


Dear Friend,
 
The Advent season is one of waiting for that which is 
coming. Perhaps much of our work here at Blood:Water 
is in its own season of Advent—a season in which we work 
and watch and hope. Wells are built; we wait for rain. Education 
is shared; we watch for transformation. Medicine is provided; we 
anticipate better health.
 
This season is dear to Blood:Water because we know that a rescuer, the 
ultimate fixer of all that is broken in our world, came and comes again to 
redeem all that is wrong. And while His coming is cause to celebrate, it’s 
also an opportunity to ponder, to reposition our hearts toward waiting.
 
These Advent readings are designed to help set your mind and heart on 
the necessity of Christ; the hope, repair, and rescue His coming brings to 
our broken world and messy lives. We hope that it will be a tool for you 
as you ponder and wait.
 
To accompany this book, a compilation of original recordings is available 
for free download at bloodwater.org/christmastunes.
 
The Blood:Water Team

With overwhelming gratitude,  we of fer thanks to
Sally Lloyd-Jones,  Kathleen Norris ,  Sandra McCracken , 

Ji l l  Phil l ips,  Al  Andrews,  and Brad Montague.  The Advent season 
is more alive and vivid because of  your voices and poetr y.



There iS No 
BeTTer NeWS

“Behold, God is my salvation; i will trust, and will not be 
afraid; for the LorD GoD is my strength and my song, 

and he has become my salvation.” isaiah 12:2 eSV

The God who made us, the God we’ve run from, the God we’ve disap-
pointed and sinned against—that God came for us. Our eternal and 
limitless God came to us, stepped into the mess and chaos of earth, 
heart-set on our irrevocable rescue.
 
As we approach Christmas, let’s begin by reminding ourselves that we 
desperately need Him. Humanity could not save itself in the days of 
Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob any more than we can save ourselves today. 
Let’s consider what our lives would be apart from Christ. Imagine your 
life lacking the Prince of Peace. Consider a life in which your righ-
teousness and worthiness and salvation depended upon you alone.     
 
The good news of Christ is that we are off the hook. He’s taken our sin, 
shame, and shortcomings. Now as we approach Advent, may we slow 
down to pause and be open to the miracles of this season.
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For to us a child is born, to us a son is given;
and the government shall be upon his shoulder, 

and his name shall be called
Wonderful Counselor, Mighty God,
Everlasting Father, Prince of Peace.

Merciful Lord,
 
Pardon all my sins of this day, week, year,
all the sins of my life,
sins of early, middle, and advanced years,
of omission and commission,
of morose, peevish and angry tempers,
of lip, life and walk,
of hard-heartedness, unbelief, presumption, pride,
of unfaithfulness to the souls of men,
of want of bold decision in the cause of Christ,
of deficiency in outspoken zeal for His glory,
of bringing dishonour upon Thy great name,
of deception, injustice, untruthfulness in my dealings with others,
of impurity in thought, word and deed,
of covetousness, which is idolatry,
of substance unduly hoarded, improvidently squandered,
not consecrated to the glory of Thee, the great Giver ;
sins in private and in the family,
in study and recreation,
in the busy haunts of men,
in the study of thy Word and in the neglect of it,
in prayer irreverently offered and coldly withheld,
in time misspent,
in yielding to Satan’s wiles,
in opening my heart to his temptations,
in being unwatchful when I know him nigh,
in quenching the Holy Spirit;
sins against light and knowledge,
sins against conscience and the restraints of thy Spirit,
sins against the law of eternal love.
 
Pardon all my sins, known and unknown,
felt and unfelt,
confessed and not confessed,
remembered or forgotten.
Good Lord, hear ; and hearing, forgive.
 
–Arthur Bennett, “The Valley of Vision: A Collection of Puritan Prayers and Devotions”

PArDoN ALL My SiNS
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“Earth’s crammed with heaven, 
And every common bush afire with God,
But only he who sees takes off his shoes; 

The rest sit round and pluck blackberries.” 
- Elizabeth Barrett Browning

It had been one of those Christmas seasons, 
stressful and busy. We had been to one too many 
parties, had braved a couple of chaotic trips to 
the crowded Denver mall, addressed and sent 
cards and gifts, and even took in several holiday 
concerts.
 
By the time we were returning home from the 
Christmas Eve service, referring to my wife and 
me as Mr. and Mrs. Scrooge would not have been 
entirely inaccurate. While our 2-year-old son sat 
in his car seat, we were grumbling about it all, 
starting with picking apart the service we’d just 
attended. A mix of exhaustion and cynicism had 
settled in on us. It was not our finest hour.
 
In the midst of our conversation, we heard a 
voice from the back seat. We stopped talking 
and he was quiet. We continued our rant and 
we heard him say something, and again he was 
quiet. We felt it was our turn for silence and so 
we drove on, waiting to see if he would speak 
again.
 
As we passed by the next house, resplendent with 
lights on the trees and in the windows, a little voice 

from the back seat said slowly and articulately, 
“Beau-ti-ful!” And when we came to the next 
lighted tree, he said it again, “Beau-ti-ful.”
 
My wife and I looked at each other as tears 
welled up in our eyes. With one word, he had 
broken through our sullen spirits. While we 
were caught up in the mess, he had discovered 
wonder and beauty. In his own little way, he was 
looking at the Christ child and rejoicing over his 
coming. Leave it to a 2-year-old.
 
We took the long way home that night, going 
through neighborhood after neighborhood. I don’t 
know how many times the three of us said the 
word, “beautiful.” But I do know that we said it 
enough to return our hearts to what was true, and 
to remind ourselves of the reality that if we have 
eyes to see, the wonders of God surround us. 
 
–Al Andrews

D e C e M B e r  2 D e C e M B e r  3

New Testament
Fulfillment

Old Testament
Prophecy

he is a great light for people dwelling in darkness.

he bears our iniquities.

he takes our illnesses and bears our diseases.

The Spirit of the Lord is upon him and he has been
anointed to proclaim good news to the poor.

Isaiah 9:1-2

Isaiah 53:10-11

Isaiah 53:4

Isaiah 61:1-4

Matthew 4:12-17

Romans 5:1-2

Matthew 8:14-17

Luke 4:16-21



“I am the LORD; I have
called you in righteousness;

I will take you by the hand and
keep you; I will give you as a 

covenant for the people,
a light for the nations.”
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Like the Philistine,
who comes out again,
Day after day,
he comes to taunt Israel.
Morning and night,
He comes out to jeer and stir up trouble.
 
Like a predatory bird
Hovering and casting a shadow over me,
forcing the gasp of air out of my lungs.
A forced inhale then an exhale
Of audible breath
Groaning
Like something heavy is pressing down on my chest.
A primal sigh of ‘being’
And a quiet declaration,
“I am here.”
 
I take refuge in the old, safe places.
In the kitchen cabinet, next to the pots
beneath the brown telephone in the house where I 
was a little girl.
The orange carpet and the steam from the spaghetti 
hot on the stove.
Peeking out of the slats on the wooden cupboard,
I am on my knees and small.
But I am here,
and I feel it all.
Already, but not yet, triumphant.
 
I will not quit.
 
Today, this gasping breath is my protest.
My proof of hope,
Proof of the new day coming.
 
The Light streaming in makes me squint my eyes.
It’s so dark in here sometimes.
The light and the darkness are visible measurements
of the unseen stretching of my spiritual rib cage,
Making more room.
 
Like a Mother bird hovers over her young,

I am protected.
I am shielded to the side, away from danger,
And I will not receive the force of the fierce winds.
But I can hear them whistling outside
through the shelter of the slats,
like feathers that surround me in safety.
 
Let there be no doubt that God is God.
Still there is doubt.
Let there be no doubt.
Still there is heat.
My chest swells up with tears that spill out of my eyes.
Creation rises up, too.
Her cries of expectation are like my own.
Her exhale, “Have mercy.”
Her inhale, mercy rushes in quick.
 
As it was, before all this.
As it was, before I was here.
As it was, when I was yet, small.
Still I am small.
As it is, presently.
And as it ever shall be.
 
I position my hopes, carefully
I position one stone in the sling
I position the trumpet to my lips.
 
My breath goes out with marked effort
As I raise my arms and narrow my eyes.
One shot. 
 
Triumphant. 
 
Lift up your heads, You will be raised.
Like morning. Like the inhale.
The breath itself, proof of hope.
The call, to be seen.
The response, to be heard.
The breath, to be loved.
 
- Sandra McCracken
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Some of the saddest words on earth are “We don’t have room for you.” Jesus knew the sound of 
those words. He was still in Mary’s womb when the innkeeper said, “We don’t have room for you.” 
And when He hung on the cross, wasn’t the message one of utter rejection? “We don’t have room 
for you in this world.”
 
Today Jesus is given the same treatment. He goes from heart to heart, asking if He might enter. 
Every so often, He’s welcomed. Someone throws open the door of his or her heart and invites Him 
to stay. And to that person Jesus gives this great promise, “In my Father’s house are many rooms” 
( John 14:2). We make room for Him in our hearts, and Jesus makes room for us in His house!
 –Max Lucado, “In the Manger”

“Behold, the virgin
shall conceive and

bear a son, and they
shall call his name

Immanuel”
(which means God with us).

 
Matthew 1:23 eSV
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MAKE
ROOM IN

YOUR HEART



A waiting person is a patient person. The word “patience” means 
the willingness to stay where we are and live the situation out to 

the full in the belief that something hidden there will manifest 
itself to us… But patient people dare to stay where they are. 

Patient living means to live actively in the present and wait there. 
Waiting, then, is not passive. It involves nurturing the moment, as 

a mother nurtures the child that is growing in her womb. 

–Henri Nouwen

Then hear now the silence
He comes in the silence
in silence he enters
the womb of the bearer
in silence he goes to
the realm of the shadows
redeeming and shriving
in silence he moves from
the grave cloths, the dark tomb
in silence he rises
ascends to the glory
leaving his promise
leaving his comfort
leaving his silence
So come now, Lord Jesus
Come in your silence
breaking our noising
laughter of panic
breaking this earth’s time
breaking us breaking us
quickly Lord Jesus
make no long tarrying
When will you come
and how will you come
and will we be ready
for silence
your silence

–Madeleine L’Engle 

learning
as you wait 
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Come, adore on bended knee

We all know the first part of the song “Joy to 
the World,” right?
 
Joy to the world!
 
Yeah! That’s it. Nice work.
 
It was years before I could sing any of the rest 
of the song. Still, it’s impossible for me to do 
so without the lyrics right in front of me. It’s a 
song where I think I know the lyrics, but really 
only know the tune. There’s a line in it that 
somehow never caught my attention until last 
year. It stopped me cold:
 
Joy to the world, The Lord is come!
Let earth receive her King!
Let every heart prepare Him room…
 
Prepare Him room. Yeah. That line.
 
“Excuse me, but … um… the embodiment of 
love and all things good and true is coming. 
Do you have room? Sorry to bother you, but 
there is this world-shaking, rule-breaking, life-
altering JOY that is headed your way – could 
you clear out some space for it?”
 
My schedule is too packed for anything new. 

No surprises. No time. No room. How silly. 
Living this way not only completely misses 
the lyrics, but also the tune and pretty much 
the entire symphony God is calling me to 
hear.
 
Time to rebel against my schedule and make 
room for the joy.
 
Typically, rebellions are fueled by anger. 
Whether it’s tea being thrown into the Boston 
Harbor or destroying the Death Star, usually 
rebellions are the result of a lot of yelling and 
sore feelings. However, this rebellion is fueled 
by joy. We have a joyful vision for how things 
could be, should be, and will be. That’s what 
moves us.
 
We have a joy that doesn’t end. May our 
hearts reflect that. May our schedules reflect 
that, too. May we swell with so much joy that 
we can’t help but sing about it – even if don’t 
know all the words.
 
–Brad Montague
 

PrePAre
hiM rooM
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HE WILL BRING 
uS GOODNESS 

AND LIGHT

And an angel of the Lord 
appeared to them, and the 

glory of the Lord shone around 
them, and they were filled 

with great fear.

And the angel said to them, 
“Fear not, for behold, i bring 

you good news of great joy 
that will be for all the people.”

Luke 2:9-10 eSV
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In the beginning,
before there was anything,
God’s building block—from 
which he would make the entire 
universe—was… 
Nothing. 
Out of the Void
The Abyss
The Emptiness
The Nothing
God makes
EVERYTHING. 
His other building block? 
Chaos. 
The Bible says God hovered over 
the chaos—over the disorder, the 
darkness, the confusion—and 
out of that makes the universe. 
Out of chaos, he makes… 
…the butterfly 
…tomatoes growing on vines 
…sun, moon and a thousand 
stars—all turning, wheeling, 
orbiting together in a delicate 
dance.

This is not the clash of violent 
forces
making the world by chance.
This is an artist
creating his masterpiece. 
Not because he has to.
But because he wants to. 
For the sheer joy of it. 
Doing what he loves to do.
Working with his favorite 
materials—
nothing
and
chaos. 
Filling the emptiness.
Lighting the dark.
Turning chaos to Joy. 
But sin lives in our hearts, 
unleashing chaos once more, 
working backwards—unraveling 
God’s beautiful creation, 
breaking his perfect world, un-
creating everything: turning life 
to death, joy to sadness, hope to 
despair, light to darkness, order 
to chaos. 

But God would once again turn 
chaos to Joy.
 
This time not hovering over the 
chaos.
But entering into it.
Taking the chaos into his own 
heart.
Mending his broken world
And in mending it
Die. 
For, one night, long ago in 
Bethlehem,
Into the chaos of homelessness 
and poverty
Into the chaos of breaking hearts
Into the chaos of darkness and 
hate and tears and sickness and 
dying… 
A Light. 
A Word. 
A Child. 
–Sally Lloyd-Jones

Might God want to turn chaos to joy in my life?

ChAoS
And when Jesus was baptized, 

immediately he went up from the 
water, and behold, the heavens 

were opened to him, and he saw the 
Spirit of God descending like a dove 

and coming to rest on him; and 
behold, a voice from heaven said, 

“This is my beloved Son, with whom 
i am well pleased.”

 
Matthew 3:16-17 ESV
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This is

ChRisT
ThE KiNG

As long as there are people, Christ will walk the earth 
as your neighbor, as the one through whom God calls 
you, speaks to you, makes demands on you. That is 
the great seriousness and great blessedness of the 
Advent message. Christ is standing at the door; he 
lives in the form of a human being among us.
 
–Dietrich Bonhoeffer, “God Is in the Manger”
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 Sent in mid-winter,
a coat filled with down,

to a land
of harsh winds

and bare branches,
frozen waters under whorls of snow.

 
unsold for too long,

in a green no one wanted,
the dank, dark green

of snow-sodden grass,
 

it came like the love
that bears us to this world

to shield us from storms,
bitter cold,

and falls on ice.
A coat,

stuffed with down,
in clearance-sale green.

 
“I’m not afraid,” she said,

only days
before she died,

“But I know that
it is imminent.”

She said it
with a vibrant smile,

although by then she struggled
even to open her eyes,

her hand cool
in mine, yet

warm enough
against the coming chill.

 
–Kathleen Norris

My MoThER’s 
GREEN LovE
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To ENabLE 
MEN To bECoME 

soNs of God.
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ThE soN of 
God bECaME 

a MaN

–C.s. LEwis, 
“MERE ChRisTiaNiTy”



The word rescue can feel like 
a word with clear, measurable 
results. The cat was rescued by the 
firefighter ; the man was rescued 
from the boat. Jesus rescued me 
and saved me from my sins. This 
is a profound truth I learned as a 
child and one that continues to 
shape my life as a grown woman 
with three children of my own.
 
This particular season of my life, 
however, has been full of great loss. 
In a recent conversation with my 
husband we realized we sang at 
eight funerals this year. My beloved 
Grandma Bea was the first one. She 
outlived her husband and two of 
her children, one of whom was my 
father. One funeral was for a dear 
friend and mentor from church 
who has had a profound influence 
on my life. An almost unbearable 
funeral was for a 3-year-old child. 
 
I prayed for rescue, a tangible 
rescue, in every one of these 
situations. None of them turned 
out as I hoped or prayed. It has 
been a season of great grieving and 
wrestling with God. What does 
it mean to cry out for rescue and 
instead face another funeral? I 
know He has rescued me in the 
next life but what does this 
look like lived out today?
 
When Christ entered 
the world as a baby and 
ended His days on earth 
obedient unto death on 
a cross, He showed us 
that there is meaning in 

suffering. It wasn’t a theological 
principle He espoused from on 
high—He lived it out on the ground 
where we walk. There is profound 
meaning to the days we have 
on this earth as we live out the 
particulars of the life we have been 
given. We may never understand 
why things unfold the way they 
do in our stories and the stories 
of those we love, but we can find 
comfort in the fact that Jesus found 
this journey so meaningful that He 
entered our world and chose a path 
of humility, sacrifice, and suffering. 
He is God With us. He may not 
rescue us in the traditional sense 
from pain in this life, but He never 
leaves us or forsakes us. I have to 
trust Him that this is the better 
way when it doesn’t make sense 
with my limited view. 
 
We have been rescued in the future 
and rescued today by His great 
love. It is a mystery and a comfort 
I pray I will lean into the rest of my 
days.
 
Have you ever cried out to God for 
rescue? How did you experience 
His presence?

 
–Jill Phillips

Rescue
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