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Invocation and Litany 
 

In the name of the Father, and of the  Son, and of the Holy Spirit.    
 

Amen 
 

In the rush of the season, 
 

we forget to look up. 
 

Stars sparkle in the sky; 
 

we do not pause to see. 
 

Weighed down by life’s troubles, 
 

 we lose the wonder of this season. 
 

How do we reclaim awe 
 

 as we wait for Christ’s coming? 

 

 

Song  Before the Marvel of This Night 

…as performed by the Georgia Boy Choir, Atlanta. 
 

Before the marvel of this night, adoring, fold your wings and bow, 

Then tear the sky apart with light, and with your news the world endow. 

Proclaim the birth of Christ and peace, that fear and death and sorrow cease: 

Sing peace, sing peace, sing gift of peace, sing peace, sing gift of peace! 
 

Awake the sleeping world with song, this is the day the Lord has made. 

Assemble here, celestial throng, in royal splendor come arrayed. 

Give earth a glimpse of heav’nly bliss, a teasing taste of what they miss: 

Sing bliss, sing bliss, sing endless bliss, sing bliss, sing endless bliss! 
 

The love that we have always known, our constant joy and endless light, 

Now to the loveless world be shown, now break upon its deathly night. 

Into one song compress the love that rules our universe above: 

Sing love, sing love, sing God is love, sing love, sing God is love! 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Reading Matthew 8:23-27 
 

23…when [Jesus] got into the boat, his disciples followed him. 24A windstorm arose on 

the sea, so great that the boat was being swamped by the waves; but he was 

asleep. 25And they went and woke him up, saying, "Lord, save us! We are 

perishing!" 26And he said to them, "Why are you afraid, you of little faith?" Then he got 

up and rebuked the winds and the sea; and there was a dead calm. 27They were amazed, 

saying, "What sort of man is this, that even the winds and the sea obey him?" 

 

 

Reflection 
Silence is kept as we consider these questions. 
 

As I grow older I get surer 

Man’s heart is colder, his life no purer. 

As I grow steadily more austere 

I come less readily to Christmas each year. 

I can’t keep taking without a thought 

Forced merrymaking and presents bought 

In crowds and jostling. Alas, there’s naught 

In empty wassailing where oblivion’s sought. 

Oh, I’d be waiting with quiet fasting 

Anticipating a joy more lasting. 

And so I rhyme with no apology 

During this time of eschatology: 

Judgment and warning come like thunder. 

But now is the hour when I remember 

An infant’s power on a cold December. 

Midnight is dawning and the birth of wonder. 
 

 The Birth of Wonder from WinterSong 

- Madeleine L’Engle 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Prayers 
 

That we see the world through the eyes of a child, in wonder, awe, and hope, 
 

we pray to you, O God. 
 

That we find inspiration and joy everywhere we look, 
 

we pray to you, O God. 
 

That we marvel in your creation, around and within us, 
 

we pray to you, O God. 
 

Wondrous God, cultivate in us a sense of awe and curiosity.  

Inspire us by your work in this world and in our lives.  

In the name of your Son, Jesus, for whom we wait expectantly. 

Amen 

 

 

Blessing and Dismissal 
 

God, whose creation fills you with wonder, 

Christ, whose love deepens your sense of awe, 

Holy Spirit, whose power inspires you, 

 bless and keep you always. 
 

Amen. 
 

Go in peace. Be filled with wonder. 
 

 Thanks be to God. 

 


