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Welcome 
 
There is a really deep well inside me. And in it dwells God. Sometimes I 
am there, too … And that is all we can manage these days and also all 
that really matters: that we safeguard that little piece of You, God, in 
ourselves. 

- Etty Hillesum, Westerbork transit camp 
 
Our Advent Theme this year comes from this quote by Etty Hillesum, a 
woman who experienced the unthinkable. While we can never compare 
our lives to hers, we are living in times that a year ago would have been 
unthinkable. We are all reaching: out, around, and within ourselves for 
comfort, for hope, for peace, and for God.  
 
The theme of "Deep, Deep Well" will ground us through our Advent 
season. Traditionally a time of longing and waiting, we yearn to explore 
this season by seeking to discover the "deep wells" already within us, 
even as we hope for "more love somewhere." Even as we hope for a 
world that reflects the Christ Child born unto us at Advent, and that 
more fully embodies God's kin-dom. We will explore the wells of love 
within us and our community, the deep well of peace we are called to be, 
the Hope we have been discovering and discussing all of October and 
November, and the deep, deep well of Joy we have at the birth of Jesus - 
indeed, the Weary World Rejoices!  
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Magnificat - Luke 1:46-55 
 
My soul magnifies the Lord, 
    and my spirit rejoices in God my Savior, 
for God has looked with favor on the lowliness of their servant. 
    Surely, from now on all generations will call me blessed; 
for the Mighty One has done great things for me, 
    and holy is their name. 
God’s mercy is for those who fear them 
    from generation to generation. 
God has shown strength with their arm; 
    they have scattered the proud in the thoughts of their hearts. 
God has brought down the powerful from their thrones, 
    and lifted up the lowly; 
God has filled the hungry with good things, 
    and sent the rich away empty. 
They have helped his servant Israel, 
    in remembrance of their mercy, 
according to the promise he made to our ancestors, 
    to Abraham and to his descendants forever. 

   

5 



Circle to Tend these Fires 
As darkness drew in, Geez [Magazine] gathered for its first virtual 
release party over zoom…. In a spirit of collective creativity, we opened 
the chat box and wrote together a prayer for this time. What you find 
here was written by many hearts around North America. 
 
As we draw this beautiful night to a close, 
and draw a coal from the flames to carry into our homes, 
we give thanks for the nourishment of word and art and community, 
for the reminder of the power that dwells in story. 
 
Oh God, who is known by many names. 
who dwells in darkness, 
who dances in fire, 
who rests with us in sorrow, 
who prods our heart and feet 
ever towards justice. 
 
We have called upon a holy gathering of saints and ancestors, 
Ardeth, Murphy, Jeanie, Margaret, Bill, Al, Dolores Dan, Martin, Ambrose, 
Vicky, Eugene, Sylvia, Wendy, Nicole, Zelma, Peter, Rene, Walter, Tom, 
Loretta, Grace, Jazzy, Eric. 
 
We give thanks for all those named aloud, written, and those who linger 
in our hearts. 
Thanks be for their lives, 
their love, their work, 
and their beings in this Beloved Community. 
 
This night we remember that the dead are not in the earth, 
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but found on the edge of the lake 
and in our dreams. 
They are in my grandmother’s cast iron skillet 
and the doorways of the Catholic Worker. 
They are in my children and my parents’ stories, 
in the mittens my mother knit, 
and the streets of Louisville. 
I hear their voices in the wind and the stirring leaves, 
in the quiet fog and the gentle cry of the owl at night. 
 
We remember and honor each of them this day 
by saying their names, lighting candles, 
and baking my great grandma’s homemade pie, 
We remember them through 
VHS’s tapes and internet passwords. 
Through silence and tears, 
we honor them 
by learning traditional crafts, 
saving seeds and repairing legacy, 
voting and remembering the land. 
 
And surrounded by a Cloud of Witnesses filled with feisty, courageous, 
holy mischief makers, we dare to pray for…. 
a freedom from death, 
a chance to lean into mystery, 
reparations and abolition, 
and a world where death is a sister not a weapon exploding. 
 
With gratitude for a gathering of spirits, stories, and kindred friends from 
near and far. Amen. 
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The Season of Promise - Howard Thurman 
 
Let the bells be silenced 
Let the gifts be stillborn 
Let the cheer be muted  
Let music be soundless 
Violence stalks the land: 
Soaring above the cry of the dying  
Rising above the whimper of the starving  
Floating above the flying machines of death 
Listen to the long stillness: 
New life is stirring  
New dreams are on the wing 
New hopes are being readied: 
Mankind is fashioning a new heart 
Mankind is forging a new mind 
G-d is at work. 
 
This is the Season Of Promise.   
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From Turn This World Inside Out - Nora Samaran 
 
What would it be like to live in a culture where we all could be socially 
embraced in this way, where we could speak up about harm, could say 
no to it, without fear, because we know without question that no one in 
our community will dehumanize each other? What would it be like to 
know without a doubt that the culture in which we live will require the 
one who causes harm to empathize with those harmed, grow, and 
become able to do appropriate repair, while humanizing that person too? 
What would it feel like to trust the fabric of our human community so 
fully that we could take the risk to belong in this way, belong as our 
whole selves?.... 
What would it look like to belong in the world as our whole selves? 
What kinds of culture, knowledge, and community structures would we 
be able to create if we could nurture one another without our armor on, if 
we could draw out and develop the gifts in one another, if we could care 
for one another in concrete, meaningful ways, and could protect one 
another from systemic harms and forms of structural violence, even as 
we’re struggling to dismantle them? What do we already have waiting 
within us that can guide us in that direction?.... 
Hopefully we too will eventually “just know,” intuitively, that any rip or 
fray in the social fabric is a threat to the well-being of the whole and so 
will turn toward the hurt, toward threadbare connections between 
human beings and mend them, just as we would mend a tear in a 
perfectly used coat before the whole coat needs to be discarded. 
Let’s turn this world inside out. 
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Blessing for Waiting - Jan Richardson 
 
Who wait Who wait 
for the night for a job 
to end a house 

a child 
bless them. 

bless them. 
Who wait  
for the night Who wait 
to begin for one who 

will come home 
bless them. 

Who wait 
Who wait for one who 
in the hospital room will not come home 
who wait 
in the cell bless them. 
who wait 
in prayer Who wait with fear 

who wait with joy 
bless them. who wait with peace 

who wait with rage 
Who wait 
for news who wait for the end 
who wait who wait for the beginning 
for the phone call who wait alone 
who wait who wait together 
for a word 

bless them. 
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Who wait open and  
without knowing ready 
what they wait for who wait 
or why for you, 

 
bless them. o bless. 
 
Who wait 
when they 
should not wait 
who wait 
when they should be 
in motion 
who wait 
when they need 
to rise 
who wait 
when they need 
to set out 
 
bless them. 
 
Who wait 
for the end 
of waiting 
who wait 
for the fullness 
of time 
who wait 
emptied and 

11 



 

Time to Get Ready - Maria Varela 
 
Liberation movements are like the tides; 
Tides can’t be forced to come in. 
When they do: 
They can’t be stopped. 
As there will always be tides, 
There will always be liberation movements. 
Now in the new millennium… 
The tides are gathering. 
Movements are humans’ beings; 
They can both destroy and create, 
Wound and heal, 
Rise up heroes 
And dash them down. 
They can be full of dysfunction, 
Soaring creativity, 
Violent rage 
And profound love. 
They will be imperfect… 
Like family. 
Imperfect 
Like life. 
 
No matter….. 
It’s time to get ready.   
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How Dark the Beginning - Maggie Smith  
 
All we ever talk of is light— 
let there be light, there was light then, 
good light—but what I consider 
dawn is darker than all that. 
So many hours between the day 
receding and what we recognize 
as morning, the sun cresting 
like a wave that won’t break 
over us—as if light were protective, 
as if  no hearts were flayed, 
no bodies broken on a day 
like today. In any film, 
the sunrise tells us everything 
will be all right. Danger wouldn’t 
dare show up now, dragging 
its shadow across the screen. 
We talk so much of light, please 
let me speak on behalf 
of the good dark. Let us 
talk more of how dark 
the beginning of a day is. 
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Annunciation - Denise Levertov 
 
We know the scene: the room, variously furnished, 
almost always a lectern, a book; always 
the tall lily. 
  Arrived on solemn grandeur of great wings, 
the angelic ambassador, standing or hovering, 
whom she acknowledges, a guest. 
 
But we are told of meek obedience. No one mentions 
courage. 
       The engendering Spirit 
did not enter her without consent. 
  God waited. 
 
She was free 
to accept or to refuse, choice 
integral to humanness. 
 
Aren’t there annunciations 
of one sort or another 
in most lives? 
  Some unwillingly 
undertake great destinies, 
enact them in sullen pride, 
uncomprehending…. 
 
Called to a destiny more momentous 
than any in all of Time, 
she did not quail, 

14 



  only asked 
a simple, ‘How can this be?’ 
and gravely, courteously, 
took to heart the angel’s reply, 
the astounding ministry she was offered: 
 
to bear in her womb 
Infinite weight and lightness; to carry 
in hidden, finite inwardness, 
nine months of Eternity; to contain 
in slender vase of being, 
the sum of power– 
in narrow flesh, 
the sum of light. 
    Then bring to birth, 
push out into air, a Man-child 
needing, like any other, 
milk and love– 
 
but who was God. 
 
This was the moment no one speaks of, 
when she could still refuse. 
 
A breath unbreathed, 
     Spirit, 
        suspended, 
          waiting. 
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____________________ 
 
 
She did not cry, ‘I cannot. I am not worthy,’ 
Nor, ‘I have not the strength.’ 
She did not submit with gritted teeth, 
    raging, coerced. 
Bravest of all humans, 
    consent illumined her. 
The room filled with its light, 
the lily glowed in it, 
    and the iridescent wings. 
Consent, 
    courage unparalleled, 
opened her utterly. 
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From “Hope in the Dark” - Rebecca Solnit 
 
To hope is to gamble. It’s to bet on the future, on your desires, on the 
possibility that an open heart and uncertainty is better than gloom and 
safety. To hope is dangerous, and yet it is the opposite of fear, for to live 
is to risk. 
I say all of this because hope is not like a lottery ticket you can sit on the 
sofa and clutch, feeling lucky. I say it because hope is an ax you break 
down doors with in an emergency; because hope should shove you out 
the door, because it will take everything you have to steer the future 
away from endless war, from the annihilation of the earth’s treasures 
and the grinding down of the poor and marginal. Hope just means 
another world might be possible, not promised, not guaranteed. Hope 
calls for action; action is impossible without hope. At the beginning of his 
massive 1930s treatise on hpe, the German philosopher Ernst Bloch 
wrote, “Tee work of this emotion requires people who throw themselves 
actively  into what is becoming, to which they themselves belong.” To 
hope is to give yourself to the future, and that commitment to the future 
makes the present inhabitable.  
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As on a Day of Festival - Jan Richardson 
 
Call it Call it 
The waters of salvation the thin, thin place 
Or the garlands of gladness. Where the veil 

Gives way. 
Call it 
The grave-clothes Or call it this: 
Falling away, The path we make 
Or call it the loosing of the chains. When we go deep 

And deeper still 
Call it into the dark 
What binds us together: and look behind us to see 
Fierce but the way has been lit 
Fragile but by our rejoicing. 
Fierce. 
 
Call it 
He will rejoice over you 
With gladness; 
Call it 
He will renew you 
In his love; 
 
Call it 
He will exult over you 
With loud singing 
As on a day 
Of festival. 
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Isaiah 9:2-7 
 
The people who walked in darkness have seen a great light; those who 
lived in a land of deep darkness on them light has shined. 
You have multiplied the nation, you have increased its joy; they rejoice 
before you as with joy at the harvest, as people exult when dividing 
plunder. 
For the yoke of their burden, and the bar across their shoulders, the rod 
of their oppressor, you have broken as on the day of Midian. 
For all the boots of the tramping warriors and all the garments rolled in 
blood shall be burned as fuel for the fire. 
For a child has been born for us, a son given to us; authority rests upon 
his shoulders; and he is named Wonderful Counselor, Mighty God, 
Everlasting Parent, Prince of Peace. 
His authority shall grow continually, and there shall be endless peace for 
the throne of David and his kingdom. He will establish and uphold it with 
justice and with righteousness from this time onward and forevermore. 
The zeal of the LORD of hosts will do this. 
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O Antiphons 
An ancient Catholic prayer read each day leading up to Christmas. An 
adaptation is found in Hymnal: A Worship Book #172 - O Come, O Come 
Emmanuel. 
 
December 17 

O Wisdom of our God Most High, 
guiding creation with power and love: 
come to teach us the path of knowledge! 

December 18 
O Leader of the House of Israel, 
giver of the Law to Moses on Sinai: 
come to rescue us with your mighty power! 

December 19 
O Root of Jesse’s stem, 
sign of God’s love for all their people: 
come to save us without delay! 

December 20 
O Key of David, 
opening the gates of God’s eternal Kindom: 
come and free the prisoners of darkness! 

December 21 
O Radiant Dawn, 
splendor of eternal light, sun of justice: 
come and shine on those who dwell in darkness and in the 
shadow of death. 

December 22 
O Queen of all nations and keystone of the Church: 
come and save us, whom you formed from the dust! 

December 23 
O Emmanuel, our Leader and Giver of Law: 
come to save us, Lord our God! 
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From “A Christmas Sermon on Peace” - Rev. Dr. 
Martin Luther King, Jr. 
Delivered on December 24, 1967. 
 
It really boils down to this: that all life is interrelated. We are all caught 
in an inescapable network of mutuality, tied into a single garment of 
destiny. Whatever affects one directly, affects all indirectly. We are 
made to live together because of the interrelated structure of reality. 
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Luke 2:8-20 
 
In that region there were shepherds living in the fields, keeping watch 
over their flock by night. Then an angel of the Lord stood before them, 
and the glory of the Lord shone around them, and they were terrified. 
But the angel said to them, “Do not be afraid; for see—I am bringing you 
good news of great joy for all the people: to you is born this day in the 
city of David a Savior, who is the Messiah, the Lord.  This will be a sign 
for you: you will find a child wrapped in bands of cloth and lying in a 
manger.” And suddenly there was with the angel a multitude of the 
heavenly host, praising God and saying, 

“Glory to God in the highest heaven, 
    and on earth peace among those whom They favor!” 

When the angels had left them and gone into heaven, the shepherds 
said to one another, “Let us go now to Bethlehem and see this thing that 
has taken place, which the Lord has made known to us.” So they went 
with haste and found Mary and Joseph, and the child lying in the manger. 
When they saw this, they made known what had been told them about 
this child; and all who heard it were amazed at what the shepherds told 
them. But Mary treasured all these words and pondered them in her 
heart. The shepherds returned, glorifying and praising God for all they 
had heard and seen, as it had been told them. 
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