
Here’s a text if you’ve only a minute …… 

 

They will live secure.      [1st Reading] 
 
Let your face shine on us.      [Resp. Psalm] 
 
God here I am.  I am coming to obey your will.  [2nd Reading] 
 
Blessed is she who believed that the promise made her by the Lord 
would be fulfilled.       [Gospel] 
 
Let us pray, as Advent draws to a close, that Christ will truly come 
into our hearts.          [Introduction to the Old Opening Prayer] 
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This week’s texts if you’d like to reflect further: 
Micah 5: 1-4; Psalm 79; Hebrews 10: 5-10; Luke 1: 39-44 

 
How does 
this image 
speak to 

me  
in my 

prayer? 

4th Sunday in Advent C 

20th December 2015 

Drop down dew from above, you 
heavens, and let the clouds rain down 
the Just One; let the earth be opened and 

   bring forth a Saviour.    Ent. Ant. (Isaiah 45:8)] 
 

On this last Sunday before Christmas, we are invited, through the 
readings, to prepare ourselves for the celebration of the memory 
of Jesus’ birth.  Micah, in the First Reading, promises that, from 
unexpected and humble beginnings, great things will come.  The 
ruler of Israel and the bringer of God’s plan of salvation will come 
from an obscure town called Bethlehem.  The psalmist shares with 
us a prayer for God’s salvation and calls from us an attitude of faith 
and trust in that salvation. 

In the Second Reading we hear how Christ, by being obedient to 
the Father, sanctifies all for God.  The Gospel shows us how Mary, 
also obedient to God and sensitive to the promptings of the Spirit, 
welcomes Jesus as Israel’s long-awaited Messiah.  She goes out in 
service to Elizabeth who recognises her as the mother of her Lord. 

We pray this Christmas that, whatever our standing in life, we 
show our obedience to God by believing in his loving salvation and 
by demonstrating this belief when we go out in service of others. 

Collect 
Pour forth, we beseech you, O Lord, your grace into our hearts,  

that we, to whom the Incarnation of Christ your Son  

was made known by the message of an Angel,  

may by his Passion and Cross be brought  

to the glory of his Resurrection. 



I prepare myself for prayer and then read this psalm slowly over and over.  
I might like to try reading it in the first person.  However I read it, I let the 
words seep into me like water reaching down to find the roots of the vine. 
 

I pay attention to the various images of God in the psalm.  Does the God of 
hosts on his cherubim throne seem at times distant, far removed, and in 
need of stirring?   
What, though, of God as shepherd or vinedresser?   
What do these say to me about the God who visits, the God who comes to 
save and protect? 
 

I notice the imprint of suffering on this psalm, but also its indestructible 
trust that God is always ready to “return” to his people.   
How does this impel me to respond ?   
Where, in my daily struggles, do I feel the strength and the life of the Lord?  
Do I have a sense of Jesus inviting me to say with him the words of the 2nd 
reading: “Here I am! I am coming to obey your will.” 
 

I may like to end my prayer simply resting in the presence of God, being 
warmed by the light of his face, like the rays of the sun bringing life and 
goodness.  I conclude in a spirit of deep gratitude. 

Psalm 79 
 

God of hosts, bring us back; 
let your face shine on us and we shall be saved.                                     

 

 O shepherd of Israel, hear us, 
 shine forth from your cherubim throne. 
 O Lord, rouse up your might, 
 O Lord, come to our help. 
 

 God of hosts, turn again, we implore, 
 look down from heaven and see. 
 Visit this vine and protect it, 
 the vine your right hand has planted. 
 

 May your hand be on the one you have chosen, 
 the one you have given your strength. 
 And we shall never forsake you again; 
 give us life that we may call upon your name. 

Gospel: Luke 1:39-44  
 

Mary set out and went as quickly as she could to a town in the hill 
country of Judah.  She went into Zechariah’s house and greeted 
Elizabeth.  Now as soon as Elizabeth heard Mary’s greeting, the 
child leapt in her womb and Elizabeth was filled with the Holy 
Spirit.  She gave a loud cry and said, “Of all women you are the 
most blessed, and blessed is the fruit of your womb.  Why should I 
be honoured with a visit from the mother of my Lord?  For the 
moment your greeting reached my ears, the child in my womb 
leapt for joy.  Yes, blessed is she who believed that the promise 
made her by the Lord would be fulfilled.” 

As I approach this time of prayer, I become conscious that I am 
holding in my heart, like Mary, the living Word of God.  I read the 
text slowly, paying attention to what touches me.  How does this 
living Word influence me?  What impressions does it make? 
 

Perhaps I focus on Mary, the first disciple.  Having received the 
fullness of the Word, she immediately goes out in service of her 
cousin Elizabeth.   
How do I hear the Word and keep it?  Where am I able to 
recognize the Lord in works of service?  What is my attitude 
towards status and image? 
 

Maybe Elizabeth is a key figure in my prayer.  Her faith enables her 
to recognize in Mary the work of God in his people, in her own and 
her unborn child’s life.   
How does my openness allow Jesus to work through me?   
Am I sensitive to the actions of God in the world about me?   
What might my own prayer be on meeting the mother of my Lord? 
 

I might like to end my prayer by imagining myself in the company 
of Mary or Jesus.  How will pondering on their experiences as 
‘blessed woman’ and ‘obedient Son’ (2nd Reading) help me to say 
‘Yes’ to God in all I shall experience during the coming year? 


