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PILGRIMAGE OF GRACE
C O N F I R M A T I O N

Acts 2: 1-7, 14-21
When the time for Pentecost was fulfilled, they were all in one place together. And
suddenly there came from the sky a noise like a strong driving wind,* and it filled the
entire house in which they were. Then there appeared to them tongues as of fire,*
which parted and came to rest on each one of them. And they were all filled with the
holy Spirit and began to speak in different tongues, as the Spirit enabled them to
proclaim. Now there were devout Jews from every nation under heaven staying in
Jerusalem. At this sound, they gathered in a large crowd, but they were confused
because each one heard them speaking in his own language.They were all astounded
and bewildered, and said to one another, “What does this mean?”But others said,
scoffing, “They have had too much new wine.” Then Peter stood up with the Eleven,
raised his voice, and proclaimed to them, “You who are Jews, indeed all of you staying
in Jerusalem. Let this be known to you, and listen to my words. These people are not
drunk, as you suppose, for it is only nine o’clock in the morning. No, this is what was
spoken through the prophet Joel:
It will come to pass in the last days,’ God says,
‘that I will pour out a portion of my spirit upon all flesh.
Your sons and your daughters shall prophesy,
your young men shall see visions,
your old men shall dream dreams.
Indeed, upon my servants and my handmaids
I will pour out a portion of my spirit in those days,
and they shall prophesy.
And I will work wonders in the heavens above
and signs on the earth below:
blood, fire, and a cloud of smoke.
The sun shall be turned to darkness,
and the moon to blood,
before the coming of the great and splendid day of the Lord,
and it shall be that everyone shall be saved who calls on
the name of the Lord.’

Veni, Sancte Spiritus:
Sequence Prayed on the Feast of Pentecost
Come, Holy Spirit, come!
And from your celestial home
Shed a ray of light divine!
Come, Father of the poor!
Come, source of all our store!
Come, within our bosoms shine.
You, of comforters the best;
You, the soul's most welcome guest;
Sweet refreshment here below;
In our labor, rest most sweet;
Grateful coolness in the heat;
Solace in the midst of woe.
O most blessed Light divine,
Shine within these hearts of yours,
And our inmost being fill!
Where you are not, we have naught,
Nothing good in deed or thought,
Nothing free from taint of ill.
Heal our wounds, our strength renew;
On our dryness pour your dew;
Wash the stains of guilt away:
Bend the stubborn heart and will;
Melt the frozen, warm the chill;
uide the steps that go astray.
On the faithful, who adore
And confess you, evermore
In your sevenfold gift descend;
Give them virtue's sure reward;
Give them your salvation, Lord;
Give them joys that never end. Amen.
Alleluia.
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