
St Vedast-alias-Foster 

 

Peace and Contemplation in the City 

 

NEWS FROM FOSTER LANE 

 

 

 

 

Newsletter No. 7 

 

From Fr Paul, Advent 1 

 

“The meaning is in the waiting” writes the Welsh priest poet RS Thomas in Kneeling; 
reflecting on the nature of unanswered prayer in an atmospheric country church, “The 
air a staircase for silence”. 
 
For many of us, 2020 has had too much waiting and quite a lot of silence: waiting, 
anticipating a first lockdown in March; waiting for churches, pubs and restaurants to 
reopen for the summer; waiting to meet loved ones; waiting for schools to return; and 
now waiting for a vaccine roll out. 2020 has been like one long Advent. However, it’s 
hard to see the meaning in this waiting, the silence has gone on too long. 
 
Perhaps we should turn to another Celtic poet to make sense of this strange time. 

“Since when,” he asked, 
“Are the first line and last line of any poem 
Where the poem begins and ends?” 

Writes Seamus Heaney in Fragment. Any poem starts with the experiences and 
reflections we bring to the reading, and the images continue to resonate and flourish in 
our imaginations after the reading. It is the same with our Biblical Advent poetry. 
 
“The people who walked in darkness have seen a great light”, proclaims the prophet 
Isaiah. We can relate to light shining into, and revealing, our own despair. “They shall 
beat their swords into ploughshares and their spears into pruning hooks” predicted 
Michah. We may not have a farming background, but we can appreciate the forces of 
mass destruction now bringing electricity. Can we view the long awaited Christ child in a 
poetic way? Seeing a creative tension in who he is: God in a feeding trough; a king 
crowned with thorns; a God who can suffer. Stay with the mystery this Advent and bring 
your own personal experiences to what is initially incomprehensible: we bring our 
parental experiences to God in a feeding trough; our political experiences to a king 
crowned with thorns; our experiences of grief to a God who suffers. Advent is not a 
theory to be understood but a mystery which starts before Genesis and continues 
beyond Revelation. 
 
Deep peace of the running wave to you. 
Deep peace of the flowing air to you. 



Deep peace of the quiet earth to you. 
Deep peace of the shining stars to you. 
Deep peace of the infinite peace to you. 
 

Service information 

You can join us for live weekday masses & our Sunday Service 

https://www.youtube.com/channel/UCq5Plrgy_zMhIuHu-ZePfRQ?view_as=subscriber 

 

After the Sunday Service  

Paul Kennedy is inviting you to a scheduled Zoom meeting. 

Topic: Post Eucharist coffee 

Time: This is a recurring meeting each Sunday after Mass 

Join Zoom Meeting 

https://us02web.zoom.us/j/89210467362 

 

Meeting ID: 892 1046 7362 

 

You can still make your Sunday offering online by clicking on this ‘give a 

little’ logo which can also be used for all donations 

As with most charities the lockdown has stretched our finances .  

 

 

 

There will be no pew sheets during lockdown. Readings for this Sunday printed below. 

 

Sunday 29 November, Advent 1 

 

Isaiah 64.1-9  
O that you would tear open the heavens and come down, so that the mountains would 
quake at your presence - as when fire kindles brushwood and the fire causes water to 
boil - to make your name known to your adversaries, so that the nations might tremble 
at your presence! When you did awesome deeds that we did not expect, you came 
down, the mountains quaked at your presence. From ages past no one has heard, no ear 
has perceived, no eye has seen any God besides you, who works for those who wait for 
him. You meet those who gladly do right, those who remember you in your ways. But 
you were angry, and we sinned; because you hid yourself, we transgressed. We have all 
become like one who is unclean, and all our righteous deeds are like a filthy cloth. We all 
fade like a leaf, and our iniquities, like the wind, take us away. There is no one who calls 
on your name or attempts to take hold of you; for you have hidden your face from us 
and have delivered us into the hand of our iniquity. Yet, O Lord, you are our Father; we 
are the clay, and you are our potter; we are all the work of your hand. Do not be 
exceedingly angry, O Lord, and do not remember iniquity for ever. Now consider, we are 
all your people.  
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https://urldefense.com/v3/__https:/us02web.zoom.us/j/89210467362__;!!E1R1dd1bLLODlQ4!QU0wcYOSfj1ZYzy1RyLacRksi6LNq_i_1hfCbocIySLaxfKuDmWETf0x8u8p9wOTLuGKd_8$


 
 
Mark 13.24-37 
Jesus said to Peter, James, John and Andrew, 'In those days, after that suffering, the sun 
will be darkened, and the moon will not give its light, and the stars will be falling from 
heaven, and the powers in the heavens will be shaken. Then they will see "the Son of 
Man coming in clouds" with great power and glory. Then he will send out the angels, and 
gather his elect from the four winds, from the ends of the earth to the ends of heaven. 
From the fig tree learn its lesson: as soon as its branch becomes tender and puts forth its 
leaves, you know that summer is near. So also, when you see these things taking place, 
you know that he is near, at the very gates. Truly I tell you, this generation will not pass 
away until all these things have taken place. Heaven and earth will pass away, but my 
words will not pass away. But about that day or hour no one knows, neither the angels in 
heaven, nor the Son, but only the Father. Beware, keep alert; for you do not know when 
the time will come. It is like a man going on a journey, when he leaves home and puts his 
slaves in charge, each with his work, and commands the doorkeeper to be on the watch. 
Therefore, keep awake - for you do not know when the master of the house will come, in 
the evening, or at midnight, or at cockcrow, or at dawn, or else he may find you asleep 
when he comes suddenly. And what I say to you I say to all: Keep awake.'  
 

 


