
Additional Prayers from the Advent Eucharist Book 
 used in Holy Trinity 

 
 
INCARNATION 
 
When I go from hence 
let this be my parting word: 
that what I have seen is unsurpassable. 
 
I have tasted of the hidden honey of this lotus 
that expands on the ocean of light, 
and thus I am blessed - 
let this be my parting word. 
 
In this playhouse of infinite forms 
I have had my play, 
and here I have caught sight 
of Him that is formless. 
 
My whole body and my limbs have been thrilled 
with His touch who is beyond touch; 
and if the end comes here - 
let this be my parting word. 

 
   Rabindranath Tagore (1861-1944) 
 

 
Christ, whose glory fills the skies, 
Christ, the true, the only light,. 
Sun of righteousness, arise, 
Triumph o’er the shades of night; 
Dayspring from on high, be hear; 
Daystar, in my heart appear. 
 
Dark and cheerless is the morn 
Unaccompanied by thee; 
Joyless is the day’s return, 
Till thy mercy’s beams I see; 
Till they inward light impart, 
Glad my eyes, and warm my heart. 
 



Visit then this soul of mine, 
Pierce the gloom of sin and grief; 
Fill me, radiancy divine, 
Scatter all my unbelief; 
More and more thyself display, 
Shining to the perfect day. 
 
    Charles Wesley 1707-88 
 
 
Come, Radiant Sun 
 
Hail, heavenly beam , brightest of angels thou, 
sent unto us upon this middle earth! 
Thou art the true refulgence of the sun, 
radiant above the stars, and from thyself 
illuminest for ever all the tides of time. 
And as thou, God indeed begotten of God, 
thou son of the true Father, wast from aye, 
without beginning, in the heaven’s glory, 
so now thy handiwork in its sore need 
prayeth thee boldly that thou send us 
the radiant sun, and that thou comest thyself 
to enlighten those who for so long a time 
were wrapt around with darkness, and here in gloom 
have sat the livelong night, shrouded in sin. 
 

Cynewulf, Bishop of Lindisfarne (8th century)  
 
 
  



STRENGTHEN for service, Lord, the hands 
That holy things have taken; 
Let ears that now have heard thy songs 
To clamour never waken. 
 
Lord, may the tongues which ‘Holy’ sang 
Keep free from all deceiving; 
The eyes which saw thy love be bright, 
Thy blessèd hope perceiving. 
 
The feet that tread thy holy courts 
from light do thou not banish; 
The bodies by thy Body fed 
with thy new life replenish. 

 
  Syrian, 4th century 
  Tr. C W Humphreys 1840-1921 
  and Percy Dearmer 1867-1936 

Welcome, all wonders in one sight! 
   Eternity shut in a span, 
Summer in winter, day in night, 
  Heaven in earth and God in Man; 
Great little one! Whose all embracing birth 
Lifts earth to heaven, stoops heaven to earth. 
 
To thee, meek Majesty, soft King 
   Of simple graces and sweet loves, 
Each of us his lamb will bring 
  Each his pair of silver doves; 
Till burnt at last in fire of thy fair eyes, 
Our selves become our own best sacrifice. 
 

From ‘A Hymn of the Nativity’  
   by Richard Crashaw 1612-1649 
 
 

 
 
 



 
Jesus, as a mother you gather your people to you; 
you are gentle with us as a mother with her children. 
 
Often you weep over our sins and our pride, 
tenderly you draw us from hatred and judgement. 
 
You comfort us in sorrow and bind up our wounds, 
in sickness you nurse us and with pure milk you feed us. 
 
Jesus, by your dying, we are born to new life; 
by your anguish and labour we come forth in joy. 
 
Despair turns to hope through your sweet goodness; 
through your gentleness, we find comfort in fear. 
 
Your warmth gives life to the dead, 
your touch makes sinners righteous. 
 
Lord Jesus, in your mercy heal us; 
in your love and tenderness, remake us. 
 
In your compassion, bring grace and forgiveness, 
for the beauty of heaven, may your love prepare us. 

 
   St Anselm of Canterbury 1033-1109 
   (tr. Michael Vasey) 

May all of us, who share in the one loaf and the one cup, be united with 
each other in the fellowship of the one Holy Spirit. May communion in the 
holy Body and Blood of thy Christ bring judgement and condemnation upon 
none of us: but may we find grace and mercy with all the saints, who have 
been well-pleasing to thee from all ages. 

 
    Liturgy of St Basil the Great 

 
  



Love bade me welcome; yet my soul drew back, 
 Guilty of dust and sin. 
But quick-eyed Love, observing me grow slack 
 From my first entrance in, 
Drew nearer to me, sweetly questioning, 
 If I lacked anything. 
 
‘A guest’, I answered, ‘worthy to be here.’ 
  Love said, ‘You shall be he’ 
‘I, the unkind, ungrateful? Ah, my dear, 
 I cannot look on thee.’ 
Love took my hand, and smiling did reply, 
 ‘Who made the eyes but I?’ 
 
‘Truth, Lord, but I have marred them; let my shame 
 Go where it doth deserve.’ 
‘And know you not’, says Love, ‘who bore the blame?’ 
 ‘My dear, then I will serve.’ 
‘You must sit down’, says Love, ‘and taste my meat.’ 
 So I did sit and eat. 
    George Herbert 1593-1633 
 
 
O God, 
who in the work of  creation 
commanded the light to shine out of darkness: 
we pray that the light of the glorious gospel of Christ 
may shine into the hearts of all your people, 
dispelling the darkness of ignorance and unbelief 
and revealing to them the knowledge of your glory 
in the face of Jesus Christ our Lord. 
 
 
 
Love divine, all loves excelling, 
Joy of Heaven, to earth come down, 
Fix in us Thy humble dwelling, 
All they faithful mercies crown. 
Jesu Thou art all compassion, 
Pure unbounded love Thou art; 
Visit us with Thy salvation, 
Enter every trembling heart. 

   Charles Wesley (1707-88) 



 
 
 
God  be in my head: 
and in mine understanding. 
God be in mine eyes: 
and in my looking. 
God be in my mouth: 
and in my speaking. 
God be in my heart: 
and in my thinking. 
God be at mine end: 
and at my departing.  Amen 

   
  The Primer 
 
 

Deck thyself, my soul, with gladness, 
Leave the gloomy haunts of sadness, 
Come into the daylight’s splendour, 
There with joy thy praises render 
Unto him whose grace unbounded 
Hath this wondrous banquet founded; 
High o’er all the heavens he reigneth, 
Yet to dwell with thee he deigneth. 
 
Jesus, Bread of Life, I pray thee, 
Let me gladly here obey thee; 
Never to my hurt invited. 
Be thy love with love requited: 
From this banquet let me measure, 
Lord, how vast and deep its treasure; 
Through the gifts thou here dost give me, 
As thy guest in heaven receive me. 

 
  J Franck 1618-77 
  Tr. C. Winkworth 


