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Together we all make up the family of First -St. Andrewõs. If you are 

new to the family, please know that you are always welcome here. It 

would be our blessing to meet you after worship for Coffee and 

Conversation, and to share with you some of the many exciting things 

that are happening here at FSA. Rev. Michelle Down wants to hear 

from you! Please contact her at revmichelledown@fsaunited.com  or on 

her cell at 519 -709-9554 anytime.   
 

 

Bold type indicates congregational response.  * indicates to stand, if able. 
 
 
Music to Enter into Godôs Presence:   
 Fantasie on the French Carol, PICARDY            Denis Bedard 
 O Emmanuel              Cecilia McDowall 
  (from O Antiphon Sequence) 
 
Welcome & Announcements  
 
Acknowledging the Traditional Territory 
 
Mission & Outreach Message:               Laurel Kenney 
 Special Food Drive in honour of Jean Knowles 
 
Lesson One:  In Search of our Kneeling Places by Ann Weems 
     from ñKneeling in Bethlehem 
 

In each heart lies a Bethlehem, 
 an inn where we must ultimately answer 
 whether there is room or not. 
When we are Bethlehem-bound 
 we experience our own advent in his 
When we are Bethlehem-bound 
 we can no longer look the other way 
 conveniently not seeing stars 
 not hearing angel voices. 
We can no longer excuse ourselves by busily 
 tending our sheep or our kingdoms. 
This Advent letôs go to Bethlehem 
 and see this thing that the Lord has  
 made known to us 
In the midst of shopping sprees 
 letôs ponder in our hearts the Gift of Gifts. 
Through the tinsel 
 letôs look for the gold of the Christmas Star. 
In the excitement and confusion, in the merry chaos, 
 letôs listen for the brush of angelsô wings. 
This Advent, letôs go to Bethlehem 
 and find our kneeling places. 

mailto:revmichelledown@fsaunited.com
http://www.google.ca/url?sa=i&rct=j&q=&esrc=s&source=images&cd=&cad=rja&uact=8&ved=0CAcQjRxqFQoTCNPP5NeB7ccCFYYdPgodT6cD8w&url=http%3A%2F%2Fcliparts.co%2Fwelcome-back-to-school-pictures&psig=AFQjCNFKmhVa7pCh2C8Iau5I4_C9cBPW9w&ust=1441993266722951
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Call to Worship:              Andrew Richardson  
 and Advent Candle Lighting:             Abby Moeller 
 
Music: MV #149  Hope for the Universe 

 
One: Today we kindle the Advent candle of Hope. 
 
ALL: We welcome the light that pierces the shadows,   
  the light that affirms Godôs presence,  
  the light that enables us to move forward in faith. 
 
One: Come, Holy Stranger, beacon of Hope on this Advent journey:  
  welcome us as we welcome you. 
 
ALL: We receive this light of Hope,  
  so that we might be transformed to be agents of Hope. 
 
Music: MV #149  Hope for the Universe 

   Words and music:  Doreen Lankshear-Smith.  Copyright 1993 
   Reprinted under ONE LICENSE #A-729129 

 
 
Opening Prayer and Lordôs Prayer:          Andrew Richardson 
  
Lesson Two:  Isaiah 9: 2, 6-7 
 
*Carol:  VU #1 O Come, O Come, Emmanuel verses 1,2, 6 and 7    VENI EMMANUEL 
 (Children leave for Sunday School) 
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Lesson Three: After Annunciation 

 
   This is the irrational season 
   when love blooms bright and wild. 
   Had Mary been filled with reason 
   thereôd have been no room for the child.  
    The Ordering of Love: The New & Collected Poems of Madeleine LôEngle,  
    Shaw Books, 2008. 

 
    Sonnet, Trinity 18 
 

   Peace is the centre of the atom, the core 
   of quiet within the storm. It is not 
   a cessation, a nothingness; more 
   the lightning in reverse is what 
   reveals the light. It is the law that binds 
   the atomôs structure, ordering the dance 
   of proton and electron, and that finds 
   within the midst of flame and wind, the glance 
   in the still eye of the vast hurricane. 
   Peace is not placidity: peace is 
   the power to endure the megatron of pain 
   with joy, the silent thunder of release, 
   the ordering of Love. Peace is the atomôs start, 
   the primal image: God within the heart.  
    The Ordering of Love: The New & Collected Poems of Madeleine LôEngle,  
    Shaw Books, 2008. 

 
 
Choir Carol:  Gifts for the Child of Winter          Bob Chilcott 
 Chris Wood - tenor 
 
   I give to you a plough-blade, a plough-blade made of snow 
   to run a furrow down the field and make the winter grow. 
   Its flowers will be white as frost, bright as stars in heav'n: 
   O bring us winter softly, and let our hearts be open. 
 
   I give to you a blackbird's song, a song of sweetest breath 
   to hang in ev'ry branch and tree and purify the earth. 
   It floats in clouds of wonder, it comes to do no harm: 
   O bring us winter gently, and let our hearts be warm. 
 
   I give to you a raindrop, frozen like a tear 
   To quench your thirst forever and taste the winter air. 
   I glows to bring the blossom, to water the field: 
   O bring us winter quietly, let our hearts be healed. 
   The plough-blade is for cutting, which comes before the seed. 
   The blackbird sings at eventide and then she falls asleep.  
   The raindrop falls just once and then is swallowed by the ground. 
   O come to be our summer, our summer without end. 
    Words:  Charles Bennett.  Music:  Bob Chilcott. Copyright 2014 Oxford University Press. 
    Reprinted under ONE LICENSE #A-729129  

 



 5 

 

 
Lesson Four:  Luke 1: 26-32 
 
Carol:  VU #64 O Little Town of Bethlehem vs. 1 and 3 (please stay seated)  ST LOUIS 
 
Lesson Five:  Luke 2: 4-10 
 
Choir Carol:   The Shepherds Had an Angel            Neil Harmon 
 Lynda Kennedy - piano 
 
   The shepherds had an angel; the Wise Men had a star, 
   but what have I, a little child, to guide me home from far, 
   where the glad stars sing together and singing angels are? 
 
   Lord Jesus is my shepherd, so I can nothing lack; 
   the lambs lie in His bosom along life's dang'rous track. 
   The willful lambs that go astray, he, feeding, fetches back. 
 
   Those shepherds through the lonely night sat watching by their sheep,  

   until they saw the heav'nly host who neither tire nor sleep, 
   all singing "Glory, glory," in festival they keep. 
 
   Christ watches me, His little lamb, and leads me day and night, 
   that I may be His own in heav'n': so angels clad in while  
   shall sing their "Glory, glory,: for my sake in the height. 
 
   Lord, bring me nearer day by day; 'til I my voice unite,  
   and sing my "glory, glory" with angels clad in white; 
   "glory" sing to thee through all the heav'nly height. 
   All "glory, glory" sing to thee!  Amen! 
    Words:  Christina Rosetti.  Music:  Neil Harmon. Copyright 2018 Hinshaw Music. 
    Reprinted under ONE LICENSE #A-729129 
 

Lesson Six:  The Risk of Birth, Christmas 1973 
 
   This is no time for a child to be born, 
   with the earth betrayed by war & hate 
   and a comet slashing the sky to warn 
   that time runs out and the sun burns late. 
   That was no time for a child to be born, 
   in a land in the crushing grip of Rome; 
   honour and truth were trampled by scornï 
   yet here did the Saviour make his home. 
   When is the time for love to be born? 
   The inn is full on the planet earth, 
   and by a comet the sky is tornï 
   yet Love still takes the risk of birth.  
    The Ordering of Love: The New & Collected Poems of Madeleine LôEngle,  
    Shaw Books, 2008. 

 
 
 
 
 

Carol:  VU #44 It Came upon the Midnight Clear vs. 1 and 3 (please stay seated)  CAROL 
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 Lesson Seven:  Instruments 
 
   The sky is strung with glory. 
   Light threads from star to star 
   from sun to sun 
   a living harp. 
   I rejoice, I sing, I leap upwards to play. 
   The music is in light. 
   My fingers pluck the vibrant strings; 
   the notes pulse, throb, in exultant harmony; 
   I beat my wings against the strands 
   that reach across the galaxies 
   I play 
 
   NO 
 
   It is not I who play 
   it is the music 
   the music plays itself 
   is played 
   plays me 
   small part of an innumerable 
   innumerable 
   orchestra. 
   I am flung from note to note 
   impaled on melody 
   my wings are caught on throbbing filaments of light 
   the wild cords cut my pinions 
   my arms are outstretched 
   are bound by ropes of counterpoint 
   I am cross-eagled on the singing that is strung 
   from pulsing star 
   to flaming sun 
   to 
 
   I burn in a blaze of song.  
    The Ordering of Love: The New & Collected Poems of Madeleine LôEngle,  
    Shaw Books, 2008. 

 
   It is my Joy to All the World.  
 
*Carol:  VU #59 Joy to the World              ANTIOCH 
   Congregation: verses 1 and 4, Choir: verses 2 and 3  
 
Lesson Eight:  Luke 2: 10-14 
 

And then the Great Mother said:  
Come my child  
and give me all that you are. 
I am not afraid of your strength and darkness, of your fear and pain. 
Give me your tears. They will be my rushing rivers and roaring oceans. 
Give me your rage.  
It will erupt into my molten volcanoes and rolling thunder. 
Give me your tired spirit. I will lay it to rest in my soft meadows. 


