
 

ADVENT 2020 EVENINGS 

O Antiphons, 8th century 
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 Wisdom from on high, 
And order all things, far and nigh; 
To us the path of knowledge show, 

And cause us in her ways to go. 
Rejoice! Rejoice! Emmanuel 
Shall come to thee, O Israel.  

O Emmanuel, by Malcolm Guite 
O come, O come, and be our God-with-us 
O long-sought With-ness for a world without, 
O secret seed, O hidden spring of light. 
Come to us Wisdom, come unspoken Name 
Come Root, and Key, and King, and holy Flame, 
O quickened little wick so tightly curled, 
Be folded with us into time and place, 
Unfold for us the mystery of grace 
And make a womb of all this wounded world. 
O heart of heaven beating in the earth, 
O tiny hope within our hopelessness 
Come to be born, to bear us to our birth, 
To touch a dying world with new-made hands 
And make these rags of time our swaddling bands. 
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A Prayer from the Church Fathers, unknown 
Grant us, Lord, to know in weakness the strength of Thy incarnation:  

in pain the triumph of Thy passion: in poverty the riches of Thy Godhead:  
in reproach the satisfaction of Thy sympathy:  

in loneliness the comfort of Thy continual presence:  
in difficulty the efficacy of Thy intercession:  

in perplexity the guidance of Thy wisdom; and by Thy glorious death and resurrection 
bring us at last to the joy of seeing Thee face to face. 

In the Bleak Midwinter, by Christina Rossetti (19th c) 

In the bleak midwinter, frosty wind made moan, 
Earth stood hard as iron, water like a stone; 
Snow had fallen, snow on snow, snow on snow, 
In the bleak midwinter, long ago. 

Our God, Heaven cannot hold Him, nor earth sustain; 
Heaven and earth shall flee away when He comes to reign. 
In the bleak midwinter a stable place sufficed 
The Lord God Almighty, Jesus Christ. 

Enough for Him, whom cherubim, worship night and day, 
A breastful of milk, and a mangerful of hay; 
Enough for Him, whom angels fall before, 
The ox and ass and camel which adore. 

Angels and archangels may have gathered there, 
Cherubim and seraphim thronged the air; 
But His mother only, in her maiden bliss, 
Worshipped the beloved with a kiss. 

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. 
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I gave this day to God, by Lucy Shaw 
I gave this day to God when I got up, and look, 
look what it birthed! There, up the hill, was 

the apple tree, bronze leaves, its fallen apples 
spilling richly down the slope, the way God spilled 

his seed into Mary, into us. In her the holy promise  
came to rest in generous soil after a long 

fall. How often it ends in gravel, or dry dust.  
Blackberry patches thorny with distraction. Oh, 

I pray my soul will welcome always that small 
seed. That I will hail it when it enters me. 

I don’t mind being grit, soil, dirt, mud-brown, 
laced with the rot of old leaves, if only the seed 

can find me, find a home and bear a fruit 
sweet, flushed, full-fleshed – a glory apple. 

Scripture: Isaiah 9:1-7 

Art Meditation: “Light” by Scott Erickson 
Please turn to final page to see image 

A Christmas Oratorio, by W. H. Auden 
The Christmas Feast is already a fading memory, 
And already the mind begins to be vaguely aware 
Of an unpleasant whiff of apprehension at the thought 
Of Lent and Good Friday which cannot, after all, now 
Be very far off. But, for the time being, here we all are, 
Back in the moderate Aristotelian city 
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Of darning and the Eight-Fifteen, where Euclid's geometry 
And Newton's mechanics would account for our experience, 
And the kitchen table exists because I scrub it. 
It seems to have shrunk during the holidays. The streets 
Are much narrower than we remembered; we had forgotten 
The office was as depressing as this.  
     To those who have seen 
The Child, however dimly, however incredulously, 
The Time Being is, in a sense, the most trying time of all. 
For the innocent children who whispered so excitedly 
Outside the locked door where they knew the presents to be 
Grew up when it opened. Now, recollecting that moment 
We can repress the joy, but the guilt remains conscious; 
Remembering the stable where for once in our lives 
Everything became a You and nothing was an It. 

The Anunciation, by Elizabeth Jennings 

Nothing will ease the pain to come 
Though now she sits in ecstasy 
And lets it have its way with her. 
The angel’s shadow in the room 
Is lightly lifted as if he 
Had never terrified her there. 

The furniture again returns 
To its old simple state. She can 
Take comfort from the things she knows 
Though in her heart new loving burns 
Something she never gave to man 
Or god before, and this god grows 

Most like a man. She wonders how 
To pray at all, what thanks to give 
And whom to give them to. “Alone 
To all men’s eyes I now must go” 
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She thinks, “And by myself must live 
With a strange child that is my own.” 

So from her ecstasy she moves 
And turns to human things at last 
(Announcing angels set aside). 
It is a human child she loves 
Though a god stirs beneath her breast 
And great salvations grip her side. 

Advent Prayer, by Jan Richardson 

God of making  
and unmaking 

of tearing down  
and re-creating, 

you are my home  
and habitation, 

my refuge  
and place of dwelling 

In your hollows  
I am re-formed, 
given welcome  

and benediction, 
beckoned to rest  
and rise again, 

made ready  
and sent forth. 

In the Bleak Midwinter - reprise, by Christina Rossetti 

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