Released to freedom by this child of God,


     8
we wait with longing for his world 

to be transformed,

till he in Glory comes again.

Help us prepare our lives to be his holy kin.

Help us to share with others

that their lives and deaths are safe with him.

A FINAL PRAYER
Lord, as we prepare to celebrate your coming,

and your human birth so far away in history,

help us feel now how close your presence is,

and help us share the blessing 

that your Christmas brought alive for us.

Give us the thirst for light 

that sent the shepherds running to know more.

Help us like the magi, young and old,

to search within the story for its meaning to the world

and us, who God entrusts to pass his present on..

Help us celebrate with children’s joy 

the magnitude of which the angels sang,

and take us deeper into mysteries 

the past so longed to understand.

You’ve said that you’ll return to earth

to judge and reign.

As Simeon then, we wait again;

help us prepare here for your coming glory.

What must I do

to be ready to receive you?

What must I give to others to help them prepare?

You came to share yourself with me.

And anything I share with others

I share too with you.

Make me a ready steward,

wisely passing on your love,

in eager service of this child

who came to save the earth.


STATIONS  OF  THE  INCARNATION
Meditations and Paintings for Advent      Iain McKillop
Introductory Prayer

Lord, we trace the story once again of your Nativity;

of God, coming to live among us, one of us.

We recall so many childhood pictures, carols, cards,

familiar ancient readings and sung words.

But help us see and feel beyond the Christmas commonplace,

new mystery and wonder, and the overwhelming grace

you lavished on us, living, dying as a Man.

Your life’s example showed 

how human nature could be lived for God.

You sacrificially gave up your throne awhile,

poured out your life,

that we might not be limited by death

but share eternity with you,

who left eternity to bless your world anew.

Help us, this Advent, by your Spirit

to meditate upon the meaning of this blessing from above,

and feel afresh the light and wonder of your love.

1   ANNUNCIATION TO MARY

“Don’t be afraid…..”
a pure and unexpected voice,

like quietly stirred air…..

a shadow from a world imagined simply in her childhood’s faith,

a hand reaching from beyond her inexperience, to take her own

and draw her to a new reality.

Her innocence and youth would be transformed

to touch the world’s true nature all too quickly, -

something for which I’d wrestle to protect my child.

But she, your child, you knew

was able, strengthened by her trust in you.

And in her meek acceptance,

[perhaps too simple a response for us with life’s experience,]

her God broke in upon her virgin mind,

trusted the specialness He sensed in her.

She asked a known, loved, trusted Stranger in

and life could never be the same.
The maker of a billion stars
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imploded gently in her womb,

as his almighty hand 

growing tiny,

folded tight his cells,

swam through unknown dimensions to entwine himself

within such a double helix as was never known:

The protein of a God

entered the realm of Time!

Why should He trust into one fragile cell

so easily lost, 

aborted by the slightest accident

a world’s and thousand generations’ hope?

She did not ask how all eternity 

could shrink to living, microscopic cells;

she thanked the whisperer,

accepted,

then protected, nourished him,

this intimate seed of promise,

forming him with love and faithfulness

inside her thrilling, inexperienced womb.

So started her long wait for pain,

feeling his growth 

through foetus, child, to adulthood,

as she too grew,

nurturing our coming Rescuer,

learning from him,

not knowing anything of what this life would yet entail.

“Don’t be afraid ……    of the unknown.”

“Thank you, my Lord,

that you so cared for me.”

Make me worthy and trustworthy

to carry you before the world,

wherever and whenever

you would have me go.

Make me a messenger of your promise.

Earth, air, fire, water, Spirit, 
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ALL his elements bow down and praise,

and here prophetic representatives 

of every generation, and of race,

kneel in expectant apprehension of his coming grace.

So stand in silence.

Weight as in your hands the magi’s three momentous gifts,

auguring Christ’s kingship, death and prayer.

Here, feel Him as your  God,   King,   Saviour…..

not bound within his story,…..    present here!
7   FLIGHT INTO EGYPT

The gangrenous root of weak men’s hold on power

in Herod bred an edict more cruel than any curse -

the murdering of Innocence:  -  “Hope’s child must be destroyed”:

the massacre of Freedom

and the rape of Love.

Sheltering from sorrow, a small family of refugees

fled across alien borders from a Promised Land

that lost its covenant and its sanctuary,

to where Jacob’s starving migrants found their life

and lost their trust.

The Mediaeval Golden Legend says

that as they crossed the borderland of Egypt,

all its idols crashed prostrate before the greater child.

Protected, swaddled, he rode on in hidden triumph.

But the desert wailed…..

For behind him, death in the empty eyes of mothers,

death in the weary, hope-lost arms of fathers,

gnawed at so many wasted lives.

Yet in the South a nearly forgotten dream

in bud was sheltered, waited, grew,

opening his fingers to the sun,

practising what would become his panther-breath,

till he would answer to the call that Moses never dreamed!

Freedom’s world was near.

This exile ends in promise, not in death.
The old man and the woman sang a psalm
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and wept inside because they felt some coming pain.

They lifted up a tiny human form

that struggled briefly till it recognised their hands,

and in the baby’s reach they saw a crucifix

that would impale the aching world.

They wept inside

and watched the family depart,

uniting with so many others in the crowd.

Lord, make us anticipators,

waiting, watching, longing to discern your time and call.

Make us your ready, active hands

to priest the world

with your own offering.

Help us to wait and act,

expectant for your coming reign.
6   ADORATION OF THE MAGI

Here is the element that centuries of alchemists have sought,

astronomers, astrologers have dreamed to see,

the ideal philosophers have promised to their minds,

prophets have strained to find,

unveiled at last, to set our bound thoughts free.

Three seers had followed a unique galactic light, to find it here

in no more great surroundings than a human home and form.

Was he still in stable, or had the family moved on

to a cheap and shared, uncomfortable,  more restful room

to shield their son?

The painters sometimes set it in the ruins

of the fabled home of Abraham,

which, legend said, had crumbled at the birth

of the new sign of covenant  - the lamb

who bought a new relationship with him.

The magi should have found him in a court 

or in an edifice to knowledge or to faith,

in a sage fraternity of equally important friends,

but he’d been born to change a world of ordinary men

from stones to gems.
2   VISITATION OF MARY TO ELISABETH                          3

Even before they touched

the love inside her cousin felt God’s greater passion near

and leaped to greet Him.

A once barren womb, woken with anticipation, 

met here another nature, germinant with purpose.

The forming prophet found his goal

thirty years before their consummation.

Both sang in recognition, 

and their mothers felt their souls

burning with this love.

The older woman’s joy harmonised with her son’s:

“Greetings my cousin, gushing full of grace,

more blessed, more trusted too, than any woman born,

found worthy to embrace and breed Divinity,

with knowledge real and deep enough to teach a God

to find and to become himself.”

Lord make of us, too, bodies, souls and minds

worthy to temple your burning, loving Spirit.

You are the ‘burning babe’

whose awful purity should burn my wicked nature up,

but your protective love 

can touch, cleanse, heal that we may carry you.

Nurture our hearts, as Mary nurtured yours:

Transform and teach,

to help us give the world your transformation.
3   ANNUNCIATION TO THE SHEPHERDS 

Three seasons later,

and while rustic neighbours watched their folds,

light filled the pregnant night

from new dimensions, dreamed by finer minds,

experienced now by ordinary men.

Its great news rustled them away

to find an even greater, gentler sight.

The heavens sang out, triumphal in their celebration,

with greetings, pardon, urging universal joy,

for there in the next vale was born a boy

who would raise all the valleys by his adoration,

light nations, lives enduringly by love.
What, like these rough folk, should we rush out to buy,
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worthy enough to charm a God?

Our resources are too meagre,

and our nature sullied.

Only their presence and their simple love

was quite enough.

And our most precious gift

is the life of truth and care, committed love

that you would have us live.

4   ADORATION OF THE SHEPHERDS

A special fold is here for our enfolding.

The first to see were common men,

special because they were themselves.

You came to call a world of ordinary folk like us,

not yet saints, 

but of importance, for you made us so.

Were they struck silent, as I think I’d be,

awed by all I’d heard and seen,

or would they babble in banal inanities,

to hide confusion and embarrassment?

They should not be here;

someone of more importance should be called,

from a high banquet or academy.

They hadn’t even cleaned their dusty shoes,

[well, those that had them.]

But it was for them, this invitation,

and one wept, because he couldn’t understand

that favour should be pouring down on him.

Not even the mother knew in full

the specialness this child was offering.

What could these rough godparents bring?

A yokel’s dance, a drum, a flute to entertain?

A lamb?   

Theirs would be unclean for temple sacrifice

and God had lambs enough.

Yet here in the raw cradle rested one

more precious than all their flock;

a lamb for sacrifice to heal the sleeping world, 

like that He gave to Abraham

to free his offering of his son.

It was their presence that was called,

to show this was for us,

who bring him nothing but ourselves.
Make me a true shepherd to your world,
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I bring only myself,

washed clean by you

and giving out in love.
As each encouraged each to bow

and venerate the gift they saw,

help us together share and praise the truth

of this tremendous vision of your love
5   PRESENTATION IN THE TEMPLE

Two doves, the poorest sacrifice, to purify the perfect child.

This sign of poverty meant surely that the family would be ignored.

For more important visitors would meet the priests,

be greeted, welcomed for the gifts they gave to God.

Within the crowd of poor, another two,

with scruffy bundle of a child

would jostle to be served, 

be palmed off with the weakest birds,

fleeced of their meagre savings,

while a proud and fattened, educated priest,

despising innocence,

would, sneering, say the prayer, proclaim them worthy,

then forget them.

Perhaps, even, he’d forget to bow;

he would not shake their hands.

But Simeon and Anna sensed some presence near,

for which their whole profession,

for generations had been saying prayers.

Few had been waiting with their longing or anticipation.

It had become a formula to which the cynical adhered.

Somewhere in this crowd of thousands,

their Representative and Healer was now near.

No halo marked him out.

A scrawny, undernourished example of the poor,

though clean and loved and cared for,

would become the door into another covenant.

The duty-cleric held a child

much like the hundreds he had blessed for days,

but something coruscated through him at this moment 

that ignited all his inner light,

and he knew his expectant life could be content.

