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✶ INTRODUCTION ✶



ADVENT


O come, Desire of nations, bind


All peoples in one heart and mind;


Bid envy, strife and quarrels cease;


Fill the whole world with heaven’s peace.


—Rev. Henry Sloane Coffin, 1916, translator


The season of Advent marks a turning from ordinary time to sacred time. In the Northern Hemisphere it comes when the hours of sunlight grow shorter and nights grow colder. The harvest has been gathered in, and a season of waiting begins.


The human mind resists waiting. We think in Chronos time—clock time, minute by minute, hour by hour. We order a meal from a restaurant window and expect it to be handed to us through another window only moments later. We want instant return on investments. And we expect leaders to speak in sound bites and offer quick solutions to large problems.


But God works in Kairos time. In God’s view, “One day is with the Lord as a thousand years, and a thousand years as one day” (2 Peter 3:8). Past, present, and future are all rolled into one. So Advent breaks into the pell-mell rush of our lives and bids us to stop, look, and listen. It bids us to break free of Chronos time and enter Kairos time. It bids us to quieten our frenetic pace and perhaps linger awhile over classic words of wisdom, both ancient and new.



CHRISTMAS


The dark night wakes, the glory breaks,


And Christmas comes once more.


—Phillips Brooks, 1868


As the ancients awaited a Savior who would throw off the iron yoke of oppressive world systems, “When the fulness of the time was come, God sent forth his Son” (Galatians 4:4). Not as a conquering king did the Savior come, but as a tiny baby born in a stable to a poverty-stricken, humble mother.


But this child was destined to fulfill Isaiah’s promise (66:1),


The Spirit of the Lord God is upon me,


because the Lord has anointed me


to bring good tidings to the afflicted;


he has sent me to bind up the brokenhearted,


to proclaim liberty to the captives,


and the opening of the prison to those who are bound.


Some of the world’s great literature celebrates the birth of this child named Jesus, the one who is called Emmanuel, meaning “God with us.”


Think of it! God with us. Not dwelling in some distant heaven or in a pagan temple.


God with us. Not reigning from an imperial throne, but come to live with us and walk alongside us throughout every ebb and flow of our lives.


God with us! Whoever we are, wherever we are, no matter what continent we live on or our station in life or the color of our skin, God has come to be with us.
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The Nativity, Lorenzo Lotto (ca. 1480–1556/57)





As you ponder this selection of classic stories, poems, prayers, and reproductions of beautiful artwork, we invite you to step away for a moment from the rush and stress of this season and enter Kairos time. Let the stories touch you with their wisdom and the artworks with their beauty.


And may you experience a blessed Advent and a joy-filled Christmas!


—THE EDITORS OF PARACLETE PRESS
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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 Day-spring, come and cheer


Our spirits by Thine advent here;


And drive away the shades of night


And pierce the clouds and bring us light!


Rejoice! Rejoice! Emmanuel


shall come to thee, O Israel.


O come, Thou Key of David, come,


And open wide our heavenly 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, O come, Thou Lord of might,


Who to Thy tribes on Sinai’s height


In ancient times once gave the law


In cloud, and majesty, and awe.


Rejoice! Rejoice! Emmanuel


shall come to thee, O Israel.


—SEVENTH-CENTURY LATIN HYMN,


translation by John Mason Neale (1818–1866)
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God as Architect of the World, From: The Frontispiece of Bible Moralisee Codex Vindobonensis 2554 (French, ca. 1250), in the Österreichische Nationalbibliothek.











✶ THE “O” IN HOPE ✶



Hope has this lovely vowel at its throat.


Think how we cry “Oh!” as the sun’s circle


clears the ridge above us on the hill.


O is the shape of a mouth singing, and of


a cherry as it lends its sweetness


to the tongue. “Oh!” say the open eyes at


unexpected beauty and then, “Wow!”


O is endless as a wedding ring, a round


pool, the shape of a drop’s widening on


the water’s surface. O is the center of love,


and O was in the invention of the wheel.


It multiplies in the zoo, doubles in a door


that opens, grows in the heart of a green wood,


in the moon, and in the endless looping


circuit of the planets. Mood carries it,


and books and holy fools, cotton, a useful tool


and knitting wool. I love the doubled O


in good and cosmos, and how O revolves,


solves, is in itself complete, unbroken,


a circle enclosing us, holding us all together,


every thing both in center and circumference


zeroing in on the Omega that finds


its ultimate center in the name of God.


—LUCI SHAW (1928– ), The Generosity
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The Annunciation, Alexander Ivanov (1806–1858)











✶ THE LORD IS WITH YOU ✶





AND THE ANGEL CAME TO MARY AND SAID,


“Hail, O favored one, the Lord is with you.”


But she was greatly troubled at the saying, and considered in her mind what sort of greeting this might be.


And the angel said to her, “Do not be afraid, Mary, for you have found favor with God. And behold, you will conceive in your womb and bear a son, and you shall call his name Jesus. He will be great, and will be called the Son of the Most High; and the Lord God will give to him the throne of his father David, and he will reign over the house of Jacob for ever; and of his kingdom there will be no end.”


And Mary said to the angel, “How shall this be, since I have no husband?”


And the angel said to her, “The Holy Spirit will come upon you, and the power of the Most High will overshadow you; therefore the child to be born will be called holy, the Son of God. And behold, your kinswoman Elizabeth in her old age has also conceived a son; and this is the sixth month with her who was called barren. For with God nothing will be impossible.”


And Mary said, “Behold, I am the handmaid of the Lord; let it be to me according to your word.”


And the angel departed from her.


—LUKE 1:28–38 (RSV), ADAPTED











✶ FAVORED ONE ✶



I’m a sucker for


those tales of origin


where the hero or heroine


comes to life on


the wrong side of the tracks.


The storyteller speeds us back


to the site of shack, or hovel


or humble village


like, say, Nazareth.


Here, the Heaven Express


makes a single stop


and out steps The Messenger


wings neatly folded away


brightness his only uniform.


Our heroine is immediately


distracted by his greeting


and why wouldn’t she be?


Seriously, who in his right mind


would call anyone living in


a penny-ante town like Nazareth


blessed or favored?


And yet Gabriel


called her favored twice


lest anyone forget.


Oh, the Gabriel–Mary encounter


is certainly well known


but it’s the details


we need pay attention to.


What made Mary favored


in the first place?


Was it perhaps that she was ready


to bear the impossible


to carry the Christ inside her


no matter the cost?


And are we ready to do the same?


If so, by God’s grace


we each wear this soul’s tattoo:


Favored one.


And we get to carry


the Christmas gift


of the Lord’s Light


wherever there is sunrise.


Luke 1:26–38


—NIKKI GRIMES (1950– ), Glory in the Margins
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The Annunciation, Church of Our Lady of the Assumption. Cordon. Haute-Savoie. France.





Mark the season of Advent by loving and serving others with God’s own love and concern.


—ST. MOTHER TERESA (1910–1997)
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✶ CHRISTMAS GIFTS ✶





JO WAS THE FIRST TO WAKE IN THE GRAY DAWN



of Christmas morning. No stockings hung at the fireplace, and for a moment she felt as much disappointed as she did long ago, when her little sock fell down because it was so crammed with goodies. Then she remembered her mother’s promise, and slipping her hand under her pillow, drew out a little crimson-covered book. She knew it very well, for it was that beautiful old story of the best life ever lived, and Jo felt that it was a true guide-book for any pilgrim going the long journey. She woke Meg with a “Merry Christmas,” and bade her see what was under her pillow. A green-covered book appeared, with the same picture inside, and a few words written by their mother, which made their one present very precious in their eyes. Presently Beth and Amy woke, to rummage and find their little books also,—one dovecolored, the other blue; and all sat looking at and talking about them, while the East grew rosy with the coming day.


In spite of her small vanities, Margaret had a sweet and pious nature, which unconsciously influenced her sisters, especially Jo, who loved her very tenderly, and obeyed her because her advice was so gently given.


“Girls,” said Meg, seriously, looking from the tumbled head beside her to the two little night-capped ones in the room beyond, “mother wants us to read and love and mind these books, and we must begin at once. We used to be faithful about it; but since father went away, and all this war trouble unsettled us, we have neglected many things. You can do as you please; but I shall keep my book on the table here, and read a little every morning as soon as I wake, for I know it will do me good, and help me through the day.”


Then she opened her new book and began to read. Jo put her arm round her, and, leaning cheek to cheek, read also, with the quiet expression so seldom seen on her restless face.


“How good Meg is! Come, Amy, let’s do as they do. I’ll help you with the hard words, and they’ll explain things if we don’t understand,” whispered Beth, very much impressed by the pretty books and her sisters’ example.


“I’m glad mine is blue,” said Amy; and then the rooms were very still while the pages were softly turned, and the winter sunshine crept in to touch the bright heads and serious faces with a Christmas greeting.


“Where is mother?” asked Meg, as she and Jo ran down to thank her for their gifts, half an hour later.


“Goodness only knows. Some poor person come a-beggin’, and your ma went straight off to see what was needed. There never was such a woman for givin’ away vittles and drink, clothes and firin’,” replied Hannah, who had lived with the family since Meg was born, and was considered by them all more as a friend than a housekeeper.


“She will be back soon, I guess; so do your cakes, and have everything ready,” said Meg, looking over the presents which were collected in a basket and kept under the sofa, ready to be produced at the proper time. “Why, where is Amy’s bottle of Cologne?” she added, as the little flask did not appear.


“She took it out a minute ago, and went off with it to put a ribbon on it, or some such notion,” replied Jo, dancing about the room to take the first stiffness off the new army-slippers.


“How nice my handkerchiefs look, don’t they? Hannah washed and ironed them for me, and I marked them all myself,” said Beth, looking proudly at the somewhat uneven letters which had cost her such labor.


“Bless the child, she’s gone and put ‘Mother’ on them instead of ‘M. March;’ how funny!” cried Jo, taking up one.


“Isn’t it right? I thought it was better to do it so, because Meg’s initials are ‘M. M.,’ and I don’t want any one to use these but Marmee,” said Beth, looking troubled.


“It’s all right, dear, and a very pretty idea; quite sensible, too, for no one can ever mistake now. It will please her very much, I know,” said Meg, with a frown for Jo, and a smile for Beth.


“There’s mother; hide the basket, quick!” cried Jo, as a door slammed, and steps sounded in the hall.


Amy came in hastily, and looked rather abashed when she saw her sisters all waiting for her.


“Where have you been, and what are you hiding behind you?” asked Meg, surprised to see, by her hood and cloak, that lazy Amy had been out so early.


“Don’t laugh at me, Jo, I didn’t mean any one should know till the time came. I only meant to change the little bottle for a big one, and I gave all my money to get it, and I’m truly trying not to be selfish any more.”


As she spoke. Amy showed the handsome flask which replaced the cheap one; and looked so earnest and humble in her little effort to forget herself, that Meg hugged her on the spot, and Jo pronounced her “a trump,” while Beth ran to the window, and picked her finest rose to ornament the stately bottle.


“You see I felt ashamed of my present, after reading and talking about being good this morning, so I ran round the corner and changed it the minute I was up; and I’m so glad, for mine is the handsomest now.”


Another bang of the street-door sent the basket under the sofa, and the girls to the table eager for breakfast.


“Merry Christmas, Marmee! Lots of them! Thank you for our books; we read some, and mean to every day,” they cried, in chorus.


“Merry Christmas, little daughters! I’m glad you began at once, and hope you will keep on. But I want to say one word before we sit down. Not far away from here lies a poor woman with a little new-born baby. Six children are huddled into one bed to keep from freezing, for they have no fire. There is nothing to eat over there; and the oldest boy came to tell me they were suffering hunger and cold. My girls, will you give them your breakfast as a Christmas present?”


They were all unusually hungry, having waited nearly an hour, and for a minute no one spoke; only a minute, for Jo exclaimed impetuously,—


“I’m so glad you came before we began!”


“May I go and help carry the things to the poor little children?” asked Beth, eagerly.


“I shall take the cream and the muffins,” added Amy, heroically giving up the articles she most liked.


Meg was already covering the buckwheats, and piling the bread into one big plate.


“I thought you’d do it,” said Mrs. March, smiling as if satisfied. “You shall all go and help me, and when we come back we will have bread and milk for breakfast, and make it up at dinnertime.”
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“Not far away from here lies a poor woman with a little new-born baby. Six children are huddled into one bed to keep from freezing, for they have no fire. There is nothing to eat over there; and the oldest boy came to tell me they were suffering hunger and cold. My girls, will you give them your breakfast as a Christmas present?”
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They were soon ready, and the procession set out. Fortunately it was early, and they went through back streets, so few people saw them, and no one laughed at the funny party.


A poor, bare, miserable room it was, with broken windows, no fire, ragged bed-clothes, a sick mother, wailing baby, and a group of pale, hungry children cuddled under one old quilt, trying to keep warm. How the big eyes stared, and the blue lips smiled, as the girls went in!


“Ach, mein Gott! it is good angels come to us!” cried the poor woman, crying for joy.


“Funny angels in hoods and mittens,” said Jo, and set them laughing.


In a few minutes it really did seem as if kind spirits had been at work there. Hannah, who had carried wood, made a fire, and stopped up the broken panes with old hats, and her own shawl. Mrs. March gave the mother tea and gruel, and comforted her with promises of help, while she dressed the little baby as tenderly as if it had been her own. The girls, meantime, spread the table, set the children round the fire, and fed them like so many hungry birds; laughing, talking, and trying to understand the funny broken English.


“Das ist gute!” “Der angel-kinder!” cried the poor things, as they ate, and warmed their purple hands at the comfortable blaze. The girls had never been called angel children before, and thought it very agreeable, especially Jo. That was a very happy breakfast, though they didn’t get any of it; and when they went away, leaving comfort behind, I think there were not in all the city four merrier people than the hungry little girls who gave away their breakfasts, and contented themselves with bread and milk on Christmas morning.


“That’s loving our neighbor better than ourselves, and I like it,” said Meg, as they set out their presents, while their mother was up stairs collecting clothes for the poor Hummels.


Not a very splendid show, but there was a great deal of love done up in the few little bundles; and the tall vase of red roses, white chrysanthemums, and trailing vines, which stood in the middle, gave quite an elegant air to the table.


“She’s coming! strike up, Beth, open the door, Amy. Three cheers for Marmee!” cried Jo, prancing about, while Meg went to conduct mother to the seat of honor.


Beth played her gayest march, Amy threw open the door, and Meg enacted escort with great dignity. Mrs. March was both surprised and touched; and smiled with her eyes full as she examined her presents, and read the little notes which accompanied them. The slippers went on at once, a new handkerchief was slipped into her pocket, well scented with Amy’s Cologne, the rose was fastened in her bosom, and the nice gloves were pronounced “a perfect fit.”
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There was a good deal of laughing, and kissing, and explaining, in the simple, loving fashion which makes these home-festivals so pleasant at the time, so sweet to remember long afterward.
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There was a good deal of laughing, and kissing, and explaining, in the simple, loving fashion which makes these home-festivals so pleasant at the time, so sweet to remember long afterward, and then all fell to work.


The morning charities and ceremonies took so much time, that the rest of the day was devoted to preparations for the evening festivities. Being still too young to go often to the theatre, and not rich enough to afford any great outlay for private performances, the girls put their wits to work, and, necessity being the mother of invention, made whatever they needed.


—LOUISA MAY ALCOTT (1832–1888), Little Women





[image: Image]








OEBPS/styles/page-template.xpgt
 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 


   





OEBPS/images/pg10_1.jpg





OEBPS/images/pg8_1.jpg





OEBPS/images/pg12_1.jpg





OEBPS/images/pg7_1.jpg





OEBPS/images/pg26_1.jpg





OEBPS/images/pg14_1.jpg





OEBPS/images/pg9_1.jpg
ADVENT

O COME, EMMANUEL






OEBPS/images/cmn_1.jpg





OEBPS/images/pg19_1.jpg





OEBPS/images/cmn_2.jpg





OEBPS/images/pg18_1.jpg





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
AN ADVENT AND CHRISTMAS
TREASURY OF READINGS,
POEMS, AND PRAYERS






OEBPS/images/pg1_1.jpg
AN ADVENT AND CHRISTMAS
* TREASURY OF READINGS, *
POEMS, AND PRAYERS

PARACLETE PRESS

a's
PARACLETE PRESS

Brewster, Massachusetts






