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

 

From the Prophet Isaias. 

 

Chapter 16 

 

Send forth, Oh Lord, the Lamb, the ruler of the earth, from Petra of the desert to the mount of the daughter of 

Sion. And it shall come to pass, that as a bird fleeing away, and as young ones flying out of the nest, so shall the 

daughters of Moab be in the passage of Arnon. Take counsel, gather a council, make thy shadow as the night in 

the midday: hide them that flee, and betray not them that wander about. My fugitives shall dwell with thee: Oh 

Moab, be thou a covert to them from the face of the destroyer. For the dust is at an end, the wretch is consumed, 

he has failed that trod the earth under foot. And a throne shall be prepared in mercy, and one shall sit upon it in 

truth in the tabernacle of David, judging and seeking judgement, and quickly rendering that which is just. 

 

Send forth to us, Oh Lord, the Lamb: ‘It is the Lamb: says Peter of Celles, ‘it is the Lamb we need, and not the 

Lion; the Lamb that knows no anger, and whose meekness is never ruffled; the Lamb that will give us His snow-

white wool to warm our coldness, and cover our nakedness; the Lamb that will give us His flesh to eat, lest we 

faint with hunger on the way. Send Him full of wisdom, for in His divine prudence He will vanquish the spirit of 

pride; send Him full of strength, for it is written that the Lord is strong and mighty in battle; send Him full of 

meekness, for He is to come down as dew that falls on the fleece; send Him as a victim, for He is to be sold and 

immolated for our ransom; send Him the pardoner of sinners, for He is to come to call them, and not the just; send 

Him to receive power and divinity, for He is worthy to loose the seven seals of the sealed book, the unspeakable 

mystery of the Incarnation.’ Thou art King, then, Oh divine Lamb! 

 

Thou art even now, in thy Mother’s womb, the sovereign Ruler. This virginal womb is a throne of mercy whereon 

Thou art seated in humility, ready to avenge our rights and confound our cruel enemy. Oh most dear King! Our 

eyes cannot yet behold Thee, but our hearts tell us Thou art near us. We know that it is for our sake that Thou 

hast put on this strange royalty. Suffer us to approach Thee, and offer Thee our homage and loyalty, even now 

that a cloud hides Thee from our sight. A few days more, and Thou wilt be seated on another throne, Thy Mother’s 

arms, and then all the earth will see the salvation that is sent unto it. 

 

Hymn Taken from the Anthology of the Greeks 

(December 20) 

 

Mother bearing Christ, her Lamb, in her womb; and thou, Oh crib, receive him who delivers us mortals by his 

word ineffably; ye shepherds, keeping your night watch, tell the wondrous miracle; ye Magi, from Persia, bring 

to the King gold, incense, and myrrh; for the Lord has appeared, born of a Virgin Mother; before him she herself 



falls down, and though his Mother, yet adores him as his lowly handmaid, and then taking him into her arms, she 

says unto him: Oh my Saviour, my God, how is it that thou came unto me, and wast produced in me? 

 

Hear, Oh ye heavens, and thou, Oh earth, attend: the Son and Word of God the Father is to be born of a Virgin 

that knows not man, and travails not when giving him birth, for all is by the power of the Holy Ghost. Bethlehem, 

be ready! Eden, open thy gates! For he that Is is made what he was not, and he that formed all creatures receives 

himself a created form, bringing to the world plentiful mercy. 

 

Oh thou that art immense by Nature, Oh Christ our King, how shall a little cave receive thee? How shall a crib 

contain thee, Oh Jesus, Son of a spotless Virgin, making thyself a stranger in thine own house, that thou mayst 

give salvation to them that harbour thee? 

 

Thou art a new heaven, Oh Lady ! Hasten to make arise  from thy womb, as from a cloud, Christ, the Sun of 

glory; may he appear in the flesh, in the cave, shedding thence to the ends of the world his dazzling splendour by 

his immense mercy. 

 

Thou knows, Oh merciful Jesus, our pains and misery, and thou despises us not; but empties thyself even before 

leaving thy Mother’s virginal womb, where thou has set thy tabernacle; this thy Mother will not travail in giving 

thee birth in the cave, thee who art made flesh. 

 

Mountains and hills, valleys and plains, peoples and tribes, nations and every spirit, sing the song of victory! The 

fullness of a divine joy is coming, and all are to be redeemed, for the Word of God, who is beyond all time, is 

now made in time. 

 

Now is coming towards us the heavenly vine, on which has ripened the immortal fruit; she comes to produce for 

us the wine of joy, of which she will give us to drink: we will then sing to him, Blessed art thou our God! 

 

There is advancing the vessel bearing the divine perfume, and she will place it in the cave of Bethlehem, and we, 

filled with the mystic fragrance, will sing, Blessed art thou, Oh God of our fathers! 

 

Thou, Oh Mary, art like that instrument which Isaias saw of old, holding in thy womb the Christ, who, like a 

burning coal, will consume all the dross of sin, and will enlighten the minds of the faithful. 

 

The songs of the prophets are hushed; for He, whom they announced as having to come in the fullness of time, is 

present and appears to’ us, having assumed a body from the chaste Virgin; let us receive him with pure hearts. 

 

Prayer from the Mozarabic Missal 

(Second Sunday of Advent) 

 

The earth is glad, Oh Lord, and leaps with joy, for that the Word made flesh dwells in the womb of the holy 

Virgin. At His coming, the whole earth is ransomed from captivity, after having been kept, by Adam’s sin, in a 

dark prison. Now let the sea be moved, and all things that are therein; let the mountains leap with joy, and all the 

trees of the forests; because God, having become man, has deigned to come, through the womb of the blessed 



Virgin Mary, from heaven into this world. By this His coming, therefore, we beseech Thee, Oh almighty God, 

that Thou loose the weakness of our flesh from the bonds of sin, and come, in Thy overflowing mercy, to the 

assistance of this Thy family here present before Thee. 


