
First Reading for the First Sunday of Advent, Year B (NAB)

Isaiah 63:16b-17, 19b; 64:2-7




You,

�

Lord,

�

are

�

our

�

Fá-

�

 

ther,

�
�

our

�

re

�

deem

�

er

�

you

�

are

�

named

�

for

�

év-

�

 

er.

�

�




Why

�

do

�

you

�

let

�

us

�

wan

�

der,

�

O

�

Lord,

�

from

�

your

�

ways,

�




and

�

hard

�

en

� �




our

�

hearts

�

so

�

that

�

we

�

fear

�

you

�

nót?

.

 

Re

�

turn

�

for

�

the

�

sake

�

of

�

your

� �




ser

�

vants,

�

the

�

tribes

�

of

�

your

�

hér-

�

 

it-

�

age.

�

Oh,

�

that

�

you

�

would

�

rend

�

the

� �




heav

�

ens

�

and

�

come

�

down,

�




with

�

the

�

moun

�

tains

�

quak

�

ing

�

be-

�

fóre

�

 

you,

�
�

�




while

�

you

�

wrought

�

awe

�

some

�

deeds

�

we

�

could

�

not

�

hope

�

for,

�




such

� �




as

�

they

�

had

�

not

�

heard

�

of

�

from

�

óld.

�

 

No

�

ear

�

has

�

ever

�

heard,

�

no

� �




eye

�

ev

�

er

�

seen,

�

any

�

God

�

but

�

you

�

do

�

ing

�

such

�

deeds

�

for

�

those

� �




who

�

wáit

�

 

for

�

him.

�

Would

�

that

�

you

�

might

�

meet

�

us

�

do

�

ing

�

ríght,

�

 

�

�






that

�

we

�

were

�

mind

�

ful

�

of

�

you

�

in

�

our

�

wáys!

�

 

Be

�

hold,

�

you

�

are

�

ang

�

ry,

� �




and

�

we

�

are

�

sín-

�

 

ful;

�
�

all

�

of

�

us

�

have

�

be

�

come

�

like

�

un

�

clean

�

peo

�

ple,

�




�




all

�

our

�

good

�

deeds

�

are

�

like

�

pol

�

lu

�

ted

�

rágs;

�

 

�

we

�

have

�

all

�

with

�

ered

� �




like

�

leaves,

�




and

�

our

�

guilt

�

car

�

ries

�

us

�

a

�

way

�

like

�

the

�

wínd.

�

 

There

�

is

� �




none

�

who

�

calls

�

up

�

on

�

your

�

name,

�




who

�

rous

�

es

�

him

�

self

�

to

�

clíng

�

 

to

� �




you;

�
�

for

�

you

�

have

�

hid

�

den

�

your

�

face

�

from

�

us

�




and

�

have

�

de

�

liv

�

ered

� �




us

�

up

�

to

�

our

�

gúilt.

�

 

Yet,

�

O

�

Lord,

�

you

�

are

�

our

�

fá-

�

 

ther;

�
�

we

�

are

�

the

� �




clay

�

and

�

you

�

the

�

pot

�

ter:

�




we

�

are

�

all

�

the

�

work

�

of

�

your

�

hánds.

�

 


