Supplementary Material
–
Ancient Prayers Inviting The Holy Spirit To
Come Into Our Lives

Sequence of the Holy Spirit
(Veni Sancte Spiritus)
Holy Spirit, Lord of light,
From Thy clear celestial height
Thy pure beaming radiance give.
Come, Thou Father of the poor,
Come with treasures which endure,
Come, Thou Light of all that live.
Thou, of all consolers best,
Thou, the soul’s delightsome Guest,
Dost refreshing peace bestow.
Thou in toil art comfort sweet,
Pleasant coolness in the heat,
Solace in the midst of woe.
Light immortal, Light divine,
Visit Thou these hearts of Thine,
And our inmost being fill.
If Thou take Thy grace away,
Nothing pure in man will stay;
All his good is turned to ill.
Heal our wounds; our strength renew;
On our dryness pour Thy dew;
Wash the stains of guilt away.
Bend the stubborn heart and will;
Melt the frozen, warm the chill;
Guide the steps that go astray.
Thou, on those who evermore
Thee confess and Thee adore,
In Thy sevenfold gifts descend:
Give them comfort when they die,
Give them life with Thee on high;
Give them joys that never end. Amen.
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Hymn to the Holy Spirit
(Veni Creator Spiritus)
Creating Spirit, mighty Lord,
find home within our heart and mind.
With warmth and power and gentleness
in grace refashion all mankind.
O Comforter of all who toil,
gift from the fountainhead of light,
O Spirit of all love and fire,
anointing chrism of all might.
O molder of our freedom strong
and gentle finger of God’s hand,
come lead our words within the paths
that Wisdom in your love has planned.
Alert our senses, touch our hearts,
and fire us with your gift of love,
that proud and fallen, weak and blind,
your light may lead us from above.
Drive far from us the foe we dread
and grant us your true peace instead;
so shall we not, with you for guide,
turn from the path of life aside.
Oh, may your grace on us bestow
the Father and the Son to know,
and you, through endless times confessed,
of both the eternal Spirit blest.
All glory to the Father be,
and to the risen Son;
the same to you, O Paraclete,
while endless ages run. Amen.
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