A Potpourri of Prayers and Poetry for Pentecost
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Come Holy Spirit, fill the hearts of your faithful,

And enkindle in them the fire of your love.

V/. Send forth your Spirit and they shall be created

R/. And you shall renew the face of the earth

O God, who taught the hearts of the faithful

By the light of the Holy Spirit,

Grant that by the gift of the same Spirit

We may be always truly wise

and ever rejoice in his consolation.

Through Christ our Lord. Amen. 
Breathe in me, O Holy Spirit, that my thoughts may all be holy.

Act in me, O Holy Spirit, that my work, too, may be holy.

Draw my heart, O Holy Spirit, that I love but what is holy.

Strengthen me, O Holy Spirit, to defend all that is holy.

Guard me, then, O Holy Spirit, that I always may be holy.

Amen.
                                        St Augustine of Hippo

Come, Holy Spirit, come!

And from Your clear celestial home,

Shed a ray of light divine!

Come, Father of the poor!

Come, source of all our store!

Come, within our being shine!

You, of comforters the best;

You, our soul’s most welcome guest;

Sweet refreshment here below.

In our labour, rest most sweet;

Grateful coolness in the heat;

Solace in the midst of woe.

O most blessed Light divine,

Shine within these hearts of Thine,

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;

Guide the steps that go astray.

On the faithful, who adore

And confess You, evermore

In Your many gifts descend.

Give us virtue’s sure reward;

Give us Your salvation, Lord;

Give us joys that never end.

Amen.  Alleluia!

Sequence for Pentecost attributed to Abp Stephen Langton
Hymn to the Holy Spirit
Oh fiery Spirit, praise to you who stirs us with cymbals,
soothes us with the lute!

From you the minds of men catch fire; you know
how to set up the body’s tent, to house the soul.

From both, the Will ascends: lends the Soul
sapience, to taste the world; desires, to light it.

Our understandings make music with you, set up the Spirit’s workshop
distilling golden deeds.

The secateurs are in your hand to cut
that apple - full of the black Parasite who clouds our wills, and poisons

our longings; sets our souls in a flap
wheeling and screaming round, nowhere to settle -
till the mind, restored, restrains those wills and those desires.

If our spirit is tempted to look through that evil eye - or talk
with that ‘wicked’ tongue - you throw it back on the fire;

If our reason is down on the boards, knocked cold
by our own bad deeds, you pound it up even smaller
and brew it up afresh - like a new Creation.

If evil draws a knife
or gun on you, you’re faster: down he goes again
who made Heaven itself a penthouse for his pride.

You’ve made another tower to stand in Heaven
from publicans and sinners - those who daren’t
look up, who beat their breasts.

So every creature that takes life from you
praises you - precious ointment
who turns stinking wounds to precious jewels.

Descend to us; gather us to yourself;
Show us the paths of life. Amen.

Hildegard of Bingen, Paraphrased from an English translation by Sabina Flanagan
Stanzas the Soul Recites in Intimate Union With God.
1. O living flame of love
that tenderly wounds my soul
in its deepest center! Since
now you are not oppressive,
now consummate! if it be your will:
tear through the veil of this sweet encounter!

2. O sweet cautery,
O delightful wound! 
O gentle hand! O delicate touch
that tastes of eternal life
and pays every debt! 
In killing you changed death to life.

3. O lamps of fire! 
in whose splendors
the deep caverns of feeling,
once obscure and blind,
now give forth, so rarely, so exquisitely,
both warmth and light to their Beloved.

4. How gently and lovingly
you wake in my heart,
where in secret you dwell alone;
and in your sweet breathing,
filled with good and glory,
how tenderly you swell my heart with love.

St John of the Cross
O living Spirit, O falling of God-dew,

O Grace which dost console us and renew,

O vital light, O breath of angelhood,

O generous ministration of things good,

Creator of the visible, and best

Upholder of the great unmanifest

Power infinitely wise, new boon sublime

Of science and of art, constraining might,

In whom I breathe, live, speak, rejoice, and write, --

Be with us in all places, for all time!

Manuel Phile, translated Elizabeth Barrett Browning

 His Litany to the Holy Spirit

In the hour of my distress, When temptations me oppress, 
And when I my sins confess, Sweet Spirit, comfort me! 

When I lie within my bed, 
Sick in heart, and sick in head, 
And with doubts discomforted, 
Sweet Spirit, comfort me! 

When the house doth sigh and weep, And the world is drown'd in sleep, 
Yet mine eyes the watch do keep, 
Sweet Spirit, comfort me! 

When the artless doctor sees 
No one hope, but of his fees, 
And his skill runs on the lees, Sweet Spirit, comfort me! 

When his potion and his pill, Has, or none, or little skill, 
Meet for nothing but to kill, Sweet Spirit, comfort me! 

When the passing-bell doth toll, 
And the furies in a shoal 
Come to fright a parting soul, 
Sweet Spirit, comfort me! 

When the tapers now burn blue, And the comforters are few, 
And that number more than true, Sweet Spirit, comfort me! 

When the priest his last hath pray'd, 
And I nod to what is said, 
'Cause my speech is now decay'd, 
Sweet Spirit, comfort me! 

When, God knows, I'm tost about 

Either with despair, or doubt; 
Yet, before the glass be out, 
Sweet Spirit, comfort me! 

When the tempter me pursu'th 
With the sins of all my youth, 
And half damns me with untruth, 
Sweet Spirit, comfort me! 

When the flames and hellish cries Fright mine ears, and fright mine eyes, 
And all terrors me surprise, Sweet Spirit, comfort me! 

When the Judgment is reveal'd, And that open'd which was seal'd; 
When to Thee I have appeal'd, Sweet Spirit, comfort me!
Robert Herrick 
Father,

through Your Son Jesus,

You promised to pour out Your Spirit

that we may know the truth of Your love

and proclaim it to the ends of the earth.

United with Mary and the Apostles,

we await this gift from Heaven with expectant faith.

Prepare our hearts for the Feast of Pentecost,

that we may be truly open

to receive the great gifts and blessings

of Your immeasurable love.

We ask this through Jesus Christ, our Lord,

AMEN

Dr Philip Conner, St Cuthbert’s Seminary, Ushaw
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