
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
The wonder and mystery of God's redemptive love  
that bends toward us.        17  December 2017 

 



INVOCATION                          Once in Royal David’s City 
                                                                                                                                      Please Rise  

 
 

Once in royal David’s city, 
Stood a lowly cattle shed, 

Where a mother laid her Baby, 
In a manger for His bed: 

Mary was that mother mild, 
Jesus Christ, her little Child. 

 
He came down to earth from heaven, 

Who is God and Lord of all, 
And His shelter was a stable, 

And His cradle was a stall: 
With the poor, and mean, and lowly, 

Lived on earth our Savior holy. 
 

And our eyes at last shall see Him, 
Through His own redeeming love; 
For that child so dear and gentle  

Is our Lord in heav’n above, 
And He leads his children on 

To the place where He is gone. 
 

Not in that poor lowly stable, 
With the oxen standing by, 

We shall see Him, but in heaven,  
Set at God’s right hand on high; 

When like stars His children crowned 
All in white shall wait around. 

 
 

 
 
 

 
GREETING & OPENING PRAYER  



LIGHTING OF THE ADVENT WREATH  
 
Reader:  Two weeks ago we lit the candle of hope and remembered those who first spoke the 
promise of the coming Christ child.   
 
Last week we lit the candle of peace, and the kids reminded us to follow the stars in the sky to 
Bethlehem. 
 
The third candle is the candle of joy. It is a different color and it reminds us that our waiting is 
almost over. We join a great line people in waiting for the joy of our salvation: shepherds, 
prophets, the brokenhearted, the prisoner, the blind, the poor, the downcast and 
brokenhearted. 
 
Dear God, with joy and praise we acknowledge the signs that your kingdom has come in Jesus 
Christ. We rejoice in the forgiveness of sin. We rejoice that you have made us new creatures in 
Christ. With joy, we commit ourselves to the proclamation of the good news of great joy. In the 
Savior's name we pray. Amen 
 
 
 

RESPONSE                        O Come, O Come, Emmanuel 
                                                                                                                                      Please Rise  

 
 

 O Come, O come, Emmanuel, 
and ransom captive Israel,  

that mourns in lonely exile here, 
until the Son of God appear. 
Rejoice, Rejoice, Emmanuel 
shall come to thee, O Israel. 

 
 

O come, thou Wisdom from on high, 
who orders all things mightily; 

to us the path of knowledge show,  
and teach us in her ways to go. 

Rejoice, Rejoice, Emmanuel 
shall come to thee, O Israel. 

 O come, Desire of nations, bind 
in one the hearts of all mankind; 
bid thou our sad divisions cease,  
and be thyself our King of peace. 

Rejoice, Rejoice, Emmanuel 
shall come to thee, O Israel. 

 
 

O come, thou Dayspring from on high,  
and cheer us by thy drawing nigh; 

disperse the gloomy clouds of night,  
and death’s dark shadow put to flight. 

Rejoice, Rejoice, Emmanuel 
shall come to thee, O Israel. 

 
 



PROLOGUE 
 

LESSONS ONE and TWO                  Singing in The Land         
                                                                         American Folk Song 
 
They heard the sound of the Lord God walking in the garden at the time of the evening breeze, 
and the man and his wife hid themselves from the presence of the Lord God among the trees of 
the garden. But the Lord God called to the man, and said to him, ‘Where are you?’ He said, ‘I 
heard the sound of you in the garden, and I was afraid, because I was naked; and I hid myself.’ 
He said, ‘Who told you that you were naked? Have you eaten from the tree of which I 
commanded you not to eat?’ The man said, ‘The woman whom you gave to be with me, she 
gave me fruit from the tree, and I ate.’  
 
 
Then the Lord God said to the woman, ‘What is this that you have done?’ The woman said, ‘The 
serpent tricked me, and I ate.’   
 
 
The Lord God said to the serpent, ‘Because you have done this, cursed are you among all animals 
and among all wild creatures; upon your belly you shall go, and dust you shall eat all the days of 
your life.  
 
 
I will put enmity between you and the woman, and between your offspring and hers; he will strike 
your head, and you will strike his heel.’ To the woman he said, ‘I will greatly increase your pangs 
in childbearing; in pain you shall bring forth children, yet your desire shall be for your husband, 
and he shall rule over you.’  And to the man he said, ‘Because you have listened to the voice of 
your wife, and have eaten of the tree about which I commanded you, “You shall not eat of it,” 
cursed is the ground because of you; in toil you shall eat of it all the days of your life; thorns and 
thistles it shall bring forth for you; and you shall eat the plants of the field. By the sweat of your 
face you shall eat bread until you return to the ground, for out of it you were taken; you are dust, 
and to dust you shall return.’  
 
 
The man named his wife Eve, because she was the mother of all living. 
 
 
And the Lord God made garments of skins for the man and for his wife, and clothed them. Then 
the Lord God said, ‘See, the man has become like one of us, knowing good and evil; and now, 
he might reach out his hand and take also from the tree of life, and eat, and live forever.’ 



Therefore, the Lord God sent him forth from the garden of Eden, to till the ground from which 
he was taken.  
 
 
He drove out the man; and at the east of the garden of Eden he placed the cherubim, and a 
sword flaming and turning to guard the way to the tree of life. Genesis 3:8~24 
 
 
After these things God tested Abraham. He said to him, ‘Abraham!’ And he said, ‘Here I am.’ He 
said, ‘Take your son, your only son Isaac, whom you love, and go to the land of Moriah, and offer 
him there as a burnt offering on one of the mountains that I shall show you.’ Genesis 22:1~2 
 
 
When they came to the place that God had shown him, Abraham built an altar there and laid the 
wood in order. He bound his son Isaac, and laid him on the altar, on top of the wood. Then 
Abraham reached out his hand and took the knife to kill his son. But the angel of the Lord called 
to him from heaven, and said, ‘Abra-ham, Abraham!’ And he said, ‘Here I am.’ He said, ‘Do not 
lay your hand on the boy or do anything to him; for now, I know that you fear God, since you 
have not withheld your son, your only son, from me.’ And Abraham looked up and saw a ram, 
caught in a thicket by its horns. Abraham went and took the ram and offered it up as a burnt 
offering instead of his son. So, Abraham called that place ‘The Lord will provide’; as it is said to 
this day, ‘On the mount of the Lord it shall be provided.’  Genesis 22:9~14 

 
 
LESSON THREE                                     Advent Calendar 

Rowan Williams 
 
 
 
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.  
 

He will come like last leaf's fall. 
One night when the November wind 

has flayed the trees to the bone, and earth 
wakes choking on the mould, 

the soft shroud's folding. 
 

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.  

 



He will come like frost. 
One morning when the shrinking earth 

opens on mist, to find itself 
arrested in the net 

of alien, sword-set beauty. 
 
 
 
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.  
 
 
 
 

He will come like dark. 
One evening when the bursting red 
December sun draws up the sheet 
and penny-masks its eye to yield 

the star-snowed fields of sky. 
 
 
 
 

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 Father, Prince of Peace.  
 
 
 
 

He will come, will come, 
will come like crying in the night, 

like blood, like breaking, 
as the earth writhes to toss him free. 

He will come like child 
 
 
 
 
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. Isaiah 9:2~7 
 

 



In The Bleak Midwinter 
Words by Christina Rosetti 

Music by Gustav Holst 
 
 
 

In the bleak mid-winter 
Frosty wind made moan; 
Earth stood hard as iron, 

Water like a stone; 
Snow had fallen, snow on snow, 

Snow on snow, 
In the bleak mid-winter 

Long ago. 
 

Our God, heaven cannot hold Him 
Nor earth sustain, 

Heaven and earth shall flee away 
When He comes to reign: 

In the bleak mid-winter 
A stable-place sufficed 

The Lord God Almighty — 
Jesus Christ. 

 
Angels and Archangels 

May have gathered there, 
Cherubim and seraphim 

Thronged the air; 
But only His Mother 
In her maiden bliss 

Worshipped the Beloved 
With a kiss. 

 
What can I give Him, 

Poor as I am? — 
If I were a Shepherd 
I would bring a lamb; 
If I were a Wise Man 

I would do my part, — 
Yet what I can I give Him, — 

Give my heart. 
 



LESSON FOUR                                        A Spotless Rose 
Words by Herbert Howells 

Music by Davin Youngs 

 
A shoot shall come out from the stump of Jesse, and a branch shall grow out of his roots. The 
spirit of the Lord shall rest on him, the spirit of wisdom and understanding, the spirit of counsel 
and might, the spirit of knowledge and the fear of the Lord. His delight shall be in the fear of the 
Lord. He shall not judge by what his eyes see, or decide by what his ears hear; but with 
righteousness he shall judge the poor, and decide with equity for the meek of the earth; he shall 
strike the earth with the rod of his mouth, and with the breath of his lips he shall kill the wicked.  

 
 
 

A spotless Rose is blowing, 
Sprung from a tender root, 

Of ancient seers’ foreshowing, 
Of Jesse promised fruit; 

Its fairest bud unfolds to light 
Amid the cold, cold winter, 
And in the dark midnight. 

 
The Rose which I am singing, 

Whereof Isaiah said, 
Is from its sweet root springing 

In Mary, purest Maid; 
For through our God’s great love and might, 

The blessèd Babe she bare us 
In a cold, cold winter’s night. 

 
 
 
Righteousness shall be the belt around his waist, and faithfulness the belt around his loins. The 
wolf shall live with the lamb, the leopard shall lie down with the kid, the calf and the lion and the 
fatling together, and a little child shall lead them. The cow and the bear shall graze, their young 
shall lie down together; and the lion shall eat straw like the ox. The nursing child shall play over 
the hole of the asp, and the weaned child shall put its hand on the adder’s den. They will not 
hurt or destroy on all my holy mountain; for the earth will be full of the knowledge of the Lord as 
the waters cover the sea. Isaiah 11:1~9 

 
 
 
 



LESSON FIVE                               Mary Was the Queen of Galilee  

Words and Music by Elizabeth Mitchell 
 
 

In the sixth month, the angel Gabriel was sent by God to a town in Galilee called Nazareth, to a 
virgin engaged to a man whose name was Joseph, of the house of David. The virgin’s name was 
Mary. And he came to her and said, ‘Greetings, favored one! The Lord is with you.’ But she was 
much perplexed by his words and pondered what sort of greeting this might be.  

 
Who was Mary? 
Who was Mary? 
Who was Mary? 

 
Mary was the Queen of Galilee. 

 
The angel said to her, ‘Do not be afraid, Mary, for you have found favor with God. And now, you 
will conceive in your womb and bear a son, and you will name him Jesus. He will be great, and 
will be called the Son of the Most High, and the Lord God will give to him the throne of his 
ancestor David. He will reign over the house of Jacob forever, and of his kingdom there will be 
no end.’ Mary said to the angel, ‘How can this be, since I am a virgin?’ The angel said to her, 
‘The Holy Spirit will come upon you, and the power of the Most High will overshadow you; 
therefore, the child to be born will be holy; he will be called Son of God. And now, your relative 
Elizabeth in her old age has also conceived a son; and this is the sixth month for her who was 
said to be barren. For nothing will be impossible with God. 

 
Mary rode to Bethlehem 

Mary was the Queen of Galilee 
There brought forth a holy lamb 
Mary was the Queen of Galilee 

 
Then Mary said, ‘Here am I, the servant of the Lord; let it be with me according to your word.’ 

Then the angel departed from her.  Luke 1:26~38 
 
 

GOD OUR MOTHER                                                      Words by Allison Woodard 

BRING A TORCH                                           Anonymous French 
 

 
To be a Mother is to suffer; To travail in the dark, 
stretched and torn, exposed in half-naked humiliation, 
subjected to indignities for the sake of new life. 



To be a Mother is to say, 
“This is my body, broken for you,” 
And, in the next instant, in response to the 
created’s primal hunger, 
“This is my body, take and eat.” 
  
To be a Mother is to self-empty, 
To neither slumber nor sleep, 
so attuned You are to cries in the night— 
Offering the comfort of Yourself, 
and assurances of “I’m here.” 
 
To be a Mother is to weep 
over the fighting and exclusions and 
wounds 
your children inflict on one another; 
To long for reconciliation and brotherly love 
and—when all is said and done— 
To gather all parties, the offender and the 
offended, 
into the folds of your embrace 
and to whisper in their ears 
that they are Beloved. 
  
To be a mother is to be vulnerable— 
To be misunderstood, 
Railed against, 
Blamed 
For the heartaches of the bewildered 
children 
who don’t know where else to cast 
the angst they feel 
over their own existence 
in this perplexing universe 
  
To be a mother is to hoist onto your hips 
those on whom your image is imprinted, 
bearing the burden of their weight, 
rejoicing in their returned affection, 
delighting in their wonder, 
bleeding in the presence of their pain. 

  
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Bring a torch, Jeanette, Isabella 
Bring a torch, come swiftly and run. 

Christ is born, tell the folk of the village, 
Jesus is sleeping in His cradle,  
Ah, ah, beautiful is the Mother, 

Ah, ah, beautiful is her Son. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



To be a mother is to be accused of 
sentimentality one moment, 
And injustice the next. 
To be the Receiver of endless demands, 
Absorber of perpetual complaints, 
Reckoner of bottomless needs. 
 
To be a mother is to be an artist; 
A keeper of memories past, 
Weaver of stories untold, 
Visionary of lives looming ahead. 
  
To be a mother is to be the first voice 
listened to, 
And the first disregarded; 
To be a Mender of broken creations, 
And Comforter of the distraught children 
whose hands wrought them. 
 
To be a mother is to be a Touchstone 
and the Source, 
Bestower of names, 
Influencer of identities; 
Life giver, 
Life shaper, 
Empath, 
Healer, 
and 
Original Love. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
Bring a torch, Jeanette, Isabella 

Bring a torch, come swiftly and run. 
Christ is born, tell the folk of the village, 

Jesus is sleeping in His cradle,  
Ah, ah, beautiful is the Mother, 

Ah, ah, beautiful is her Son. 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Hasten now, good folk of the village, 
Hasten now, the Christ Child to see. 
You will find him asleep in a manger,  

Quietly come and whisper softly, 
Hush, hush, peacefully now He slumber, 

Hush, hush, peacefully He sleeps. 
  

Bring a torch, Jeanette, Isabella 
Bring a torch, come swiftly and run. 

Christ is born, tell the folk of the village, 
Jesus is sleeping in His cradle,  
Ah, ah, beautiful is the Mother, 

Ah, ah, beautiful is her Son. 
 
 
 



LESSON SIX                                    O Come All Ye Faithful 
please rise 

 

In those days, a decree went out from Emperor Augustus that all the world should be 
registered.  
 

This was the first registration and was taken while Quirinius was governor of Syria. All went to 
their own towns to be registered. Joseph also went from the town of Nazareth in Galilee to 
Judea, to the city of David called Bethlehem, because he was descended from the house and 
family of David.  
 

He went to be registered with Mary, to whom he was engaged and who was expecting a child. 
While they were there, the time came for her to deliver her child.  
 

And she gave birth to her firstborn son and wrapped him in bands of cloth, and laid him in a 
manger, because there was no place for them in the inn.   
Luke 2:1~8 
 

 
 

O come, all ye faithful, joyful and 
triumphant, 

O come ye, O come ye to Bethlehem. 
Come and behold Him, born the King 

of Angels 
O come, let us adore Him, 
O come, let us adore Him 

O come, let us adore Him, Christ the 
Lord 

 
God of God, Light of Light; 

Lo, He abhors not the Virgin’s womb: 
Very God begotten not created; 

O come, let us adore Him, 
O come, let us adore Him 

O come, let us adore Him, Christ the 
Lord 

 
 

Sing choirs of Angels, sing in exultation, 
O, Sing all ye citizens of heaven above; 

Glory to God in the highest; 
O come, let us adore Him, 
O come, let us adore Him 

O come, let us adore Him, Christ the 
Lord 

 
Yea Lord, we greet thee, born this 

happy morning 
Jesus to thee be all glory given; 
Word of the Father, late in flesh 

appearing 
O come, let us adore Him, 
O come, let us adore Him 

O come, let us adore Him, Christ the 
Lord 

 
 
 
 



LESSON SEVEN 
Please Rise 
 
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 he favors!’ 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. Luke 2:8~16 
 
 

YOU BETTER RUN 
Words and Music by Davin Youngs 

 
 
 

LESSON EIGHT                                                   The Flight  
Words by George Szirtes 

Music by Davin Youngs 
 
 

In the time of King Herod, after Jesus was born in Bethlehem of Judea, wise men from the East 
came to Jerusalem, asking, ‘Where is the child who has been born king of the Jews? For we 
observed his star at its rising, and have come to pay him homage.’  

 
The child on the dirtpath 

finds the highway blocked 
The dogs at the entrance 

snarl that doors are locked 
The great god of kindness 
has his kindness mocked 

 
May those who travel light 
Find shelter on the flight 

May Bethlehem 
Give rest to them. 

 



When King Herod heard this, he was frightened, and all Jerusalem with him; and calling together 
all the chief priests and scribes of the people, he inquired of them where the Messiah was to be 
born. They told him, ‘In Bethlehem of Judea; for so it has been written by the prophet: “And 
you, Bethlehem, in the land of Judah, are by no means least among the rulers of Judah; for from 
you shall come a ruler who is to shepherd my people Israel.”’ Then Herod secretly called for the 
wise men and learned from them the exact time when the star had appeared. Then he sent them 
to Bethlehem, saying, ‘Go and search diligently for the child; and when you have found him, 
bring me word so that I may also go and pay him homage.’ When they had heard the king, they 
set out; 

 
 

The sea is a graveyard 
the beach is dry bones 
the child at the station 
is pelted with stones 

the cop stands impassive 
the ambulance drones 

 
May those who travel light 
Find shelter on the flight 

May Bethlehem 
Give rest to them. 

 
 

We sleep then awaken 
we rest on the way 

our sleep might be troubled 
but hope is our day 
we move on for ever 
like children astray 

 
May those who travel light 
Find shelter on the flight 

May Bethlehem 
Give rest to them 

 
 
 
 

…and there, ahead of them, went the star that they had seen at its rising, until it stopped over 
the place where the child was. When they saw that the star had stopped, they were overwhelmed 
with joy. On entering the house, they saw the child with Mary his mother; and they knelt down 
and paid him homage. Then, opening their treasure chests, they offered him gifts of gold, 
frankincense, and myrrh. And having been warned in a dream not to return to Herod, they left 
for their own country by another road. Matthew 2:1~12 

 
We move on for ever 

our feet leave no mark 
you won't hear our voices 

once we're in the dark 
but here is our fire 

this child is our spark 
 

May those who travel light 
Find shelter on the flight 

May Bethlehem 
Give rest to them 



LESSON NINE                                                        Prepare  
by Jan Richardson 

 
Strange how one word 
will so hollow you out. 

 
In The Beginning was the Word, and the Word was with God, and the Word was God. 

 
But this word 

has been in the wilderness 
for months. 

Years. 
 

He was in the beginning with God. All things came into being through him, and without him not 
one thing came into being.  

 
This word is what remained 

after everything else 
was worn away 

by sand and stone. 
It is what withstood 

the glaring of sun by day, 
the weeping loneliness of 

the moon at night 
 

What has come into being in him was life, and the life was the light of all people. The light shines 
in the darkness, and the darkness did not overcome it.  

 
Now it comes to you 
racing out of the wild 

eyes blazing 
and waving its arms, 

its voice ragged with desert 
but piercing and loud 

as it speaks itself 
again, and again. 

 
Prepare, prepare. 

 
There was a man sent from God, whose name was John. He came as a witness to testify to the 
light, so that all might believe through him. He himself was not the light, but he came to testify 
to the light. The true light, which enlightens everyone, was coming into the world. He was in the 
world, and the world came into being through him; yet the world did not know him. He came to 
what was his own, and his own people did not accept him.  



 
It may feel like 

the word is leveling you 
emptying you 
as it asks you 

to give up 
what you have known. 

 
But to all who received him, who believed in his name, he gave power to become children of 
God, who were born, not of blood or of the will of the flesh or of the will of man, but of God.  

 
It is impolite 

and hardly tame 
but when it falls 
upon your lips 

you will wonder 
at the sweetness 

 
And the Word became flesh and lived among us,  

 
like honey 

that finds its way 
into the hunger 

you had not known 
was there. 

 
…full of grace and truth.  John 1:1~14 

 

 
 
 
CLOSING REMARKS 
 
 
 
OFFERING 

 
 
 



CLOSING HYMN             Angels We Have Heard on High 
                                                                                                                                      Please Rise  

 
Angels we have heard on high, 
Sweetly singing o’er the plains, 

And the mountains in reply 
Echo back their joyous strains. 

Glo-------ria in excelsis Deo, 
Glo-------ria in excelsis Deo! 

 
Shepherds, why this jubilee?  

Why your joyous strains prolong? 
Say what may the tidings be,  

Which inspire your heav’nly song? 
Glo-------ria in excelsis Deo, 
Glo-------ria in excelsis Deo! 

 
Come to Bethlehem and see  

Him whose birth the angels sing; 
Come adore on bended knee 

Christ the Lord, the newborn King, 
Glo-------ria in excelsis Deo, 
Glo-------ria in excelsis Deo! 

 
 
 
 

MUSICIANS                                    Eva Carlson, Davin Youngs, Molly Blythe, Missy Wise,  
                                                       Dan Bartz, Tim Mulvenna, Ben Lansing, Grace Chicago Choir 

 

READERS                                             Paula Carter, Vic Lyday, Kayla Tekus, Michael Walters, 
Jess Hogue, Johanna Winter-Harper, Ana Caref, 

Justin Lane, Anna Swanson, Emma Haney, Kathryn Swan 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Minister, Bob Reid: (t) 312.927.1323 (e) bob@gracechicago.com 
Assistant Pastor, Caleb Schut: (e) caleb@gracechicago.com 

Director of Music, Davin Youngs: (e) davin@davinyoungsvoice.com 
Ministry Coordinator, Ana Caref: (e) ministry@gracechicago.com 



Thank you for joining us for Lessons and Carols this morning. If you would like more 
information about Grace Chicago, or are interested in becoming a part of our community, 
please fill out a connection card (located on the hospitality table located right outside the 
auditorium doors.) Or, you can simply send an email to ministry@gracechicago.com.  
 

-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
 

In 1918 a British Army Chaplain, Eric Milner-White, returning from the horrors of World War 
I, developed the first Lessons and Carols service as we know it. It is reported that his 
experience as a chaplain in the war led him to conclude that the Church of England needed 
more imaginative worship. That is something to ponder in and of itself and is a good word 
for us today. Where can we find hope and healing in a war-torn world? Where can we be 
shaped into peacemakers? Human flourishing flows from our participation in robust and 
meaningful worship. 
 
Based on an 1880 Christmas Eve order of worship, the Festival of Nine Lessons and Carols 
traces God's love for humankind through the Scriptures. Beginning with God's refusal to give 
up on humans at the time of our primordial rebellion as portrayed in the Adam and Eve 
narrative, the readings follow the promise of God's redemptive love through the Old 
Testament, culminating in the Incarnation of the Son of God. 
 
In Advent 2004, Grace Chicago Church held its first Lessons and Carols service, exploring 
the unique ways this tradition and these ancient texts might interact with our church 
experience. The service was a mysterious dance of old and new, something we remain 
committed to 14 years later.  
 
This years’ service begins with the voice of a single child singing 'Once in Royal David's City,' 
a nod to the King's College tradition in Cambridge. We then wonder aloud how the Genesis 
stories of human frailty might intersect with 'Singing in the Land,' an American folk carol by 
Elizabeth Mitchell. The chilling words of Christina Rosetti will remind us of how hope can 
emerge in 'The Bleak Midwinter' and Rowan Williams 'Advent Poem' will engage the words 
of Isaiah to tell of God's immanence and transcendence. With a wink, we'll explore what 
happens when you take the traditional choral text 'A Spotless Rose' and rewrite it as a 
country Doo-wop tune and then give new music to Hungarian poet George Szirtes' 'The 
Flight.' King's College commissioned Szirtes to write this text, speaking to his own 
experience as a refugee and on behalf of the many others who are forced to traverse our 
world today. Finally, we ask what Mary's motherhood of God incarnate may have really 
meant through the raw words of contemporary poet, Alison Woodard. 
 
Grace's original Lessons and Carols service was titled 'Bending Toward the Earth,' an Advent 
reminder of God's unique and continuous movement toward each of us. May this service 
and its tradition continue to draw us more fully into the wonder and mystery of God's 
redemptive love that bends toward us. 


