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Rejoice, rejoice, take heart in the night, 
though cold the winter and cheerless, 

the rising sun shall crown you with light, 
be strong and loving and fearless; 

Love be our song and love our prayer, 
and love, our endless story, 

may God fill every day we share, 
and bring us at last into glory. 

 
 

 
Mama Mary, Papa  Joseph, Baby  Jesus  

Artwork by Amanda M. Hunter 

 

For so many years we have used the Advent Hymn, “Awake, Awake, and Greet the New 
Morn” by Marty Haugen as the song for lighting our Advent Candles each week—Hope, Peace, 
Joy and Love. The verse above is the final verse and is actually my favorite. We only sing it 
once, the final Sunday of Advent, but it fits so well this year. We are called to take heart in the 
night—and it has been such a time of darkness for so many with Covid–19 and the rising number 
of cases. And yet we are called to love…love our song and prayer and endless story.   

My hope is that this Advent guide helps you in this time of night. That the writings might 
spark a light of hope in your soul, a flicker of peace if only for a moment. Use this guide in ways 
that fit best for you—a reading a day, or reading straight through and then going back to re-read 
as you have time. I hope each of us take moments in this season to make room for the one who 
does come in so many ways to fill our days with love.  

Many thanks to everyone who contributed their thoughts, writings and prayers for this Advent 
Devotional Guide. Thanks to Marilyn Mayry for asking for its creation as a way of making a 
path of light in the dark of this time. Thank you to Pamela Mittlefehldt for putting this all 
together. She used what was submitted for this year as well as gleanings from past years.  

    Peace friends   ~Pastor Kathy 



 

Advent 
Bill DeRoche 

 

First Candle lit 

gives pause 

 

Second candle lit 

brings growing hope 

 

Third candle lit 

calls to all 

 

Fourth candle lit 

Brings wisdom 

 

Fifth candle lit 

Gives full light 

Into the birth of 

Emanuel 

 
 

  



 

Awake 
Deborah Cooper 

 

If you are not called to prayer 

five times a day, 

if nothing brings you 

to your knees 

 

moves you to bow, 

to rest your head upon the earth, 

this choreography of awe… 

 

if you are not called to prayer 

five times a day, 

awake, 

unstop your ears, 

take off your blinders… 

 

a flock of starlings, or 

a small fox in a field, 

the whisper of the river 

song of rain, 

ceiling of stars. 

  



“Will we put up a tree this year?” 
Beth Bartlett 

 

If ever there was a need to light up the dark 

 to light tree lights and candles and solstice bonfires 

 to light up our homes, our hearts, our lives 

 

If ever there was a need to find comfort in green boughs 

    in the scent of balsam and pine 

 in familiar carols and the company of friendly beasts 

 

If ever there was a need for the peace of gently falling snow 

 of angel song and swaddled babes  

 of silent nights, holy nights 

 

If ever there was a need for the joy of glad tidings 

 of church bells and sleigh bells and Peace bells 

 of “Awake, awake” to greet this new morn 

 

If ever there was a need for good will toward all 

   for giving  

 and forgiving 

       for love 

 

So yes, dear one, we will put up a tree 

If ever there was a need for Christmas 

It is now 

 

  



Advent—a time of hope, peace, joy, and love 
Diane Swanoski 

When I think about Advent, I think about a time of waiting and reflection. It feels like we 
have already done a lot of waiting lately—waiting for COVID-19 vaccine, waiting for election 
results, waiting for a time we can hug loved ones again, and just waiting for life to return to some 
normalcy. It has felt heavy for many, many months. In this time, we must search out goodness, 
hope, and gratitude. Where do we find these things—what is it that gives us hope, joy, love, and 
a sense of peace during this time? I brainstormed a list of ideas for inspiration, and I hope that 
you may find some of them useful as well: 

• The words of the Bible, as well as other inspiring written word 

• Nature—observing and putting myself in the midst of it 

• Practicing gratitude—everyday 

• The warm glow of flickering candlelight 

• Engage the senses—the smell of home cooking/baking, candles 

• Safe interaction with others, including (especially) children  

• Listening to or making music 

• Writing or journaling 

• Meditation 

• Physical activity walking, running, biking, skiing (any exercise) 

• Practice/Learn a hobby 

• Create something 

• Correspond with friends/family you can’t be with 

• Surround yourself with what makes you happy 

• Look at the night sky on a clear night 

• Setting aside time for daily devotions/prayer 

• Acts of love and kindness 

• Simplify and unclutter 

• Pray for self, others, our nation, the world 

• Look for and recognize Christ in others by their words and/or actions 

 
  



Turning Point 
Pamela Mittlefehldt 

It is dark before supper now— 
the spacious light of summer 
has ebbed, 
three minutes less each day 
as the world flows towards its own neap tide 
pooling darkness, silence, night. 
 
We turn to inner light— 
lentil soup and candles, 
rising bread,  
the smoky warmth of woodstoves— 
learn to cherish the glowing spark 
over the blaze of the August sun. 
 
We gaze out the window 
and see our own reflections, 
stare into eyes that ache for the dappled dreams of summer. 
  
It is time to trust the dark, 
to sink into the plush velvet of long nights, 
celebrate the season of shade and cave, 
memory and promise— 
not a defiant leap of faith, 
but a time of patient attention, 
waiting for the turning point— 
that moment of utter stillness 
when the tide is suspended, 
the current stopped: 
holy anticipation. 
 
And then that slow, silent exhalation, 
the imperceptible turning toward the light. 
A time of hope—confluence of loss and possibility, 
rekindled breath 
rebirth.  
We open to the fire  
at the heart of the labyrinth of longing, 
lift our faces to the luminous streaks of dawn— 
are baptized anew in streams of light: 
resurrection.



CENSUS 
Gary J. Boelhower 

 
“In those days, Caesar Augustus issued a decree that a census should be taken…”   (Luke 2: 1) 
 
Traveling to be counted 
to belong to be safe to be home. 
This is the most familiar journey 
through outside or inside geography. 
 
The long and many miles to get to forgiveness 
or crossing the desert of depression in endless thirst. 
The minutes and days and months  
stuck in one place wondering if the next step is possible. 
 
The time behind bars real or imagined. 
The quicksand of grief. 
For some the journey goes 
from violence to violence from hunger to hunger 
from hope to tears. 
 
After hundreds or thousands of miles on foot 
sleeping on the dirt through shivering cold nights 
and finally turned away at the border 
or worse having to send the children 
across the bridge alone. 
 
Who decides who counts 
and what questions should be asked? 
Don’t we know the common flesh 
whatever color or hue? 
 
Don’t we know the shared story 
that counts the hours beside the bed of the sick child  
counts the shallow breaths of the dying loved one 
counts the time between contractions 
counts the milligrams of medicine. 
 
So let us listen to each story as holy word. 
Let us count each precious life as family. 
Each one as sacred, to be honored 
to be welcomed, saved, embraced. 
  



The Pregnant Mary 
Gudrun Witrak 

I am a heretic. Advent does that to me. It’s the time of waiting, watching and praying. I 
am a heretic because I secretly, under my breath, say during the creed: “I believe in Jesus Christ, 
His only Son our Lord, who was conceived by the Holy Spirit and born of the pregnant Mary.” I 
identify with and am drawn to that earthy, pregnant Mary. Being a gardener, I love earthiness, 
being in the soil, getting dirt under my fingernails, and reveling in the abundance of the earth. So 
at Advent I am with Mary, pregnant and afraid, but trusting in God’s providing and promises. 
And I am Mary, birthing the new me, the one who will give witness in this age to God’s love. I 
will strive to be God’s hands on earth even when the kicking and the birthing seem too much to 
bear. 

 And then, as Advent was beginning and I was in full swing with the pregnant Mary, my 
cousin’s letter came. When my cousin was a young bride, pregnant with her first child, and 
looking forward to life in its fullness, a freak accident involving an elderly man rear-ending her 
car left her near death. She lost her baby and subsequently her husband, who could not come to 
grips with her being a paraplegic. In one horrifying instant she lost everything. Everything, that 
is, except the love of her family and the love of her God, and her faith. Over the years as her faith 
grew and grew to a fullness even she marvels at, she has become a luminous light in our family, 
shining forth with the good news of her creator. She has been an educator for the Courage Center 
and has spoken to countless grade school children and adults alike, helping them to know of her 
life and demystifying the wheelchair which can become such a human stumbling block. Here is 
the concluding paragraph in her joyful Advent  

 “So as I move into this wonderful time of Christmas, I think I will take Mary, the mother 
of Jesus, as my guide. Here’s expectant  Mary, in the last weeks of the trimester of a centuries 
old expectancy.  Here’s Mary, God’s partner in bringing new life to the world. Here’s Mary, the 
Christ bearer…uncertain but hopeful…knitting together hopes and fears as she waits. She is sure 
of one thing: God is up to something, and it’s worth the risks to stick it out and find out what. 
Now centuries later, we are the Marys. We wait in hope for God to show up as we read the 
headlines and shudder with fear for our children across the globe, fear for our communities, the 
nations, and the very earth under our feet. I think this pre-Christmas season I will read more 
headlines and fewer ads. I will pray more and fuss less. For now, you and I are the Christ 
bearers. We must tend to this new life. Even when we feel dark and lonely and scared, we still 
have new life kicking around inside of us because God, the life-giver is with us. And I’m sure of 
one thing: God is still up to something, now as then.” 

 It is with joy that I call all, male and female, to become kindred spirits with my cousin 
and to ponder the pregnant Mary. 
 
Dear God of birthing, Walk with us to Bethlehem and be with us when the new life begins to 
kick, and our sights are pulled heavenward toward the stars to hear your Good News, and then, 
illuminate our way on earth so that we may be your life givers.  Amen.



Angels in the Dark 
Doug Bowen-Bailey 

In the season of Advent, I often find myself contemplating darkness. There is, of course, more of 
it to think about as the fall turns to winter and the daylight shrinks. In this time of year, with 
dropping temperatures and falling snow, the long days of summer seem so far away.  

As a Christian, I understand that this season is waiting for the birth of Christ, which happened in 
a place much closer to the equators where there wasn’t such a drastic shift of seasons. Yet I also 
understand that Christianity developed in relationship with the natural rhythms of God’s 
creation, and so in northern climes, our waiting for Christmas coincides with the shrinking days. 
Advent here becomes a waiting for the return of both the Son and the sun.  

As humans, we seem to have an innate response of fear to the dark. It represents the unknown or 
worse. The leaves fall and my spirit sometimes seems to travel down with them.  

As I wake in the dark each morning, it is easy to feel that this lack of light is the new reality, 
rather than a passing phase. In this state, it is easy for us to give into our fears. As individuals. As 
societies. We fear the economy will crumble. That terrorists will infiltrate us. That there will not 
be enough to go around.  

Our human penchant for fear makes me think of the angels of scriptures who almost always 
begin their proclamations with the command, “Fear not!” I have often heard it as an attempt at 
comfort in the face of a divine presence. Who wouldn’t be scared if someone showed up with 
radiant glory and wings? But I have come to understand that this picture isn’t really accurate. 
The biblical term angel means “messenger” and has no implication of having wings.  

So, I have taken to thinking that the command to “Fear not!” is not related to the presence of 
supernatural beings, but to God’s wish for us to be bold in the face of the darkness of our lives. It 
is not an invitation to comfort as if God was a parent switching on a night light as we are tucked 
away under our blankets.  

God, through these messengers, is acknowledging that we have reason to be afraid, but calls us 
to live through that fear into something greater. The darkness is a necessary part of the light. It is 
in the darkness of night that the stars shine brightest. It is in the darkness of the soil that a seed 
prepares itself for new life. In our fear and doubt, God calls us to live with a sense of abundance 
in the darkness. From the loaves and fishes that we can share, there will be enough for everyone, 
with leftovers.  

I now look for angels among us who remind me to not be afraid as I wait in the darkness. 
Reminders that there is an abundance in God’s creation — enough for all. So, despite my fear 
and doubt, I try to live boldly with a sense of hope that keeps me leaning into the light. 



MAKING PROMISES 
Gary Boelhower 

 
I step into midnight but it’s just past five o clock 

near the shortest day of the season. 

The darkness seems more daunting  

on this year’s wild ride around the sun. 
 

I am not thinking of the soft velvet of cozy winter nights 

wrapped in the warmth of family and friends 

but our loss of clear and simple sight  
blight of border walls and barricades 

guns sold without background checks 

racism gnawing at the roots of our common garden. 

 

Tempted to lose hope, to stop trying. 
Too late to turn the tide of climate change or close  

the widening gap between the stable born and the inn keepers. 

 

As my steps take me around the neighborhood again 

my spirits lift when I smell wood smoke wafting from chimneys 
see holiday lights and children circling a tree  

hear Jingle Bells booming from a rusted Ford Focus banking onto Oxford. 

 

I wonder how to hold the darkness and the light 
how to walk the path of not knowing without falling into fear 

how to trust 10,000 small acts of kindness can change the world. 

I wonder how to speak the ancient stories again 

To Luigi, Kendra, Samelia, Scottie 

and the one still swimming yet to be named. 
 

How to sing those songs again about peace for all the world. 

How to make those promises again about bread and joy 

and believe our boldest dreams can come true.   



 

Waiting 
Marilyn Mayry 

Wait  
stay with me 
in this wordless speaking 
in this almost touching 
in this timeless time 
Wait 
here in this space of what was and what is 
in this quiet fullness 
in this absent presence 
Wait  
in this moment that rests beneath us and between us 
until the poets speak and the moon rises 
the sun sets and the birds take flight 
until the lilacs bloom and fade and bloom again 
until the cerulean waters turn dark and light again 
Stay with me 
until I have found my footing 
until your path is lit and clear 
until we can walk together hands folded in prayer 
Wait here with me 
until time is no longer time 
and tears are no longer tears 
Until all the questions have been asked 
and satisfied 
for now, for now 
is what is 
waiting



 
 
 

SLIP INTO SILENCE 
Gary Boelhower 

 
The first lesson—you cannot know  
the future the second lesson—you cannot change  
the past the third lesson  
about the darkness and the light. 
 
The first sip of coffee slurped over the edge of morning 
steamy warmth you follow all the way down 
the throat opens toward speech 
the day toward possibility. 
 
Before you check your cell phone 
or consult the to do list 
lower your body into the lake of silence 
accept its total embrace. 
 
It does not ask for a password 
or care about mistakes you’ve made. 
You cannot keep any secrets from its 
fluid fingers silvering grace. 
 
It doesn’t matter what story you’ve been telling yourself 
and it will not let you prove anything. 
Give up your feeble promises. 
Let it take you in. 



 
 

Listen 
Julie Flotten 

 

If these walls could talk, they would say shut up, they would say be still, you’ve already said 
enough. If these walls could talk, they would say pipe down…  ~John Gorka 

 

Ouch. Not a very nice way to start a devotion. But there it is. Sometimes I just talk too much. 
Entering into Advent, I wonder how much I listen. I hear myself remind my kids to get their 
socks on, clear their plates, hustle out the door. I go through the daily list of “to do’s” with my 
partner. I talk to patients, I email, I call, I text, I message, I ‘facebook.’ SO MUCH 
COMMUNICATING! And at such a quick pace.  

 

To me Advent is, or can be, a time of listening. While the darkness of winter can be 
disconcerting, magnifying November and December’s cold, it is also an external reminder to be 
still. We can let go the frantic pace of our lives for a time. We can hunker down in our homes 
with the people we love. We can slow down. And in that quiet still place we can listen. And 
when we listen we are much more likely to hear that small voice that has been trying to tell us all 
year: “there is hope, there is light, there is love. Listen and you’ll hear it too. Look and you’ll see 
it.” How bright can one candle be in a dark room. How clearly can we hear a quiet voice when 
we quiet our own.  

 

Light a candle. Pipe Down. Listen. 

 

Ever speaking God, thank you for both the darkness and the light. The loud and the quiet. It is 
through living both of these, that I am truly able to appreciate the other. When I get out of 
balance, chattering on and on, help me to be in this darkness and be still. To listen to the light 
and hope that is all around me. 



Teach Me to Listen  

Jerry Cleveland 

Advent 
is trampled 
in the mad rush for Christmas.  

(Haiku by Richard Bauckham)  

Teach me to listen, O God, 
to those nearest me, 
my family, my friends, my co-workers. Help me to be aware that 
no matter what words I hear, 
the message is, 
“Accept the person I am. Listen to me.”  

Teach me to listen, my caring God, to those far from me— 
the whisper of the hopeless, 
the plea of the forgotten,  

the cry of the anguished.  

Teach me to listen, O God my Mother, to myself. 
Help me to be less afraid 
to trust the voice inside—  

in the deepest part of me.  

Teach me to listen, Holy Spirit, for your voice— 
in busyness and in boredom, 
in certainty and in doubt,  

in noise and in silence. 
Teach me, Lord, to listen. Amen.  

(Adapted by John Veltri SJ, borrowed from Hearts on Fire: Praying With Jesuits)  

Holy God, in this Advent season of singing, 
performing, entertaining, cooking, baking, eating, 

traveling, shopping, giving, receiving, may we not miss, 
“Behold I bring you good tidings; for unto us is born...” 

Help us to listen.  Amen



 

A Gift of Peace 
Sara Lund 

At the hospital where I work a patient reflected on what she loves about the Christmas Eve 

Nativity scene at her church: “We all gather before the manger, and look reverently in the same 

direction with mouths closed and hearts open, and we find peace.”  

Christmas reminds us of a peace that is possible. For a time we turn our eyes and our 

imaginations to the baby in the manger. We quiet our mouths and open our hearts to a special 

kind of love that still brings peace. As we fast-forward the story, we hear the words of Jesus, 

“Peace I leave with you; my peace I give you...I have told you these things so that in me you will 

have peace.” (John 14:27, 16:33)  

Many of us come to Advent distressed by conflict in our spirits, families and the larger world. 

We relive the Christmas story again, because in it we find a common direction to turn our gaze. 

We gather for worship to celebrate Emmanuel, God with us. We look together at the manger 

scene with mouths closed in awe and hearts open in reverence. Then we return to our homes, our 

communities and our celebrations, letting the peace of Christ flow through us to one another. 



What I Am Learning About Hope 
Beth Bartlett 

 
…is that it lives in the planting of seeds 

 as we pen our farewells 

 in case… 

 in love 

…that it comes in the guise of facemasks, 

 gloves, washing 

 hands restraining 

 from touching 

 arms restraining 

 from holding 

 bodies distanced yet never  

 so connected 

 invisibly— 

 threads of particles waves 

 of energy binding us all 

 is this not god? 

…that it resounds 

 in the bleating of newborn goats 

 the chirruping of passionate frogs 

  the singing of arias from windows 

                       lovesongs from balconies 

            hymns from virtual churches 

            and honor songs from the heart, 

  and in the clapping of healer’s hands 

   as the newly recovered patient traverses their tunnel of love 

 each a celebration 

   a ceremony 

       a prayer  

 



…that it is found in a world at rest 

              the pause enabling a graver peril 

          to reset,  

  perhaps reverse 

 funny—we’d almost forgotten it in the face of this oh-so-much-more immediate 

         threat   

   that perhaps will show us the way 

              through 

 a sabbath for the world 

    a revelation of all that had been hidden from view 

        and the rejoicing of birds, returning, 

   reclaiming the quiet that gives birth to their song 

…that it abides not 

  in some imagined future, 

 but in the present moment, 

       in the daily acts of going on, and on, 

             of feeding, cleaning, caring, creating, sustaining 

                          …..life 

…that it carries us, sustains us, grounds us, lifts us, persists us 

        and rises resilient and bold as the first crocus daring 

 to breach the snow, reaching 

 for the light, eager 

             to blossom



 

HOPE GATHERS US 
Gary Boelhower 

Hope gathers us across continents and cultures 
across all the differences that would divide us. 
 
Hope gathers us in the light of stars and candles 
unites us in our fierce longing 
 
that the fragile flesh of children be fed and cuddled close  
rocked in the rhythm of the planets and the heart. 
 
Hope gathers us to read the sacred words again 
hear the wisdom and the worry of the invisible nameless powerless  
 
shelter the refugee immigrant foreigner  
eat with the rebellious and the wanderers. 
 
Hope gathers us in common prayer  
and in the fire of common action the oneness of bold believing 
 
that we can find a way to save the water and the earth 
to lift up the frail and free the oppressed. 
 
Hope feeds our dreams for one world that sings a common song 
one people one pulse one drumbeat to gather the lost and the found 
 
one table of common need and common blood 
one family with hands reaching toward one another 
 
without weapons or malice 
one family with hands reaching toward one another 
 
open hands reaching 
with the common hunger for bread and mercy.



 

Love 
Lisa Fitzpatrick 

 
John 3:16   “For God so loved the world that he gave his one and only Son, that whoever 
believes in him shall not perish but have eternal life.” 
 

Our creator loved the world so much he sent his only child! The world was created in love, and 
each of us was born as a loving person, all creatures as loving. As we are coming into the Advent 
season, we think of love and love for our creator, for ourselves and for all around us. Although 
we cannot be celebrating in the ways we used to, we can take walks in the forest or parks, loving 
nature. We can send loving Christmas notes to friends and family. We can still decorate and bake 
and read the Christmas story and light the advent candles, remembering God's love for us! 

 

* * * * * * * 

 

Shining In The Night 
Kay Stevens 

One  
small point of light 

glowing in the distance of time, 
surrounded by the comfortable dark. 

The dark that invites us to doze, 
to shut our eyes and ignore the spark. 

One small point of light that somehow… 
rouses us and calls us onward. 

With halting steps, encouraged by song 
we move forward and the light grows. 

Our thoughts stir and we long to be closer. 
One small point of light that has grown 
as we seek its warmth and loving center 

It pushes back the dark until we awake and see. 
We see the others who have come many separate paths 

‘til together we join in the light of this new life. 
Now we are all Shining in the Night;  

no longer lulled by the dark.



 

Light 
Bob Stevens 

LIGHT ..... Advent is a time when I always think of light. Light is a very symbolic word. We 
speak of lighting the path and of shedding light on the problem. Light, it would seem, means 
more knowledge. The more I know about my job, the better I can do it. The more I know about a 
problem, the better to solve it. The more I know about you the better our relationship.  

In Advent we light more candles. We have an Advent wreath in church. We light trees, in our 
houses and outside. We put lighted decorations on our houses and in our yards. And I have never 
known anyone who did not like the warmth and light of a fireplace.  

Perhaps you have smiled at the story of the little girl in a dark room who called out to her 
mother, “Mommy, please turn out the dark.” She may have been a little mixed up, but I wonder 
how often adults would like to have a similar request granted. How often are we confronted with 
a problem so confusing or disturbing that we are unable to see the answer? If only we had a little 
more light.  

Can we “turn out the dark” and cause light to shine? People have done much, expanding 
knowledge of the space around us, marvelous advances in medicine, and amazing changes in 
communication. By courage and ingenuity people have brought light to many areas that were 
shrouded in darkness, but problems remain. We need a different kind of light so that we do not 
lose hope, so that we keep on working to push back the darkness.  

A star shown over Bethlehem bringing a new light that has brightened the darkness for all who 
would see. Such a star cannot be hid except for the blindness of those who will not see. Some 
may see it and ignore it, some may not see it at all because they did not look, and others may not 
see it because there was no one to point to the sky. Whether or not people see the light of the 
star, the star still shines upon them. God’s lights do not shine only upon the wise, nor only upon 
the good, nor only upon the worthy. A light shone from Bethlehem for us all.  

From Bethlehem came a light that shines bright enough to overcome the darkness. This is the 
message of Christmas. Unto us a child is born. Immanuel, God with us. We have truly received a 
light. May we find ways to share it. 



 

Light 
Gudrun Witrak 

 
I wrote this poem in the early nineties when teaching Sunday school for 7th and 8th graders. 

Each year I would change some of the lines to represent what had happened in the world that 

year. As I dusted it off this year, it seemed all agonizingly apropos...again. 

Once again I need the promise of the Christ Child born again and again, reminding me to bring 

God’s forgiveness, compassion, humility, and love into the world. 

 

The incredible, blinding light emanates from the manger 

illuminating our feeble, sightless planet. 

The chaos and darkness close in: 

troops in the desert...waiting, wondering 

the countless hungry...homeless, longing 

babies born during Covid...parents worried 

drugged young people…aimless, seeking 

lonely elders in isolation…yearning 

all the world waiting to touch again… 

hoping 

 

Into this abyss comes the irrational love and light 

of a babe, come from heaven to our world 

in utter simplicity and quiet. 

 

Into this world came a hero, someone whose name is still 

said with reverence by all believers. Someone whose teaching and lifestyle have for us in this 

time, the 21st century, as much relevance as it had in the 

1st century A.D., the year of our Lord.



Lean us toward light  
Deborah Cooper 

 

Help us to mend goodness, 

 to insist upon compassion, 

 to repair our damaged world 

 in countless, daily ways. 

 

Give us night-vision, 

 eyes that can see in the dark… 

 and hearts that break easily open 

 as seeds. 

 

Teach us to trust  

 and not to force 

 the blossom’s opening. 

 

Make room in us  

 for the unfolding. 

 

 

 

Solace   
Deborah Cooper 
 
And still, 
the world goes on  
being beautiful.  
 
The clouds 
behind the black limbs 
of the mountain ash,  
catch fire in the last light 
of the day. 
 
The woman, humming  
in the kitchen of the shelter, 
stirs a prayer into the soup.  
 
Hope rings 
in the delicate throat 
of a single bird, 
singing the sun down. 
 
Someone  
at a bedside  
takes a stranger's hand 
 
and promises to stay. 
 
The gracious moon 
traces the sky, 
keeping the nightwatch. 
 
A thousand lullabies 
are carried by the wind. 



 

 

 

Advent Hymn - Year B 
-Sara Olson Dean, 2017

1. From heav’n come down, dwell here on earth; 
 our longing hearts wait for your birth.  
 We’re broken, lost, yet still we pray: 
 You are our potter; we, your clay. 

 We light a candle, join the throng 
 and lend our voice to Advent’s song.  
 We wait for you; call on your name: 
 O kindle hope’s enduring flame. 

2. Behold! God comes; the prophet cries: 
 Prepare a way, lift up your eyes: 
 Here is your God! We turn, repent, 
 embrace the peace that God has sent.  

 We light a candle, join the throng 
 and lend our voice to Advent’s song.  
 We wait for you; call on your name: 
 O kindle peace’s steady flame. 
  

3. Arise, O captive, find your voice. 
 The brokenhearted shall rejoice. 
 Through barren lives, God’s grace shall flow 
 and bid our praise and goodness grow. 

 We light a candle, join the throng 
 and lend our voice to Advent’s song.  
 We wait for you; call on your name: 
 O kindle joy’s bright, dancing flame. 

4. God fills the hungry with good things, 
 so pray with Mary as she sings: 
 My soul shall magnify the Lord, 
 the lowly rise with strength restored. 

 We light a candle, join the throng 
 and lend our voice to Advent’s song.   
 We wait for you; call on your name: 
 O kindle love’s abiding flame. 

Christmas Eve:  With shepherd’s joy, lift up your heart. 
 With magi’s wisdom, seek the star. 
 Come leave we all this worldly mirth 
 and follow we this joyful birth. 

 We light a candle, join the throng, 
 arise and sing the Christmas song. 
 New hope, peace, joy and love now dwell 
 within our hearts: Emmanuel! 

Tune: Puer Nobis Nascitur  

1. Isaiah 64:1-9   
2. Isaiah 40:1-11 & Mark 1:1-8 
3. Isaiah 61:1-11 
4. Luke 1:46-55 
5. “Come leave we all this worldly mirth and follow we this joyful birth”  — from “There is No Rose of Such 

Virtue” by Benjamin Britten, 1913-1976.



Advent 
Bill DeRoche 

 
What leads 

What becomes 
What lingers 

 
The search of Advent 

 
Different for all 
Yet longing for 

A reason to answer 
 

The living of 
Love. 

* * * * * * * 

Hope 
Liz Liebenstein 

What I am learning about hope 
is that you gotta sit for a long while on a beautiful Friday afternoon 
surrounded by anger and loneliness. 
Silently you just sit. 
Until at last someone says: 
“Hope is the beating of our hearts.” 
Someone else adds:  “Hope is our next breath.” 
A third:  Hope is this breath.” 
And then we all agree, at times, hope is all we have. 

* * * * * * * 

We come together in 
Hope 
Peace 
Joy 

Love 
Advent 

“Thank God this is not a solo.” 

Pastor Kathy 


