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The Lord is now nigh; come, let us adore. 

 

From the Prophet Isaias.. Chapter 30 

The Lord waits that he may have mercy on you, and therefore shall he be exalted sparing you: because the Lord 

is the God of judgement, blessed are all they that wait for him. For the people of Sion shall dwell in Jerusalem: 

weeping thou shall not weep: he will surely have pity on thee: at the voice of thy cry, as soon as he shall hear, he 

will answer thee. And the Lord will give you spare bread and short water: and will not cause thy teacher to flee 

away from thee any more, and thy eyes shall see thy teacher. And rain shall be given to thy seed, wherever thou 

shall sow in the land: and the bread of the corn of the land shall be most plentiful and fat. The lamb in that day 

shall feed at large in thy possession, and thy oxen, and the ass colts, that till the ground, shall eat mingled 

provender as it was winnowed in the floor. And there shall be upon every high mountain, and upon every elevated 

hill, rivers of running waters in the day of the slaughter of many, when the towers shall fall. And the light of the 

moon shall be as the light of the sun, and the light of the sun shall be sevenfold as the light of seven days, in the 

day when the Lord shall bind up the wound of his people, and shall heal the stroke of their wound. Behold the 

name of the Lord comes from afar, his wrath burns, and is heavy to bear: his lips are filled with indignation, and 

his tongue as a devouring fire. His breath as a torrent overflowing even to the midst of the neck, to destroy the 

nations unto nothing, and the bridle of error that was in the jaws of the people. 

  

And are we then to weep no more, Oh Jesus? Happy we! How could we be sad now that Thou has heard our 

prayers, and our eyes shall behold Thee, our Master, and our Teacher? If Thou yet delays some days longer, it is 

only that we may have more time to receive what Thou hast made it Thy glory to give — mercy and the pardon 

of our sins. Oh, the happiness of Thy kingdom! Oh, the richness of our lands, that is, of our souls, when Thy dew 

shall have fallen upon them! Oh, the sweetness of our Bread, which is to be Thyself, Oh living Bread come down 

from heaven! Oh, the brightness of the light which Thou wilt give us, even on the very day when Thou will have 

bound up our wounds! Blessed day, come quickly! And thou, dear night, when Mary is to give her divine Babe 

to us, when wilt thou come?  

 

So great is our hope in this Thy merciful coming, that we listen with less dread to the awful words of Thy prophet, 

who, with a rapidity swift as Thine own word, passes over the long ages between the two events, and speaks to 

us of the approach of the terrible day, when Thou wilt come suddenly in Thy burning wrath, with Thy lips filled 

with indignation, and Thy tongue as a devouring fire. Our present feeling is hope, for we are looking forward to 

that coming, in which Thou art the beautiful Prince of peace and love, and we cannot but hope. When that last 

day comes, have mercy on us, but on this day of Thine amiable visit, permit us to say to Thee the words of one 

of Thy servants: ‘Yes, dear Jesus, come; come to us, but in swathing-bands, not with Thy hand raised to punish 

us: in humility, not in Thy greatness: in the crib, not in the clouds of heaven: in the arms of Thy Mother, not on 

the throne of Thy Majesty: on the colt of the ass, not on the Cherubim: to us, and not against us: to save us, and 

not to judge: to visit us in Thy peace, not to condemn us in Thy anger. If Thou comes unto us thus, Oh Jesus, it is 

not from Thee, but to Thee, that we will flee.’ (The venerable Peter of Celles, First sermon of Advent.) 



 

Hymn taken from the Anthology of the Greeks 

(December 20) 

 

Be thou ready, Oh Bethlehem, for now Eden is open unto all; rejoice, Oh Ephrata, for the tree of life has 

blossomed in the cave from the Virgin; for her womb has become a mystic paradise, wherein is the divine plant, 

of which if we eat we shall live, and not, like Adam, die; for Christ is born, that he may raise up his image which 

had fallen in the beginning. 

 

Christ comes willingly to minister to us; the Creator puts on the creature’s form; he that is rich in the Godhead, 

mercifully bestows on the needy Adam a new creation and birth. 

 

He has bowed down the heavens, and, taking up his abode in the Virgin, he comes in our flesh to be born in 

Bethlehem’s cave, as it is written; and he that gives life to children in the womb has himself become a child: let 

us all go forth to meet’ him with our hearts full of ardour and joy. 

 

The all-wise Lord thus born, comes among his own to receive hospitality from his own creatures; let us receive 

him, that this divine Babe of the cave may make us the guests of the paradise of delights. 

 

Now is the portal of the divine Incarnation opened to all: be glad, ye heavens: exult with joy, all ye angels! let 

the earth and its inhabitants rejoice in spirit with the shepherds and the magi. 

 

The Virgin, as a precious vase of alabaster, bears the divine perfume into the cave, there wisely and ineffably to 

yield what she contains, that she may fill our souls with the delicious fragrance. 

 

Ye angelic Powers: hasten thither. Ye who dwell in Bethlehem, prepare the crib, for Christ is coming to be born; 

Wisdom advances towards you. Receive our greetings, Oh thou Church of God, and let us, Oh ye people, thus 

sing in honour of the divine Mother’s joy: Blessed be our God, that comes! 

 

Christ our God shall come manifestly, and shall not delay; he shall appear born of a spotless Virgin; he shall be 

laid in a cave; and thou, the crib of senseless beasts, receive into thyself, wrapped in swathing bands, him, whom 

the heavens cannot contain, and whose single word absolves our senseless sins. 

 

Sing, Oh Isaias! Show us the Word of God, predict the bush that is to be on fire, yet not consumed; the Virgin 

Mary. Put on thy splendour, the rays reflected from the Deity, Oh Bethlehem, open thy gates, Oh Eden! Set out 

on your journey, ye Magi, to see the Saviour laid in swaddling clothes in a manger, Him whom your star, standing 

over the cave, pointed out to you the Lord and giver of life, the Saviour of our race. 

 

Prayer from the Gallican Missal 

(In Adventu Domini, Immolatio) 

 

Truly is it meet and just that here and in all places we should give thee thanks, Oh holy Lord, almighty Father, 

eternal God, who loves rather to pardon than to punish sin. Who didst mercifully use in the restoration of thy 



work the same stone wherewith thou had made it, lest the image made to thy likeness living, should, dying, become 

unlike thee. Thou did bestow on man the gift of an indulgent pardon; that thence thy boundless mercy might 

restore life, whence man by his sin had wrought death. It is this that the voice of the prophets had often foretold; 

it is this that the angel Gabriel announced to Mary as then to be presently accomplished. The Virgin believed, 

and, in that same hour, there was conceived in her womb the long-sighed-for Word, ever faithful to his promises. 

There did her Child lie concealed until the law, which fixed the time of birth, had been observed, though it was 

He, whose sovereign will granted  all things to be born. The Virgin was seen to be a Mother; it was the prodigy 

of there being in the same body an immense fruitfulness and an angelic purity. Great was the help augured to the 

world by this mystery of a Virgin Mother, whereby the Mother of her own Creator nourished him in her womb, 

she whose purity was undimmed by the least shadow of a stain. 


