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  Service of Poems and Carols 

 
   Prelude 

 
 Welcome 
  
 Call to Worship 
            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. Isa. 9:6  

  
“The Annunciation”                                                             by Denise Levertov 

  

Service of Poems and Carols 



Carol: Hark the Herald Angels Sing  vv. 1,3                                      UMH #240 
 
 
                     

“Amazing Peace”                                                                   by Maya Angelou 
 
Carol: O Come, O Come Emmanuel  vv. 4, 6                                     UMH #211 
  

 
 Prayer of Confession & Assurance of Pardon 
 

Merciful God,  
we confess that we have not lived as your faithful children.  
We have kept silent in the midst of prejudice and hatred.  
We have been idle in the face of violence and injustice.  
We have not been a light to the nations,  
and our lives have not revealed your glory.  
Forgive us, we pray.  
Cast out our sin and enter in; 
be born in us today.  
 
All offer prayers of confession in silence. 
 
Sing to the Lord a new song! 
God has done wonderful things.  
In the name of Jesus Christ, praise God, we are forgiven! 

 
“In each heart lies a Bethlehem”                                                by Ann Weems 
 
 Carol: O Little Town of Bethlehem  vv. 1,3                                      UMH #230 
  

REJOICE!  REJOICE! 



 Scripture Reading: John 1:1-14 
  

 
“The Risk of Birth”                                                           by Madeleine L’Engle 
 
 Carol: What Child Is This?   Vv. 1, 2                                                UMH #246 
                                         Donna Southwood-Smith 
  
“If You Want”                                                               by St. John of the Cross 
 

 
 Carol: Joy to the World  vv. 1,2                                                     UMH #246 
  



 Benediction 
           “When the Song of the Angels Is Stilled”            by Howard Thurman 
 

 
 
 
Disciples Class  In January, we will begin a six week study called A Disciple's 
Path. It will be for anyone who wants to deepen their relationship with Christ and 
the Church, as well as serve as our new member's class for those who want to 
join UUMC. It is a study that combines a Wesleyan understanding of our growth 
in God's love and grace with the practice of spiritual disciplines. Please let Pastor 
Michelle and/or the office know if you are interested in joining this group! 
 
For Your Calendar 
January 2 -   Zoom service at 10:30 a.m. (Not in person) 
January 9 -   Celebration of Epiphany; Communion 
                  Fellowship and sanctuary un-decorating gathering 
January 16 - Recognition and celebration of outgoing Church Council 
                  members and new Leadership Board members 
                     
 
 
 
 



 

Annunciation  

by Denise Levertov  

Hail, space for the uncontained God’ From the Agathistos Hymn, Greece, 
VIc  

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.  

More often those moments when roads of light and storm open from 
darkness in a man or woman, are turned away from in dread, in a wave 
of weakness, in despair and with relief. Ordinary lives continue. God 
does not smite them. But the gates close, the pathway vanishes.  

____________________  

She had been a child who played, ate, slept like any other child–but 
unlike others, wept only for pity, laughed in joy not triumph. 
Compassion and intelligence fused in her, indivisible.  



Called to a destiny more momentous than any in all of Time, she did not 
quail, 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.  

____________________  

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.  

Levertov, Denise. “Annunciation.”  
Selected Poems, edited by Paul A. Lacey, New Directions Books, 2002,  
 
 



Amazing Peace: A Christmas Poem 
By Dr. Maya Angelou 
 
Thunder rumbles in the mountain passes 
And lightning rattles the eaves of our houses. 
Flood waters await us in our avenues. 
 
Snow falls upon snow, falls upon snow to avalanche 
Over unprotected villages. 
The sky slips low and grey and threatening. 
 
We question ourselves. 
What have we done to so affront nature? 
We worry God. 
Are you there? Are you there really? 
Does the covenant you made with us still hold? 
 
Into this climate of fear and apprehension, Christmas enters, 
Streaming lights of joy, ringing bells of hope 
And singing carols of forgiveness high up in the bright air. 
The world is encouraged to come away from rancor, 
Come the way of friendship. 
 
It is the Glad Season. 
Thunder ebbs to silence and lightning sleeps quietly in the corner. 
Flood waters recede into memory. 
Snow becomes a yielding cushion to aid us 
As we make our way to higher ground. 
 
Hope is born again in the faces of children 
It rides on the shoulders of our aged as they walk into their sunsets. 
Hope spreads around the earth. Brightening all things, 
Even hate which crouches breeding in dark corridors. 
 



In our joy, we think we hear a whisper. 
At first it is too soft. Then only half heard. 
We listen carefully as it gathers strength. 
We hear a sweetness. 
The word is Peace. 
It is loud now. It is louder. 
Louder than the explosion of bombs. 
 
We tremble at the sound. We are thrilled by its presence. 
It is what we have hungered for. 
Not just the absence of war. But, true Peace. 
A harmony of spirit, a comfort of courtesies. 
Security for our beloveds and their beloveds. 
 
We clap hands and welcome the Peace of Christmas. 
We beckon this good season to wait a while with us. 
We, Baptist and Buddhist, Methodist and Muslim, say come. 
Peace. 
Come and fill us and our world with your majesty. 
We, the Jew and the Jainist, the Catholic and the Confucian, 
Implore you, to stay a while with us. 
So we may learn by your shimmering light 
How to look beyond complexion and see community. 
 
It is Christmas time, a halting of hate time. 
 
On this platform of peace, we can create a language 
To translate ourselves to ourselves and to each other. 
 
At this Holy Instant, we celebrate the Birth of Jesus Christ 
Into the great religions of the world. 
We jubilate the precious advent of trust. 
We shout with glorious tongues at the coming of hope. 
All the earth's tribes loosen their voices 



To celebrate the promise of Peace. 
 
We, Angels and Mortal's, Believers and Non-Believers, 
Look heavenward and speak the word aloud. 
Peace. We look at our world and speak the word aloud. 
Peace. We look at each other, then into ourselves 
And we say without shyness or apology or hesitation. 
 
Peace, My Brother. 
Peace, My Sister. 
Peace, My Soul. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
In each heart lies a Bethlehem 
By Ann Weems  
 
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 let’s go to Bethlehem 
and see this thing that the Lord has made known to us. 
In the midst of shopping sprees 
let’s ponder in our hearts the Gift of Gifts. 
Through the tinsel 
let’s look for the gold of the Christmas Star. 
In the excitement and confusion, in the merry chaos, 
let’s listen for the brush of angels’ wings. 
This Advent, lets go to Bethlehem 
and find our kneeling places. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Scripture Lesson: John 1:1-14  
 

In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with God, and 
the Word was God. He was in the beginning with God. All things 
came into being through him, and without him not one thing came 
into being. 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. 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. 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. And the Word became flesh and lived among us, and we 
have seen his glory, the glory as of a father’s only son, full of grace 
and truth.  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 



The Risk of Birth 
by Madeleine L'Engle 
 
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 & the sun burns late. 
 
That was no time for a child to be born, 
In a land in the crushing grip of Rome; 
Honor & truth were trampled to scorn— 
Yet here did the Savior 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 torn— 
Yet Love still takes the risk of birth. 
 
 
 
 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



IF YOU WANT 
by St. John of the Cross 
 

If you want the Virgin will come walking down the road pregnant with 
the holy, and say, “I need shelter for the night, please take me inside 
your heart, my time is so close.” 
 

Then, under the roof of your soul, you will witness the sublime 
intimacy, the divine, the Christ taking birth forever, 
 

as she grasps your hand for help, for each of us is the midwife of God, 
each of us. 
 

Yet there, under the dome of your being does creation come into 
existence eternally, through your womb, dear pilgrim– the sacred 
womb in your soul, 
 

as God grasps our arms for help; for each of us is His beloved servant 
never far. 
 

If you want, the Virgin will come walking down the street pregnant 
with Light and sing … 

 

–St. John of the Cross, “If You Want” in Daniel Ladinsky Love Poems from God: 
Twelve Sacred Voices from the East and West (New York: Penguin Group, 
2002), 306-307. 
 
 

 



By Howard Thurman 
 
When the song of the angels is stilled, When the star in the sky is gone, 
When the kings and princes are home, When the shepherds are back 
with their flock, The work of Christmas begins: 
“When the song of the angels is stilled, when the star in the sky is gone,  
when the kings and princes are home,  
when the shepherds are back with their flocks, the work of Christmas 
begins: to find the lost,  
to heal the broken,  
to feed the hungry,  
to release the prisoner,  
to rebuild the nations,  
to bring peace among the people, to make music in the heart.” 
 


