
Beginning here we glimpse the Three-in-one;
The river runs, the clouds are torn apart,
The Father speaks, the Spirit and the Son
Reveal to us the single loving heart
That beats behind the being of  all things
And calls and keeps and kindles us to light.
The dove descends, the spirit soars and sings
‘You are belovèd, you are my delight!’
In that quick light and life, as water spills
And streams around the Man like quickening rain,
The voice that made the universe reveals
The God in Man who makes it new again.
He calls us too, to step into that river
To die and rise and live and love forever.

By Malcolm Guite

Mary: After the Baptism
by Madeleine L'Engle

Yes, of  course. On many days I doubted.
My faith grew out of  doubt. The child was good
but other babies have been good. He shouted
when he was hungry, like any child, for food.
One simply does not think of  the Messiah
cutting teeth, eating, and eliminating.
He springs, full-grown, in the great Isaiah - 
God, servant, king. And I was waiting,
remembering in my heart the very things
that caused my doubt: the angel's first appearing
to me and then to Joseph; shepherds, kings,
the flight to Egypt. Remembering was fearing;
doubt helped. I had to face it all as true
the day John baptized him. Then he knew.


