Notes on the poetry for the Advent Carol Service
David and I wanted to have a selection of poems from women poets this year. The Malcolm Guite sequence, and the classic George Herbert and John Donne poems, have done us well, but it is good to look at other options. The decision to have poetry authored by women has meant, almost inevitably, that we feature largely contemporary poetry.
I have tried to find poems that relate to the O Antiphons. I wanted to have no more than one poem from each author, and I have restricted myself to poets whose work I know well. So these are not all direct reflections on Biblical texts. However, just as all these poets remain deeply indebted to the Christian tradition so we can, through some imaginative work, see connections with these ancient liturgical prayers.
We hope that it will be useful to have these texts as preparation for the service.

[bookmark: _Hlk213839988]Antiphon 1: 0 Sapientia - O Wisdom			Kathleen Raine	“Spell of Creation”
Within the flower there lies a seed,
Within the seed there springs a tree,
Within the tree there spreads a wood.

In the wood there burns a fire,
And in the fire there melts a stone,
Within the stone a ring of iron.

Within the ring there lies an O,
Within the O there looks an eye,
In the eye there swims a sea,

And in the sea reflected sky,
And in the sky there shines the sun,
Within the sun a bird of gold.

Within the bird there beats a heart,
And from the heart there flows a song,
And in the song there sings a word.

In the word there speaks a world,
A world of joy, a world of grief,
From joy and grief there springs my love.

Oh love, my love, there springs a world,
And on the world there shines a sun,
And in the sun there burns a fire,

Within the fire consumes my heart,
And in my heart there beats a bird,
And in the bird there wakes an eye,
Within the eye, earth, sea and sky,
Earth, sky and sea within an O
Lie like the seed within the flower.			Kathleen Raine, Collected Poems, 2000

[bookmark: _Hlk214445680]Antiphonⅱ: 0 Adonai – O Lord of Lords			Alice Oswald, “A Short Story of Falling”
It is the story of the falling rain
to turn into a leaf and fall again

it is the secret of a summer shower
to steal the light and hide it in a flower

and every flower a tiny tributary
that from the ground flows green and momentary

is one of water's wishes and this tale
hangs in a seed-head smaller than my thumbnail

if only I a passerby could pass
as clear as water through a plume of grass

to find the sunlight hidden at the tip
turning to seed a kind of lifting rain drip

then I might know like water how to balance
the weight of hope against the light of patience

water which is so raw so earthy-strong
and lurks in cast-iron tanks and leaks along

drawn under gravity towards my tongue
to cool and fill the pipe-work of this song

which is the story of the falling rain
that rises to the light and falls again
						Alice Oswald, Falling Awake, 2016

[bookmark: _Hlk214445837]Antiphon ⅲ: 0 Radix – O root of Jesse		Marianne Moore, “Rosemary”	
Beauty and Beauty’s son and rosemary – 
Venus and Love, her son, to speak plainly – 
born of the sea supposedly,
at Christmas each, in company,
braids a garland of festivity.
Not always rosemary – 

since the flight to Egypt, blooming differently.
With lancelike leaf, green but silver underneath,
its flowers -  white originally – 
turned blue. The herb of memory,
imitating the blue robe of Mary,
is not too legendary.

to flower both as symbol and as pungency.
Springing from stones beside the sea,
the height of Christ when thirty-three –
not higher – it feeds on dew and to the bee
“hath a dumb language”; is in reality
	a kind of Christmas-tree.
					Marianne Moore, New Collected Poems, 2017
					Moore’s Notes on this poem can be found at the end

[bookmark: _Hlk214378318][bookmark: _Hlk214445935]Antiphon ⅳ: 0 Clavis			Elizabeth Jennings, “Considerations”

Some say they find it in the mind,
A reason why they should go on.
Others declare that they can find
The same in travel, art well done.

Still others seek in sex or love
A reciprocity, relief.
And few, far fewer daily, give
Themselves to God, a holy life.

But poetry must change and make
The world seem new in each design.
It asks much labour, much heartbreak,
Yet it can conquer in a line.
						Elizabeth Jennings, Collected Poems, 1986


Antiphon ⅴ: 0 Oriens			Elizabeth Barrett Browning, “The Best Thing in the World”

[bookmark: _Hlk214379579]What’s the best thing in the world?
June-rose, by May-dew impearled;
Sweet south-wind, that means no rain;
Truth, not cruel to a friend;
Pleasure, not in haste to end;
Beauty, not self-decked and curled
Till its pride is over-plain;
Light, that never makes you wink;
Memory, that gives no pain;
Love, when, so, you’re loved again.
What’s the best thing in the world?
-Something out of it, I think.
					Elizabeth Barrett Browning, from Victorian Verse, 1990

Antiphon ⅵ: 0 Rex Gentium				Edith Sitwell, “Still Falls the Rain”


The Raids, 1940. 	Night and Dawn.

Still falls the Rain—-
Dark as the world of man, black as our loss—-
Blind as the nineteen hundred and forty nails
Upon the Cross.

Still falls the Rain
With a sound like the pulse of the heart that is changed to the hammer-beat
In the Potter's Field, and the sound of the impious feet

On the Tomb:
                  Still falls the Rain

In the Field of Blood where the small hopes breed and the human brain
Nurtures its greed, that worm with the brow of Cain.

Still falls the Rain
At the feet of the Starved Man hung upon the Cross.
Christ that each day, each night, nails there, have mercy on us—-
On Dives and on Lazarus:
Under the Rain the sore and the gold are as one.

Still falls the Rain—-
Still falls the Blood from the Starved Man's wounded Side:
He bears in His Heart all wounds,—-those of the light that died,
The last faint spark
In the self-murdered heart, the wounds of the sad uncomprehending dark,
The wounds of the baited bear—-
The blind and weeping bear whom the keepers beat
On his helpless flesh… the tears of the hunted hare.

Still falls the Rain—-
Then—- O Ile leape up to my God: who pulles me doune—-
See, see where Christ's blood streames in the firmament:
It flows from the Brow we nailed upon the tree

Deep to the dying, to the thirsting heart
That holds the fires of the world,—-dark-smirched with pain
As Caesar's laurel crown.

Then sounds the voice of One who like the heart of man
Was once a child who among beasts has lain—-
"Still do I love, still shed my innocent light, my Blood, for thee."
								Edith Sitwell, Collected Poems, 2006




Antiphon ⅶ: 0 Emmanuel			A.E. Stallings, “First Miracle”

Her body like a pomegranate torn
Wide open, somehow bears what must be born,

The irony where a stranger small enough
To bed down in the ox-tongue-polished trough

Erupts into the world and breaks the spell
Of the ancient, numbered hours with his yell.

Now her breasts ache and weep and soak her shirt
Whenever she hears his hunger or his hurt;

She can’t change water into wine; instead
She fashions sweet milk out of her own blood.
							A.E. Stallings, Like, 2018


		Marianne Moore’s Note on “Rosemary”
“hath…. language.”  Sir Thomas More
According to a Spanish legend, rosemary flowers- originally white- turned blue when the Virgin Mary threw her cloak over a rosemary bush, while resting on the flight into Egypt. There is in Trinity College Library, Cambridge, a manuscript sent to Queen Philippa of Hainault by her mother, written by “a clerk of the school of Salerno” and translated by “danyel bain”. The manuscript is devoted entirely to the virtues of rosemary, which, we are told, never grows higher than the height of Christ; after thirty-three years the plant increases in breadth but not in height.
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