December 1 Advent Chapel

Hymn—Let All Mortal Flesh Keep Silent


As the semester draws to a close, we are faced with the prospect of synthesizing what we have learned throughout the year in papers, tests, labs, and concerts; but the season of advent encourages us to come to a different realization.  Advent is a season of waiting—a season of mystery and unknowing.  In the gospel lesson for the first Sunday of Advent, Mark encourages us to:

 be on the alert--for you do not know when the master of the house is coming, whether in the evening, at midnight, or (K)when the rooster crows, or (L)in the morning--

 36in case he should come suddenly and find you (M)asleep.

 37"What I say to you I say to all, '(N)Be on the alert!'”

It is in this season of Advent that we participate in the mysteries of the incarnation.  But, as Mark suggests, we must keep awake as we will never be certain of the place or time or situation of God’s incarnation.


In this service, I invite you to put aside your rational mind and embrace the mysteries of an ineffable God and to wonder at the astounding simplicity of the incarnation in a small child.  This poetry will lead us on a journey that begins with the mysterious and even frightening truth of an indescribable God and then dives into the comfort and promise of a God who promises, through the incarnation, to be ever-present in our selves, on the paths of our campus, on the highways of our state, in the people of our world.

Epistle to Be Left in the Earth by Archibald Macleish

...It is colder now
                           there are many stars
                                                         we are drifting
North by the Great Bear
                                  the leaves are falling
The water is stone in the scooped rock
                                                        to southward
Red sun grey air 
                       the crows are
Slow on their crooked wings
                                         the jays have left us 
Long since we passed the flares of Orion
Each man believes in his heart he will die
Many have written last thoughts and last letters
None know if our deaths are now or forever
None know if this wandering earth will be found

We lie down and the snow covers our garments
I pray you
               you (if any open this writing)
Make in your mouths the words that were our names
I will tell you all we have learned 
                                              I will tell you everything 
The earth is round
                          there are springs under the orchards
The loam cuts with a blunt knife
                                               beware of
Elms in thunder
                       the lights in the sky are stars
We think they do not see 
                                    we think also
The trees do not know nor the leaves of the grasses hear us 
The birds too are ignorant
                                      do not listen 
Do not stand at dark in the open windows
We before you have heard this 
                                            they are voices
They are not words at all but the wind rising 
Also noone among us has seen God 
(... We have thought often
the flaws of sun in the late and driving weather
pointed to one tree but it was not so.)
As for the nights I warn you the nights are dangerous
The wind changes at night and the dreams come 

It is very cold 
                     there are strange stars near Arcturus
Voices are crying an unknown name in the sky

On the mystery of the incarnation by denise levertov
It’s when we face for a moment

The worst our kind can do, and shudder to know

The taint in our own selves, 

That awe

Cracks the mind’s shell and enters the heart:

Not to a flower, not to a dolphin, 

To no innocent form

But to this creature vainly sure

It and no other is god-like, God

(out of compassion for our ugly

Failure to evolve) entrusts, 

As guest, as brother, 

The Word. 

Hymn—O Come, O Come, Emmanuel

Two Poems by Madeleine L’Engle 

After Annuciation 
This is the irrational season
When love blooms bright and wild. 
Had Mary been filled with reason
There'd have been no room for the child.

Like Every Newborn 

“The Lord is King, and hath put on glorious appeal; the Lord hath put on his apparel, and girded himself with strength.” Psalm 93:1

Like every newborn, he has come from very far. 
His eyes are closed against the brilliance of the star. 
So glorious is he, he goes to this immoderate length 
To show his love for us, discarding power and strength. 
Girded for war, humility his mighty dress. 
He moves into the battle wholly weaponless. 
 To Jesus on His Birthday by Edna St. Vincent Millay

For this your mother sweated in the cold,
For this you bled upon the bitter tree:
A yard of tinsel ribbon bought and sold;
A paper wreath; a day at home for me.
The merry bells ring out, the people kneel;
Up goes the man of God before the crowd;
With voice of honey and with eyes of steel
He drones your humble gospel to the proud.
Nobody listens. Less than the wind that blows
Are all your words to us you died to save.
O Prince of Peace! O Sharon's dewy Rose!
How mute you lie within your vaulted grave.
The stone the angel rolled away with tears
Is back upon your mouth these thousand years.

Shepherds’ Hymn by Richard Crashaw

WE saw Thee in Thy balmy nest, 
   Young dawn of our eternal day; 
We saw Thine eyes break from the East, 
   And chase the trembling shades away: 
We saw Thee, and we blest the sight, 
We saw Thee by Thine own sweet light. 

Poor world, said I, what wilt thou do 
   To entertain this starry stranger? 
Is this the best thou canst bestow-- 
   A cold and not too cleanly manger? 
Contend, the powers of heaven and earth, 
To fit a bed for this huge birth. 

Proud world, said I, cease your contest, 
   And let the mighty babe alone; 
The phoenix builds the phoenix' nest, 
   Love's architecture is His own. 
The babe, whose birth embraves this morn, 
Made His own bed ere He was born. 

I saw the curl'd drops, soft and slow, 
   Come hovering o'er the place's head, 
Off'ring their whitest sheets of snow, 
   To furnish the fair infant's bed. 
Forbear, said I, be not too bold; 
Your fleece is white, but 'tis too cold. 

I saw th' obsequious seraphim 
   Their rosy fleece of fire bestow, 
For well they now can spare their wings, 
   Since Heaven itself lies here below. 
Well done, said I; but are you sure 
Your down, so warm, will pass for pure? 

No, no, your King 's not yet to seek 
   Where to repose His royal head; 
See, see how soon His new-bloom'd cheek 
   'Twixt mother's breasts is gone to bed! 
Sweet choice, said we; no way but so, 
Not to lie cold, you sleep in snow! 

She sings Thy tears asleep, and dips 
   Her kisses in Thy weeping eye; 
She spreads the red leaves of Thy lips, 
   That in their buds yet blushing lie. 
She 'gainst those mother diamonds tries 
The points of her young eagle's eyes.

Journey of the Magi by T.S. Eliot

"A cold coming we had of it,
Just the worst time of the year
For a journey, and such a long journey:
The ways deep and the weather sharp,
The very dead of winter."
And the camels galled, sore-footed, refractory,
Lying down in the melting snow.
There were times we regretted
The summer palaces on slopes, the terraces,
And the silken girls bringing sherbet.
Then the camel men cursing and grumbling
And running away, and wanting their liquor and women,
And the night-fires going out, and the lack of shelters,
And the cities hostile and the towns unfriendly
And the villages dirty, and charging high prices:
A hard time we had of it.
At the end we preferred to travel all night,
Sleeping in snatches,
With the voices singing in our ears, saying
That this was all folly.
Then at dawn we came down to a temperate valley,
Wet, below the snow line, smelling of vegetation;
With a running stream and a water-mill beating the darkness,
And three trees on the low sky,
And an old white horse galloped away in the meadow.
Then we came to a tavern with vine-leaves over the lintel,
Six hands at an open door dicing for pieces of silver,
And feet kicking the empty wine-skins.
But there was no information, and so we continued
And arrived at evening, not a moment too soon
Finding the place; it was (you may say) satisfactory.
All this was a long time ago, I remember,
And I would do it again, but set down
This set down
This: were we lead all that way for
Birth or Death? There was a Birth, certainly,
We had evidence and no doubt. I have seen birth and death,
But had thought they were different; this Birth was
Hard and bitter agony for us, like Death, our death.
We returned to our places, these Kingdoms,
But no longer at ease here, in the old dispensation,
With an alien people clutching their gods.
I should be glad of another death.
Candlemas by denise levertov

With certitude

Simeon opened 

Ancient arms

To infant light

Decades 

Before the cross, the tomb

And the new life, 

He knew 

New life. 

What depth 

Of faith he drew on, 

Turning illuminated 

Towards deep night. 

First coming-Madeleine L’Engle
Read by Dawn Duncan

God did not wait till the world was ready

Till…nations were at peace

God came when the heavens were unsteady, 

And prisoners cried out for release. 

God did not wait for the perfect time. 

God came when the need was deep and great. 

God dined with sinners in all their grime, 

Turned water into wine. God did not wait 

Till hearts were pure. In joy God came 

To a tarnished world of sin and doubt. 

To a world like ours, of anguished shame

God came, and God’s light would not go out. 

God came to a world which did not mesh, 

To heal its tangles, shield its scorn. 

In the mystery of the word made flesh

The maker of the stars was born. 

We cannot wait till the world is sane

To raise our songs with Joyful voice, 

For to share our grief, to touch our pain, 

God came with love: Rejoice! Rejoice. 

Prayers of the People
Hymn—Rejoice, Rejoice Believers

