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Readings for the Second Week in Advent 

 
Lord, you have given us your word for a light to shine on our path 
Inspire us to meditate on that word and follow its teaching, 
That we may find in it the light which shines  
 more and more  until it is perfect day. 
through Jesus Christ our Lord    Amen 
  

 
      

We hoard light, hunkered in holt and burrow, 
In cave, cwtsh, den, earth, hut, lair. 

Sun blinks. Trees take down their hair. 
Dusk wires horizons, seeps into the room, 
the last flame of geranium in the gloom. 

 
In the shortening day, bring in the late flowers 

to crisp in a vase, beech to break into leaf, 
a branch of larch. Take winter by the throat.  

Feed the common birds, tits and finches, 
the spotted woodpecker in his opera coat. 

 

Let’s learn to love the icy winter moon, 
or moonless dark and winter constellations, 

Jupiter’s glow, a slow incoming plane, 
neighbourly window’s, someone’s flickering screen, 

A lamp-lit page, drawn curtains. 
 

Let us praise intimacy, talk and books, 
music and silence, wind and rain, 

the beautiful bones of trees, taste of cold air, 
darkening fields, the glittering city, 

that winter longing, hiraeth, something like prayer. 
 

Under the  stilled heartbeat of trees, 
wind-snapped branches, mulch and root, 

a million bluebell bulbs lie low 
ready to flare in lengthening light, 

after the dark, the frozen earth, the snow. 
 

Out there, fox and buzzard, kite and crow 
are clearing the ground for the myth. 
On the darkest day bring in the tree, 

cool and pungent as forest. Turn up the music. 
    Pour us a glass. Dress the house in pagan finery.   

 Ode to Winter, Gillian Clarke 



 

 
 
 
 
 

Spirit of place. Spirit of time. Reform 
The rugged oaks and chestnuts. Now they stand 

Naked and pallid giants out of storm 
And out of sorts. It is the autumn’s end 

 

And this is Winter brought in by All Saints 
Fast followed by All Souls to keep us in  

Touch will chill and death. Each re-acquaints 
Us with the year’s end. Yet we now begin 

 

A life of realism, watching out 
For a red sunset, grateful for a dawn 

Of Rich light now. Tall shadows step and strut 
 

Facing the big wind daily coming on 
Faster. This is the season of right doubt 

While that elected child waits to be born. 
      

November Sonnet, Elizabeth Jennings 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



She had not held her secret long enough 
To covet it but wished it shared as though 
Telling would tame the terrifying moment 

When she, most calm in her own afternoon, 
Felt the intrepid angel, heard 

His beating wings, his voice across her prayer. 
 

This was the thing she needed to impart, 
The uncalm moment, the strange interruption, 

The angel bring pain disguised as joy, 
But mixed with this was something she could share 

And not abandon, simply how 
A child sprang in her like the first of seeds. 

 
And in that stillness of that other day 
The afternoon exposed its emptiness, 

Shadows adrift from light, the long road turning 
In a dry sequence of the sun. And she 

No apprehensive figure seemed 
Only a moving silence through the land. 

 
And all her journeying was a caressing 
With her mind of secrets to be spoken. 

The simple face of birth soon overshadowed 
The shadow of the angel. When she came 

 Close to her cousin’s house she kept 
Only the message of her happiness. 

 
And those two women in their quick embrace 
Gazed at each other with looks undisturbed  

By men or miracles. It was the child 
Who laid his shadow on their afternoon 

By stirring suddenly, by bringing 
Back the broad echoes of those beating wings. 

    The Visitation, Elizabeth Jennings 

 
 

 ‘Three, two, one, zero. Lift off’ 
 Signals Mission Control. And off they go 
 To the dark parts of the planet 
 In their pressurised spacesuits, 
 Cocooned in technology, the astronauts. 
 
 Mission Control whispers in someone’s ear. 
 ‘Yes’ she says, ‘I will’ And in due time 
 A different traveller makes a quieter journey, 
 Arriving hungry, naked, true to instructions, 
 Docking on Earth, taking the one small step. 

      U.A. Fanthorpe,  Christmas Traffic 



Now the birth of Jesus Christ was on this wise: When his mother Mary was 
espoused to Joseph, before they came together, she was found to be with child 
of the Holy Ghost. 
 
Then Joseph, her husband, being a just man and not willing to make her  a 
public example, was minded to put her away privily.  
 
But while he thought on these things, behold, an angel of the Lord appeared 
to him in a dream, saying, Joseph, thou son of David, fear not to take unto 
thee Mary thy wife: for that which is conceived in her is of the Holy Ghost. 
And she shall bring forth a son, and thou shalt call his name JESUS: for he 
shall save his people from their sins. 
 
Now all this was done, so that it might be fulfilled which was spoken of the 
Lord by the prophet, saying, 
Behold, a virgin shall be with child, and shall bring forth a son, and they shall 
call his name Emmanuel, which being interpreted is, God with us. 
 
Then Joseph being raised from sleep did as the angel of the Lord had bidden 
him, and took unto him his wife: 
And knew her not till she had brought forth her firstborn son: and he called 
his name Jesus.       

Matthew 1. 18-25, AV 
        

 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Four times the common labourer laid down to rest 

 to seek the ordinary solace of night only to be 
 astonished in sleep by the arrival of power, 
 an advent, the dream voice beyond all voices 
 speaking into his life with easy authority: 



 
  Forget convention and marry the overshadowed girl. 
  Forget plans and flee to a place 
  as alien and angular as its monuments. 
  Forget your fears and journey again through the desert 
  to the occupied country of your father. 
  Forget home and settle instead in the land of prophecy. 
 

 Four times he saw - what? 
 A blazing messenger, an other-worldly prince of light. 
 Four times he heard - what? 
 Words of thunder quaking the solid ground on which he lived. 
 

  Who knows so clearly what he truly dreams? 
  Who trusts so deeply the strange revelations of 
  his own inner landscape? 
  Who acts so boldly on what he knows in himself 
  against the evidence of everything he sees? 
  Who believes so humbly that he is chosen, too 
  for a role that makes miracles possible? 
 

 This one did. 
 Four times. 

                   Sandy S. , Advent 2010, JOSEPH (from a blog, ‘As I live daily) 
 

 
Thank you God, for fathers, for those who 
     mark a path in life for us to follow, 
For someone to say, ‘Hey, that’s not the way — 
     here, let me show you.’ 
For someone to make loving look easy — 
Our Fathers.  Amen 

      Jeremy Wilson Father’s Day 
 

  
 
Thy Word is a lantern to my feet: and a light unto my paths. 
I have sworn, and am steadily purposed: to keep thy righteous judgements. 
I am troubled above measure: quicken me, O Lord, according to thy word. 
Let the free-will offerings of my mouth please thee, O Lord : and teach me thy 
judgements. 
My soul is alway in my hand: yet do I not forget thy law. 
The ungodly have laid a snare for me: but I swerved not from thy 
commandments. 
Thy testimonies have I claimed as mine heritage forever: and why? they are 
the very joy of my heart. 
I have applied my heart to fulfil thy statutes alway: even unto the end. 

        
Psalm 119, v.106-112 

 



 
I am Joseph, Carpenter, 
Of David’s kingly line, 

I wanted an heir; discovered 
My wife’s son wasn’t mine. 

 
I am an obstinate lover, 

Loved Mary for better or worse. 
Wouldn’t stop loving when I found 

Someone Else came first. 
 

Mine was the likeness I hoped for 
When the first-born man-child came. 
But nothing of him was me. I couldn’t 

Even choose his name. 
 

I am Joseph, who wanted  
To teach my boy how to live. 
My lesson to my foster son: 

Endure. Love. Give. 
   U.A.Fanthorpe, I am Joseph 

 
 

   
 
 



   Let us, then, labour for an inward stillness,— 
   An inward stillness and an inward healing; 
   That perfect silence where lips and heart  
   Are still, and we no longer entertain 
   Our own imperfect thoughts and vain opinions, 
   But God alone speaks in us, and we wait 
   In singleness of heart, that we may know 
   His will, and in the silence of our spirits, 
   That we may do His will, and do that only! 

      
Henry Wordsworth Longfellow,  John Endicott 

 
 
For me to be a saint means to be myself. Therefore the problem of sanctity 
and salvation is in fact the problem of finding out who I am and of discovering 
my true self. 
 Trees and animals have no problem. God makes them what they are 
without consulting them, and they are perfectly satisfied. 
With us it is different. God leaves us to be whatever we like. We can be 
ourselves or not, as we please. We are at liberty to be real, or to be unreal. We 
may be true or false, the choice is ours. We may wear now one mask, and now 
another, and never, if we so desire, appear with our own true face… 
 We are free beings and sons of God… We are called to share with 
God the work of creating the truth of our identity. We can evade this 
responsibility by playing with masks, and this pleases us because it can 
appear at times to be a free and creative way of living. It is quite easy, it 
seems to please everyone. But in the long run the cost and the sorrow come 
very high. To work out our own identity in God …demands close attention to 
reality every moment. Unless I desire this identity and work to find it in Him, 
the work will never be done. 

     Thomas Merton,  New Seeds of Contemplation 
 
 

Who, being a mortal, can tell about the Reviver of all, 
Who left the height of his majesty and came down to smallness? 

You, who magnify all by being born, magnify my weak mind 
that I may tell of your birth, 

not to investigate your majesty, 
but to proclaim your grace. 

Blessed is he who is both hidden and revealed in his actions! 
 

It is a great wonder that the Son, who dwelt entirely in a body, 
inhabited it entirely, and it sufficed for him. 

Although limitless, he dwelt in it. 
His will was entirely in him; but his totality was not in him. 

Who is sufficient to proclaim that 
although he dwelt entirely in a body, 
still he dwelt entirely in the universe? 

Blessed be the Unlimited who was limited. 



 
Your majesty is hidden from us; your grace is revealed before us. 

I will be silent, my Lord, about your majesty, 
but I will speak about your grace. 

Your grace made you a babe; 
your grace made you a human being. 

Your majesty contracted and stretched out. 
Blessed is the power that became small and became  great! 

 
The Magi rejoiced from afar; the scribes proclaimed him from nearby. 

The prophet showed his erudition, and Herod his fury. 
The scribes showed interpretations; the Magi showed offerings. 

It is a wonder that to one babe the kinspeople rushed 
with their swords 

but strangers with their offerings. 
Blessed is your birth that stirred up the universe! 

       
from A hymn of Ephraim of Syria 

 
 

Bridle of colts untamed, over our wills presiding; 
 Wing of unwandering birds, our flight securely guiding, 
 Rudder of youth unbending, 
 Firm against adverse shock; 
 Shepherd, with wisdom tending 
 Lamb of the royal flock; 
 Thy simple children bring 
 In one, that they may sing 
 In solemn lays 
 Their hymns of praise 
 With guileless lips to Christ their King. 

    
Clement of Alexandria (c150 -215) A hymn to Christ the Saviour 

 
 

      
  
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  



 
Come, my Light, my Feast, my Strength: 

  Such a light as shows a feast: 
  Such a feast as mends in length: 
  Such a strength as makes his guest. 
 
  Come, my Joy, my Love, my Heart: 
  Such a joy as none can move: 
  Such a love as none can part: 
  Such a heart as joyes in Love. 

      George Herbert  
 

 
 

 Lord, raise up (we pray thee) thy power, and come among us, and with great 
might succour us: that whereas, through our sins and wickedness we are sore 
let and hindered in running the race that is set before us, thy bountiful grace 
and mercy may speedily help and deliver us; through the satisfaction of thy 
Son our Lord, to whom with thee and the Holy Ghost be honour and glory 
world without end. Amen  

     BCP Collect for the 4th Sunday in Advent 
 


