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Come let us adore the King our Lord who is to come. 

From the Prophet Isaias. 

Chapter 6 

In the year that king Ozias died. I saw the Lord sitting upon a throne high and elevated: and his train filled the 

temple. Upon it stood the Seraphim: the one had six wings and the other had six wings: with two they covered his 

face and with two they covered his feet, and with two they flew. And they cried one to another and said: Holy, 

holy, holy is the Lord God of hosts: all the earth is full of his glory. 

Such is the glory of the Lord in the highest heavens: who could see it and live? But now, contemplate this same 

Lord upon our earth, during the days which have dawned upon us. The womb of a Virgin contains Him, whom 

heaven cannot contain. To angels His beauty is visible, but it dazzles them not; to men, it is not even visible. Not 

a single voice is heard saying unto Him those words of heaven: Holy, holy, holy is the Lord God of hosts! The 

angels no longer say of Him: All the earth is full of His glory; for the earth is witness of His abasement, and an 

abasement so abject and low, that the inhabitants of the earth do not even know it. At first, there was but one who 

knew the divine secret: the Virgin Mother; after her, Elizabeth was admitted to know that her cousin was Mother 

of God; and then, after the most painful and humiliating suspicions, the great mystery was revealed by an angel 

to Joseph. So that only three on earth know that God has come down upon it!  

Thus humbly did He re-enter the world, after the sin of pride had driven Him out of it. Oh God of the ancient 

Covenant, how great Thou art! and who would not tremble before Thee? Oh God of the new Covenant, how little 

Thou hast made Thyself! who would not love Thee? Heal my pride, the source of all my sins! Teach me to value 

what Thou didst so much value. By Thy Incarnation Thou dost a second time create the world; and in this second 

creation, more excellent than the first, Thou works by silence, and Thy triumph is won by self-annihilation. I wish 

to humble myself after Thine example, and to profit by the lessons which a God came down so low to give me. 

Lay low all that is high and lifted up within me, Oh my Jesus, for this is one of the ends of Thy coming. I abandon 

myself to Thee as to my sovereign Master! Do with me and in me what Thou wilt. 

Hymn taken from the Anthology of the Greeks 

(December 23) 

Let us sing, in gladness of heart, the canticles of the pre-vigil of the birth of Christ; for He, who is co-equal with 

the Father and the Spirit, having, in his great compassion for our miseries, clothed Himself with the leaven of our 

clay, is to be born in the city of Bethlehem; and shepherds with angels will hymn his ineffable birth. 

 

Let us play loud on our cymbals, let us shout our songs of victory; Christ is to appear visibly; the predictions of 

the prophets are fulfilled; He, who they foretold would appear amongst mortals, is to be born in a holy cave, and 

to lie in a crib a little child. 



Get thee ready, Oh Bethlehem! Eden, open thy gates! Land of Juda, put on thy best! Let the heavens be glad, let 

men exult! To enrich the povcrty of Adam by the abundance of His mercy, Life is in that crib, the rich One is in 

that cave, yet the divine Nature suffers no change or confusion. 

From the dawn of day I watch for thee, who, in mercy for fallen man, did empty Thyself, let still remaining God, 

an didst take from a Virgin the form of a servant, Oh thou Word of God, Oh Lover of men! I beseech thee, give 

me peace. 

Let the clouds drop down dew from on high. He who puts the clouds in the air, He the adorable God, has 

descended in a cloud, and that cloud is the Virgin: he has done this, that light everlasting may shine from Him on 

those who heretofore were in darkness and peril. 

Oh most sweet Child, how shall I feed Thee? said the blessed Lady. How shall I take Thee into my arms, Thou 

that holds all things in Thy power? How shall I wrap Thee in swathing bands, that covers the whole earth with 

clouds? 

My Babe, said the Virgin Mother of Christ, how shall I hide Thee, bright Sun, in swaddling clothes? How shall I 

so imprison Thee that holds all things? Shall I be able to fix my gaze on Thee, whom the many-eyed spirits dare 

not look upon? 

Get ready, then, Oh Bethlehem, all that is needed for the birth. And thou, Joseph, go and be enrolled with Mary. 

Oh crib ever venerable! Oh ye bands that swathe our God, holding in your folds the Life that breaks the bands of 

death, and ties us mortals to immortality, Christ Jesus our God. 

Prayer from the Mozarabic Missal 

(In the Mass of the fifth Sunday of Advent) 

The day of Thy coming, Oh Lord, is near, indeed, at hand; but before Thou come, we beseech Thee make us 

worthy to be purified from every contagion of sin. First remove from us, we entreat Thee, whatsoever there is in 

us which thou would have to punish in that future examination; that so, when Thou come as our just Judge, Thou 

may find nought in us to condemn. 


