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Immaculate Heart of Mary 
Advent Evensong I 
Nov. 30, 2022 – 5 pm 
 
 
Anthem (Paul) - Come, God-With-Us 
 
Prayer (Marianne) 
 

During this time of remembrance and preparation, O God, as we light the hope candle, 
we pray that you would help us focus our eyes on you, the light of the world.  
 
We ask that you would cause us to be ready to welcome and receive you. As your word 
says,  

 
that the God of hope himself would fill us with all joy and peace in believing, 
abounding in hope by the power of the Holy Spirit; 
 
that you would make known to us how great are the riches of the glory of your 
mystery; 
 
that we would realize the certainty and the hope of Christ in us, the hope of glory. 

 
And as we wait, may we observe the words of the Apostle Paul in his letter to the 
Romans, “rejoicing in hope, patient in tribulation, constant in prayer.”  
 
In Jesus’ precious and holy name we pray. Amen 

 
Antiphon (Paul) – Advent Wreath Lighting – 1st week in Advent (piece we did Sunday) – 
Marianne to light wreath as Paul sings 
 
Anthem (Paul) – O Jesus, Grant Me Hope and Comfort 
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Poem  (Marianne) 
 
Sunday Before Advent, by Christina Rossetti 
 
The end of all things is at hand. We all 
Stand in the balance trembling as we stand; 
Or if not trembling, tottering to a fall. 
The end of all things is at hand. 
 
O hearts of men, covet the unending land! 
O hearts of men, covet the musical, 
Sweet, never-ending waters of that strand! 
 
While Earth shows poor, a slippery rolling ball, 
And Hell looms vast, a gulf unplumbed, unspanned, 
And Heaven flings wide its gates to great and small, 
The end of all things is at hand. 

 
Psalm (Paul) – Psalm 85: Lord, Let Us See Your Kindness (Gather 73) 
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Poem (Marianne) 
 
The Winter Is Cold, Is Cold, by Madeleine L’Engle 
 
The winter is cold, is cold. 
All’s spent in keeping warm. 
Has joy been frozen, too? 
I blow upon my hands 
Stiff from the biting wind. 
My heart beats slow, beats slow. 
What has become of joy? 
 
If joy’s gone from my heart 
Then it is closed to You 
Who made it, gave it life. 
If I protect myself 
I’m hiding, Lord, from you. 
How we defend ourselves 
In ancient suits of mail! 
 
Protected from the sword, 
Shrinking from the wound, 
We look for happiness, 
Small, safety-seeking, dulled, 
Selfish, exclusive, in-turned. 
Elusive, evasive, peace comes 
Only when it’s not sought. 
 
Help me forget the cold 
That grips the grasping world. 
Let me stretch out my hands 
To purifying fire, 
Clutching fingers uncurled. 
Look! Here is the melting joy. 
My heart beats once again. 

 
Song (Paul) – Come Lord Jesus 
Reflection (Marianne) 

 
“Hope” is the thing with feathers, by Emily Dickinson 
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“Hope” is the thing with feathers 
That perches in the soul – 
And sings the tune without the words – 
And never stops – at all – 
 
And sweetest – in the Gale – is heard – 
And sore must be the storm – 
That could abash the little Bird 
That kept so many warm – 
 
I’ve heard it in the chillest land – 
And on the strangest Sea – 
Yet – never – in Extremity, 
It asked a crumb – of me. 
 
Advent is a season when we lean into hope. We look to the coming of Christ as a 
promise that a better world waits for us even as we wait for it. In Jesus, we find hope 
that love will have the final word. We dream of a world where swords are transformed 
into plowshares, and spears into pruning hooks. A world without conflict and division, 
where no one learns war anymore. 
 
But Advent is also tricky because we anticipate and find hope in the birth of a savior 
who was already born millennia ago, already died and rose again and ascended. And yet 
here are, in a world still broken, still wrecked and wrecking, waiting to see our hope 
realized in some unimaginable future. 
 
Our faith dares us, in this season and always, to believe that a better world, a better 
way, is possible. And we are called to recognize that taking hold of hope, moving toward 
that better world, requires that we relinquish our white knuckle grasp on the broken 
ways of this world. After all, we cannot take hold of plowshares and pruning hooks if our 
hands are still full of swords and spears. 
 
If hope is the thing with feathers that perches in our souls, perhaps it also lifts us up, 
above the hopeless messiness of this world, so can we catch a glimpse of the world 
made new, and then get to work. 

 
Piano (Rich) – O Come, O Come, Emmanuel 
 
Prayer (Marianne) 



5 
 

 
Christ our Advent hope, 
Bare brown trees, 
Etched dark across a winter sky, 
Leaves fallen, rustling, 
Ground hard and cold, 
Remind us to prepare for your coming; 
Remind us to prepare for the time 
When the soles of your feet will touch the ground, 
When you will become one of us 
To be at one with us. 
Amen 

(Kate McIlhagga) 
 
Hymn (Paul) - Awake, Awake, and Greet the New Morn (Gather 265) 


