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Mid-Day Advent Reflection 
What is the Point of Advent? 

 
The Promise 

 
Isaiah 11:1-9 

 
A shoot shall sprout from the stump of Jesse, and from his roots a bud shall blossom.   
The spirit of the Lord shall rest upon him: a spirit of wisdom and of understanding,  
A spirit of counsel and of strength, a spirit of knowledge and of fear of the Lord, and his 
delight shall be the fear of the Lord.   
Not by appearance shall he judge, nor by hearsay shall he decide, 
But he shall judge the poor with justice, and decide aright for the land’s afflicted. 
He shall strike the ruthless with the rod of his mouth, and with the breath of his lips he 
shall slay the wicked. 
Justice shall be the band around his waist, and faithfulness a belt upon his hips. 
Then the wolf shall be the guest of the lamb, and the leopard shall lie down with the kid;  
The calf and the young lion shall browse together, with a little child to guide them.   
The cow and the bear shall be neighbors, together their young shall rest; the lion shall eat 
hay like the ox.   
The baby shall play by the cobra’s den, and the child lay his hand on the adder’s lair. 
There shall be no harm or ruin on all my holy mountain; for the earth shall be filled with 
knowledge of the Lord, as water covers the sea. 

 
 

Ignatian Contemplation on the Incarnation 
 

The second “week” of the Spiritual Exercises of St. Ignatius begins with a 
contemplation of the Incarnation.  There are three points to the contemplation, which 
Ignatius asks us to cover “in some way or other – by fantasy, meditation, or 
contemplation – and after I have worked through them, I consider what it all means to 
me, to my life world, and to the whole of the human race.”  That is your prayer for today.  
(The following points are a paraphrase of Ignatius’ three points.) 

 
First, I look at all the people on the earth – different races and ethnic groups; 

some people single, some living in families; some working in offices, others in the field; 
some countries at peace, others at war.  I see infants being born, growing, dying.  I watch 
God watching all of this, and I wonder what God feels. 

 
 Second, I see the realities of the world around me – war, famine, crime, pollution.  
I watch the Trinity looking down on this.  Ignatius says “They look down upon the whole 
surface of the earth, and behold all nations in great blindness, going down to death and 
descending into hell.”  I consider: what goes on in the heart of the Trinity as they look at 
the darkness of the world?  I feel the Trinity’s love for humanity and their pain as 
humanity suffers.  And I listen to the thoughts of the Trinity: Let us save all these 
people.”  And I see and hear their plan as they send the angel to Mary. 
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 Third, I move in my imagination back to the frantic activities of the world in 
which I live.  I see the good – and the bad.  And I see God working busily, initiating the 
Incarnation, laboring among humankind.  And I see the angel announce God’s message 
and I see Mary acquiesce. 
 
 Ignatius invites us, after we consider these three points, to engage in colloquy 
with the Father, Jesus or Mary. 
 

Annunciation 
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. 
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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, 
perceiving instantly 
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 minute no one speaks of,  
where 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 illumed 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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I Did Say Yes 
(Paul Mariani) 

 
Thou heardst me, truer than toungue, confess… 
    Gerard Manley Hopkins 
 
The barely prayable prayer as the words fall away, 
Words unguessed or unguessable, soft silence only, 
Penetrant silence, the pit, then something stirring… 
Importunate, unquenchable mind, astray 
Or aswarm, attuned for odd moments after, then 
Drifting.  Then a lull & a lifting, then self flickering back, 
As the parched sunflower turns towards the sun… 
 
A woman kneels, head bent forward, each cell attendant 
Upon the flame which, consuming, does not consume, 
But gently enwrapts, caressing, filling herself with itself, 
The burning clouds lingering, then hovering off, like 
Mist off a mountain, here in this kitchen, this cell, here, 
Where the timeless crosses with time, this chiasmus, 
Infinity & now, nowhere & always, this cosmos, this fresh- 
 
Found dimension, all attention gone over now, as flame 
Flickers and whispers, all care turning to ash, all fear, 
All consequence even, all given over, ah, lover to lover 
Now, saying yes, yes, whatever you will, my dear, 
Yes echoing down the long halls of time, yes, 
In spite of all disappointment, of the death of Love even, 
The barely sayable yes again, yes again, yes I will.  Yes. 

 
 


