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The Beginning is Near! 
 

+++ 
 

We come to the beg inning again. 
 

We come to ge t  ready.  
 

We prepare ,  we make room for the mystery .  
 

We gather with the expec tat ion o f  God with us ,   
 

the div ine presence born human.  
 

Emmanuel ,  we wait .  
 

+++ 
 

In the season of Advent, we make time to open ourselves to the Holy. 
We slow down in the midst of a busy season, 

pausing to look for light, and trust in hope together. 
We prepare ourselves for the mystery of Christmas. 

 
So how do we get ready? 

 
We invite you to prepare 
  through story and light,  

song and reflection –  
ways we can pray into that Mystery  
which escapes being fully explained,  

and can only be experienced. 
 
To hear recordings of these songs, visit www.allsoulsparish.org/advent/. 

 
As you move through the days and weeks of Advent, 

may this time of waiting for beginning again  
awaken your spirit and inspire wonder in your heart. 



Prayers for the First Week of Advent 
 

Waiting 
 
 

Gather in God’s name, lighting one candle 
May God be with you… and also with you. 
 
Listen for the Holy  
Be patient, therefore, beloved, until the coming of the Lord. The farmer waits for the 
precious crop from the earth, being patient with it until it receives the early and the 
late rains. You also must be patient. Strengthen your hearts, for the coming of the 
Lord is near. 
 – James 5:7-8 
 
Respond 
What did you hear today? What have you seen while you wait? What hinders — or 
helps — your practice of holy waiting? 
 
Pray  
Pray for patience, pray for vision, pray for the journey of Advent ahead. 
 
Sing: If In Your Heart, by Ana Hernández 

 
 
The Lord’s Prayer 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
Birth of the Blues 
—Miller Williams 
 
John Keats never read Dylan Thomas or Yeats. 
Dante didn’t know Shakespeare. Neither did Jesus. 
I think of those I will never know, from countries 
whose languages sound to me like mathematics, 
that prince, for instance, who wrote in Siamese 
in the seventeenth century, who could well have been 
the best of all of us for all I know. 
 
I think about that poet born today 
in Montreal whose verses will go with vessels 
blown by the lights of stars to the curling edge. 
 
I know he is there. Listen. This is the time. 
Or she is. Lord. Lord. I feel like Herod. 
 
 
 
Close, sharing God’s blessing and giving thanks together. 



Prayers for the Second Week of Advent 
 

Turning Around 
 

Gather in God’s name, lighting two candles 
May God be with you… and also with you. 
 
Listen for the Holy  
John the baptizer appeared in the wilderness, proclaiming a baptism of repentance 
for the forgiveness of sins. And people from the whole Judean countryside and all 
the people of Jerusalem were going out to him, and were baptized by him in the river 
Jordan, confessing their sins. Now John was clothed with camel’s hair, with a leather 
belt around his waist, and he ate locusts and wild honey. He proclaimed, ‘The one 
who is more powerful than I is coming after me; I am not worthy to stoop down and 
untie the thong of his sandals. I have baptized you with water; but he will baptize 
you with the Holy Spirit.’      – Mark 1:4-8 
 
Respond 
What did you hear today? Where are you called to turn around? What can guide your 
turning, and help you to keep following a new path?  
 
Pray  
Pray for discernment, pray for strength, pray for the conviction to begin turning and 
continue in a new direction. 
 
Sing: Open My Heart, by Ana Hernández 
 

 
 
The Lord’s Prayer 



Thanks 
—W. S. Merwin 
 

Listen  
with the night falling we are saying thank you  
we are stopping on the bridges to bow from the railings  
we are running out of the glass rooms  
with our mouths full of food to look at the sky  
and say thank you  
we are standing by the water thanking it  
smiling by the windows looking out  
in our directions  
 

back from a series of hospitals back from a mugging  
after funerals we are saying thank you  
after the news of the dead  
whether or not we knew them we are saying thank you 
 

over telephones we are saying thank you  
in doorways and in the backs of cars and in elevators  
remembering wars and the police at the door  
and the beatings on stairs we are saying thank you  
in the banks we are saying thank you  
in the faces of the officials and the rich 
and of all who will never change 
we go on saying thank you thank you 
 

with the animals dying around us  
our lost feelings we are saying thank you  
with the forests falling faster than the minutes  
of our lives we are saying thank you  
with the words going out like cells of a brain  
with the cities growing over us  
we are saying thank you faster and faster  
with nobody listening we are saying thank you  
we are saying thank you and waving  
dark though it is  
 
 
 

Close, sharing God’s blessing and giving thanks together. 



Prayers for the Third Week of Advent 
 

Light in the Darkness 
 
Gather in God’s name, lighting three candles 
May God be with you… and also with you. 
 
Listen for the Holy  
In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with God, and the Word was 
God. He was in the beginning with God. All things came into being through him, 
and without him not one thing came into being. What has come into being in him 
was life, and the life was the light of all people. The light shines in the darkness, and 
the darkness did not overcome it.  
– John 1:1-5 
 
Respond 
What did you hear today? Where do you see the light? What does this light reveal? 
 
Pray  
Pray with open eyes. Pray studying the light. Pray for the dark places in our hearts 
and in our world. Pray into the light. 
 
Sing: When the Night Becomes Dark, by Suzanne Toolan, from Taizé  

 



The Lord’s Prayer 
 
 
 
Peck Small Tracks 
—Tess Taylor 
 
Novitiate to the winter’s glaze 
by day you weave your songs in white. 
 
Then dusk falls, rich Madonna blue. 
Branches shuttle icy rosaries. 
 
Lights flare, swim the evening black. 
The page waits. Again you try 
 
to print a common thing: how this one day 
slipped by—at dawn shadows bloomed 
 
then shrank by noon to pinnacles. 
Outside: the tree’s dark alphabet. 
 
After the rain, the field, a pockmarked carpet. 
Beneath the ice some seed 
 
holds code, waiting warmth to speak it. 
Now the night is ink, the field is wide:  
 
you look to peck small tracks across it. 
 
 
 
 
Close, sharing God’s blessing and giving thanks together. 



Prayers for the Fourth Week of Advent 
 

Incarnate Hope 
 

Gather in God’s name, lighting four candles 
May God be with you… and also with you. 
 
Listen for the Holy  
And Mary said, ‘My soul magnifies the Lord, and my spirit rejoices in God 
my Savior, for he has looked with favor on the lowliness of his servant. Surely, from 
now on all generations will call me blessed; for the Mighty One has done great things 
for me, and holy is his name. His mercy is for those who fear him from generation to 
generation. He has shown strength with his arm; he has scattered the proud in the 
thoughts of their hearts. He has brought down the powerful from their thrones, and 
lifted up the lowly; he has filled the hungry with good things, and sent the rich away 
empty. He has helped his servant Israel, in remembrance of his mercy, according to 
the promise he made to our ancestors, to Abraham and to his descendants for ever.’  
– Luke 1:46-55 
 
Respond 
What did you hear today? Where can you see God in your midst? Where does this 
hope lead you? 
 
Pray  
Pray with your body, in action. Pray for all bodies in danger. Pray for the Body of 
Christ, that we may live into hope, together as one. 
 
Sing: Take, O Take Me as I Am, by John Bell 

 



The Lord’s Prayer 
 
 
Sabbaths 1987 — VI 
—Wendell Berry 
 
Remembering that it happened once, 
We cannot turn away the thought, 
As we go out, cold, to our barns 
Toward the long night’s end, that we 
Ourselves are living in the world 
It happened in when it first happened, 
That we ourselves, opening a stall 
(A latch thrown open countless times 
Before), might find them breathing there, 
Foreknown: the Child bedded in straw, 
The mother kneeling over Him, 
The husband standing in belief 
He scarcely can believe, in light 
That lights them from no source we see, 
An April morning’s light, the air 
Around them joyful as a choir. 
We stood with one hand on the door,  
Looking into another world 
That is this world, the pale daylight 
Coming just as before, our chores 
To do, the cattle all awake, 
Our own white frozen breath hanging  
In front of us; and we are here 
As we have never been before, 
Sighted as not before, our place 
Holy, although we knew it not.  
 
 

 
Close, sharing God’s blessing and giving thanks together. 



Where the Light Begins 
A Blessing for Christmas  

Placing a white candle in the center of your Advent wreath, 
light all the candles and pray. 

 
Perhaps it does not begin. 
Perhaps it is always. 
 
Perhaps it takes 
a lifetime 
to open our eyes, 
to learn to see 
what has forever 
shimmered in front of us— 
 
the luminous line 
of the map 
in the dark 
 
the vigil flame 
in the house 
of the heart 
 
the love 
so searing 
we cannot keep 
from singing, 
from crying out 
in testimony 
and praise. 
 

Perhaps this day 
will be the mountain 
over which 
the dawn breaks. 
 
Perhaps we 
will turn our face 
toward it, 
toward what has been 
always. 
 
Perhaps 
our eyes 
will finally open 
in ancient recognition, 
willingly dazzled, 
illuminated at last. 
 
Perhaps this day 
the light begins 
in us. 
—Jan Richardson 
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