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Jeremiah 33:14-16
Psalm 25:1-9
1 Thessalonians 3:9-13
Luke 21:25-36
We have come to the Season of Advent.  It is hard to believe but we are here only four weeks away from Christmas – the Incarnation of our Lord Jesus Christ.

This year in my sermons I am stepping away from the lectionary per se and offering a series of meditations and/or reflections based on overall themes of the season.

Advent is one of my favorite times of Year, both spiritually and also in the natural world.       

I love this time of year.  I love the cold and the wind.   I have always loved wind.  I love its power and strength.  It is hugely powerful, so strong as to erode rock yet it is invisible.  

I love the night sky this time of year also.  It is so deep and dark.  I love the brilliant stars and winter moon.  I love to walk at night, looking up at the stars.  I love their deep silence, the incredible song they sing; the song of creation, the song of life.

It happened one night, many years ago, as I left the house to walk our dog before bed.  I stepped out on the porch and looked up at the sky. The stars were amazing that night; like brilliant diamonds in the sky.  They were millions of tiny balls of light and life.  I was drawn further into the stars that night than ever before.  It was almost as if I was lifted from the earth and pulled toward them, into them.  They were telling their story.  I could hear them in my heart.  They were telling the Good News of creation, of God, of Christ.  They were silent but deafening.   

This was the first in a series of events that ultimately led me to ordained ministry and to St. James.

Since that night, images of the night sky, of stars, almost always bring me to tears.  Images in any possible form, psalms, poetry, photos, paintings, etc. They all speak of that one night; of all the nights I hear their silent song.   

One of my favorite psalms, psalm #19, speaks of the silent song of the heavens.  It begins, 
19   Cæli enarrant (The St Helena Breviary)

The heavens declare your glory, O God, *

     and the firmament shows your handiwork.

One day tells its tale to another, *

     and one night imparts knowledge to 
another.

Although they have no words or language, *

 
and their voices are not heard,

Their sound has gone out into all lands, *

     and their message to the ends of the world.

Another example of this emotional image for me is found in Hymn # 9 in our hymnal.   The first two verses go like this:

Not here for high and holy things
we render thanks to thee,
but for the common things of earth,
the purple pageantry
of dawning and of dying days,
the splendor of the sea,

the royal robes of autumn moors,
the golden gates of spring,
the velvet of soft summer nights,
the silver glistering
of all the million million stars,
the silent song they sing,


Not here for high and holy things

Words: Geoffrey Anketel Studdert-Kennedy 

Music: Morning Song 

Meter: 86 86 86 

And still another hymn that moves me to tears is: Fairest Lord Jesus the 2nd verse.

Fair is the sunshine, fairer still the moonlight,

and all the twinkling starry host:

Jesus shines brighter, Jesus shines purer

than all the angels heaven can boast.

Fairest Lord Jesus

Text: Munster Gesangbuch; trans. by Joseph August Seiss 
Music: Schlesische Volkslieder; arr. by Richard Storrs Willis 
Tune: ST. ELIZABETH, Meter: 568.558
These images bring me back to that night when I first heard the stars sing.  

Advent is about slowing down and listening for and connecting with that song.

I love this time of year because I can find in the heavens those two wonderful and easily identifiable constellations, the Pleiades and the hunter, Orion.  I love watching them move across the sky as winter progresses.  I love knowing that they are keeping watch over all creation as they pass by.  At this time of year they are just rising in the early evening sky.  Later in the evening when I go out to walk just before bed, the Pleiades are almost directly overhead.  They tell me Advent is upon us.  

And for those who love and pray Evening Prayer we find:
Seek him who made the Pleiades and Orion, 

     and turns deep darkness into the 
morning, 

     and darkens the day into night;

who calls for the waters of the sea 

     and pours them out upon the surface of
 the earth:  

The Lord is his name.  

Amos 5:8

I also love the deep silence of this time of year.  
I love how the light is reflected off the ground and snow, if we have it, at night; how it changes everything to that moonlight blue.  I love the many shades of blues of the evening sky, the blues that progress slowly from bright sunny blue down to the deepest darkest blues just before dark.  I love the feeling of emptiness in the forest, the cold harsh light there this time of year.  I love the emptiness of the landscape but its fullness as well, all of it brimming with life.  

There is something very unique, very harsh but very abundant about the woods this time of year.  I love to walk in the woods as many of you already know.  I love to touch trees, touch their bark, and feel the life that flows within; feel the quietness and the anticipation of life ahead.  
I love to connect to the energy, the life that fills them and connects them to one another and to us.  I love to walk in the woods along a lake or high on a mountain side because there is almost always a breeze blowing and at this time of year it is often a strong wind.  As I walk among the trees they are somehow transformed before my eyes.  They remain trees but they become beings that ‘wave their hands’ in the air praising God.  They sway back and forth rejoicing in God’s presence.  They ‘clap their hands’ together’ praising God, the God of creation.  It is an amazing sight; a sight that thrills me.  It thrills me to know that all of creation is able to join in the song of praise that we offer to God, the song, that silent song of love that fills the air.  The song we listen for each Advent.  The song the stars silently sing; the song Mary heard; the song the shepherds and magi heard and followed to the holy family.  The earth is rejoicing, is preparing for something spectacular to occur.  It waits patiently, expectantly.  
Frederick Bueckner begins his definition of Advent in this way.  Bueckner says,

‘The house lights go off and the footlights come on.  Even the chattiest stop chattering as they wait in darkness for the curtain to go up.  In the orchestra pit, the violin bows are poised.  The conductor has raised his baton.

‘In the silence of midwinter dusk there is far off in the deeps of it somewhere a sound so faint that for all you can tell it may be only the sound of silence itself.  You hold your breath to listen.

‘You walk up the steps to the front door.  The empty windows at either side of it tell you nothing, or almost nothing.  For a second you catch a whiff in the air of some fragrance that reminds you of a place you have never been and a time you have no words for.  You are aware of your beating heart.

‘The extraordinary thing that is about to happen is matched only by the extraordinary moment just before it happens.  Advent is the name of that moment. 

I love this definition.

Advent is about expectation.  About waiting.  It is about longing.  About sitting on the edge of your seat ready to explode with anticipation.  It is about silence but not silent silence, but alive, active, noisy silence.  Silence that is so overwhelming, so deafening, you almost have to block your ears to it.  It is about listening to your heart beat.  

It is about waiting for that extraordinary moment, that extraordinary event, just before it finally happens.  Advent is about that feeling of anticipation!

This waiting, this longing, this anticipation is what the stars are singing about.  This IS the story, the song.  It is the same song Mary heard so long ago.  It is the song we continue to hear today if only we listen hard enough with our hearts.  I think this is the key to finding and living Advent to its fullest.  Living Advent is about slowing down, stopping in fact and listening to the world around us, listening with our heart.  

Advent is about preparing ourselves to receive the most precious gift we could ever image, Jesus.  
By slowing down and stopping the craziness of the outside world, we are able to open our hearts and prepare them to receive Jesus as a baby in the manger, in the manger of our heart.    

If we can slow down enough maybe, just maybe, we too will hear the silent song, the song that announces to the world that this is God’s son.  This is the special moment we have been waiting for our whole lives.  
I would like to end this reflection with a psalm written by Edward Hays from his book Prayers for A Planetary Pilgrim.

Psalm of an Advent Ear

With prayerful pleas

and Advent songs of longing,

I await the birth of God’s Anointed One.

Come, O Gift of heaven’s harmony,

and attune my third ear,

the ear of my heart,

so that I may hear,

just as Mary,
faithful woman of Israel,
heard.

O God, the time is short,

these days are too few

as I prepare for the feast

of the birth of Mary’s Son.

Busy days, crowded to the brim,

with long lists of gifts to buy

and things that must be done.

Show to me, also your highly favored child,

how to guard my heart

from the noise and hurry’s whirl,

so that I might hear your voice

calling my heart to create an empty
space

that might be pregnant with heaven’s
fire.

Quiet me within,

clothe my body in peacefulness,

that your Word once again may take
flesh –

this time, within me –

as once it did in holy Mary,

long Advent days ago.
Let us Pray.

O God of the stars and song; open our hearts during this season of Advent, that we may hear your song of creation, our song of love and receive your Word deep within our bodies.  In Christ’s name.  Amen.

� Prayers for a Planetary Pilgrim: a Personal Manual for Prayer and Ritual; Edward Hays; Forest of Peace Publishing, Inc; Notre Dame IN; 1989. Pg 128. 
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