earlier) 
O come, thou branch of Jesse's stem  

unto thine own and rescue them  
From depths of hell your people save  
and give them victory o'er the grave 

Rejoice! Rejoice! Emmanuel 
shall come to you, O Israel 

O come, O Wisdom from on high  
who ordered all things mightily  

to us the path of knowledge show  
and teach us in its ways to go  
Rejoice! Rejoice! Emmanuel 
shall come to you, O Israel 

O Wisdom, by Malcolm Guite 
I cannot think unless I have been thought, 
Nor can I speak unless I have been spoken. 
I cannot teach except as I am taught, 
Or break the bread except as I am broken. 
O Mind behind the mind through which I seek, 
O Light within the light by which I see, 
O Word beneath the words with which I speak, 
O founding, unfound Wisdom, finding me, 
O sounding Song whose depth is sounding me, 
O Memory of time, reminding me, 
My Ground of Being, always grounding me, 
My Maker’s Bounding Line, defining me, 
Come, hidden Wisdom, come with all you bring, 
Come to me now, disguised as everything. 

ADVENT 2 1



The Anunciation, by John Donne (17th c) 
read by Malcolm Guite 
Salvation to all that will is nigh; 
That All, which always is all everywhere, 
Which cannot sin, and yet all sins must bear, 
Which cannot die, yet cannot choose but die, 
Lo! faithful Virgin, yields Himself to lie 
In prison, in thy womb; and though He there 
Can take no sin, nor thou give, yet He’ll wear, 
Taken from thence, flesh, which death’s force may try. 
Ere by the spheres time was created thou 
Wast in His mind, who is thy Son, and Brother; 
Whom thou conceivest, conceived; yea, thou art now 
Thy Maker’s maker, and thy Father’s mother, 
Thou hast light in dark, and shutt’st in little room 
Immensity, cloister’d in thy dear womb. 

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. 
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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! 

The Work of Christmas, by Howard Thurman 
When the song of the angels is stilled, 
When the star in the sky is gone, 
When the kings and princes are home, 
When the shepherds are back with their flock, 
The work of Christmas begins: 
To find the lost, 
To heal the broken, 
To feed the hungry, 
To release the prisoner, 
To rebuild the nations, 
To bring peace among brothers, 
To make music in the heart. 

A Meditation from St Peter Chrysologus (4th c) 
Christ’s birth was not necessity, but an expression of omnipotence,  

a sacrament of piety for the redemption of men.  
He who made man without generation from pure clay  

made man again and was born from a pure body.  
The hand that assumed clay to make our flesh  
deigned to assume a body for your salvation.  

That the Creator is in his creature and God is in the flesh  
brings dignity to man without dishonour to him who made him. 

Why then, man, are you so worthless in your own eyes and yet so precious to God? 

Scripture: Isaiah 11:1-4, 6 (NLT) 
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Incarnation, by Edward Nudelman 
Isn’t every moment born unto glory? 
Christ is born, and Christ is life. 

First sounds of Spring, late snow 
upon the trodden grass. 
Christ is born, and Christ is life. 

Every moment dying in its birthed bed, 
rambling stars, day and night— 
and the willow of shade spread between. 

Christ is born, and Christ is life. 

You have seen  
the winter prism through trees, 
earth demanding something  
from nothing, 
the buried beetle prying  
upward toward light. 

Christ is born, and Christ is life. 

Every moment, a litany of gain and loss. 
catalogued in our book of knowing— 
still, the heart cries out, where is life? 

Christ is born, and Christ is life. 

Hark the Harald Angels Sing, by John Wesley (18th c) 
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” 

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 God-head see 
hail th’incarnate Deity 
pleased as man with men to dwell 
Jesus, our Emmanuel 
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Come, Desire of nations, come! 
Fix in us Thy humble home 
Rise, the woman’s conquering Seed 
Bruise in us the serpent’s head 
Now display Thy saving power 
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 
O, to all Thyself impart 
Formed in each believing heart 

Hail the heaven-born Prince of Peace 
Hail the Sun of Righteousness 
Light and life to all He brings  

risen 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 

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

Art Meditation: “Joy” by Scott Erickson 

Advent Summons, by Augustine (5th c) 
Wake up, O human being!  

For it was for you that God was made man. Rise up and realize it was all for you. 
Eternal death would have awaited you had He not been born in time.  

Never would you be freed from your sinful flesh  
had He not taken to Himself the likeness of sinful flesh.  

Everlasting would be your misery had He not performed this act of mercy.  
You would not have come to life again had He not come to die your death.  

You would have perished had He not come.  

Wake up, O human being! For it was for you that God was made man.  
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In the Bleak Midwinter, by Christina Rossetti (19th c) 
What can I give Him, poor as I am? 
If I were a shepherd, I would bring a lamb; 
If I were a Wise Man, I would do my part; 
Yet what I can I give Him: give my heart.  

Closing Music: O Wisdom, by Malcolm Guite, set to music by Jac Redford
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