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Micah 5:2-5a
Canticle 3 or 15 
Hebrews 10:5-10
Luke 1:39-45, (46-55)
Reflection # 4 – longing and waiting – return to night, silent song

This morning I am asking that we return to the night after a busy three weeks of trying to find silence, find God; of trying to live in the outside world.
Let us return to the night, to the stars, to the silent song, to Orion and the Pleiades.
Night and darkness seems to help me focus somehow.  I am a very visual person – so much so that if I were to sing a hymn from our hymnal and then immediately sing the same hymn with the same words from another hymnal I would struggle – primarily with words but with the notes as well.  The hymns position on the page is altered, therefore I become disoriented.

Night – darkness – calms my mind.  I am no longer distracted by the leaf blowing in the wind or the bird in the tree.  While these are all wonderful things – all gifts from God for me to enjoy – I can get distracted by them quite easily.  Night reduces the size of my world at least part of the time – other times night expands it.

We return to the night sky searching the stars for any sign that God is with us.   We now it to be the truth, that God is with us, but we are always searching for some sign, some proof from outside ourselves.
It was the middle of winter the sky was crystal clear and the temperature was well below zero much like this past week.  I had walked out to the wood pile to collect wood for the night fire.
The stars that night were simply amazing, brilliant, almost unreal they were so bright.  There were thousands of them all twinkling and shining - all telling their story to the rest of creation.  I could hear them singing, filling me, energizing me.

I could see back hundreds of thousands of years in their light.  I knew this was an ancient story. 

Suddenly the northern sky began to change.  Green, blue and white light began to dance in the night sky.  It started out just in the very most northern sky; why I noticed it I’ll never know – it was a gift – a gift from God.  But slowly the dancing, undulating light filled the entire sky.  It was overwhelming – consuming almost.  I was being drawn deeper and deeper into the night sky, blocking out the landscape around me.
The Aurora borealis or ‘northern lights’ were putting on one of the most spectacular light shows I had ever seen. This show lasted for almost an hour – slowly growing in intensity and slowly fading away back to the crystal clear cold Vermont night I had entered earlier.  The amazing thing about this display was that everyone in the neighbor had somehow found out about it - everyone was outside watching in silence; silence that was interrupted only by the occasional call of one neighbor to the next, “look at it now!”  or ‘did you see that’.  

In this beautiful light show of creation I was quickly transported to a place between now and forever ago.

Mixed with the voices of my neighbors, I could hear voices of ancient peoples as they watched these spectacular events - completely mystified - completely overwhelmed by the dancing colors in the sky.

I was connected to generation upon generation of people that stood in the cold night air and watched the heavens in awe - watching the sky dance - watching the heavens praise God.  I can only imagine that this event, this display of heavenly lights, was minute in comparison to the events of Mary and Gabriel and the angels and those shepherd in the fields around Bethlehem that night some 2000 years ago.  

Imagine it - Mary is alone in the garden, quiet and prayerful, going about her daily routine when suddenly she is surrounded by a brilliant light, a light like she had never seen before.  Standing amid this light is a being, human – no – but familiar.  He tells her that she is going to have a baby, a baby boy and she will name him Jesus.  ‘But this can’t be I’m not married,’ she says.  This being assures her that God will take care of everything and disappears as quickly as he appeared.   Mary is left alone in the night – feeling filled with awe and wonder – filled with a love that she has never felt before.  ‘Now what,’ she wonders.

Mary and Gabriel – In a poem by Angela O’Donnell entitled “An the angel left her” I continue to imagine… (Luke 1:38)
So there she stood alone amid a stillness

So loud as any earthquake she had heard, 
     the eaves creaking in the absence of wind, 
     the hiss and tick of radiators warming 
the house along with the a soon-coming sun.

Her hands touch her belly, swelling already 
     like dough cupped close in an earthen bowl.

She knows it won’t be long before she shows.

What to do with all this sudden silence?

Phone her boyfriend: Joseph I have news!

Email St. Anne: Dear Mother, I’m afraid.

Drop to her knees, now weak with recognition

     and kiss the space where he filled a moment past 
          in answer to the question he had asked.
Angela O’Donnell (as printed in Christian Century, December 1, 2009)

This poem reflects my own thoughts of my own experiences with God.

Now to the shepherds – I imagine that it might have been a cold winter night that night – not below zero most likely - but cold.  The shepherds had gathered around their small fire trying to keep warm – trying to stay awake.  The sky was crystal clear.  The only sound was the wind, as it blew across the open fields, and the soft conversation that was taking place around the fire – each telling their stories of heroic events in their lives and the lives of other brave shepherds.  Suddenly the night sky began to change, there was a light, faint at first but steadily growing brighter.  A figure appeared in the sky and suddenly a voice.  A voice that announced the birth of a child and the heavens were filled with light. 
Advent is about waiting for that voice, the voice of the night, the voice of God, the eternal voice of the song of creation; God’s song of Love.  Advent is about connection to the world around us, to creation, to God, to each other and more.  It is about connecting to the past, present and the future.  To do this, we sit and wait quietly.
We wait patiently – quietly – expectantly.  We know something is about to happen or maybe we yearn for something to happen.  We plead with God; asking that we may hear God’s voice in our hearts.

We sit and wait patiently.

We visit friends and neighbors, still looking for God – still searching for something – actively looking and searching.  

We return to sitting and waiting patiently.  
We sit in silence listening for the song that never stops, hoping to find that song that never ends.  We are longing to hear that song in our hearts, to feel that song in the very center of our being.
 We plead O Come O Come Emmanuel.  Come into our hearts, O God make a home deep within us.  Then we ask you to use us to go out into the world and tell the world of your love, telling the world of this amazing thing that has happened, that is happening, that will continue to happen until the end of time.
Advent is about waiting for the past, present and future to come together into one thing; one event.  Advent is about welcoming God into our hearts and then telling the world, the wonderful news of salvation.  It is about hearing and then telling the world; about moving forward with the message.

We ask and plead that you, O God, fill us with your presence, love and peace so that we have no other choice than to go out into the world carrying that Peace, that Love, You, with us as we go, changing the world as a result.
Psalm of an Emerging Emmanuel

“O Come, O Come, Emmanuel,” 

I pray with upraised eyes.

Drop down, O dew of Heaven, 

that God might walk and talk on earth, 

might heal and feed our sin-soaked world.

O Come, O Come, Emmanuel, 

my prayer like searchlights 

comb the starry winter skies.

Descend from the black hole of some neighboring galaxy 

to green with your grace 

our barren earth.

Such an Advent waiting in prayer 

can be a lifelong profession of patient longing, 

unless I know, with all my heart, 
that Emmanuel not only comes down 

but also come forth and emerges.

O Come, O Come, Emmanuel, 

come forth from the deep within me 

with Christmas luminous beauty.

For my heart has become the sacred crib, 

the birthing place of God-among-us.

Peace on earth and justice for all 

will only become manifest in our lives 

when enough of your sons and daughters 

awaken to your divine design 

that has made each of us 

an emerging Emmanuel.

Let us pray.

Holy and loving God, source of the eternal song that fills the heavens, the song that the stars sing every night.  We are made in your image, formed in your likeness, and we carry your life within us, O God. (… p 26), help us to put the craziness of this world; the carols, the constant chatter and overwhelming noise aside, that we may be truly open our hearts to your presence, and make room for you to live and grow within us.  We ask this is Jesus 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 131.
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