
First Reading for the First Sunday of Advent, Year B (NRSV)
Isaiah 63:16b-17, 19b;64:2-7




You,

�

O

�

Lord,

�

are

�

our

�

Fá-

�

 

ther;

�
�

’Our

�

Re

�

deem

�

er

�

from

�

of

�

old’

�

is

� �




your

�

náme.

�

 

Why,

�

O

�

Lord,

�

do

�

you

�

make

�

us

�

stray

�

from

�

your

� �




ways

�

and

�

hard

�

en

�

our

�

heart,

�




so

�

that

�

we

�

do

�

not

�

féar

.

 

you?

� �




Turn

�

back

�

for

�

the

�

sake

�

of

�

your

�

sérv-

�

 

ants,

�
�

for

�

the

�

sake

�

of

�

the

� �




tribes

�

that

�

are

�

your

�

hér-

�

 

it-

�

age.

�

O

�

that

�

you

�

would

�

tear

�

o

�

pen

�

the

� �




heav

�

ens

�

and

�

come

�

dówn,

�

 

�

so

�

that

�

the

�

mount

�

ains

�

would

�

quake

�

at

� �




your

�

prés-

�

 

ence.

�

When

�

you

�

did

�

awe

�

some

�

deeds

�

that

�

we

�

did

�

not

� �




ex-

�

péct,

�

 

�

you

�

came

�

down,

�

the

�

mount

�

ains

�

quaked

�

at

�

your

�

prés-

�

 

ence.

�

�






From

�

a

�

ges

�

past

�

no

�

one

�

has

�

heard,

�

no

�

ear

�

has

�

per

�

ceived,

�

no

� �




eye

�

has

�

seen

�

a-

�

ny

�

God

�

be

�

sides

�

yóu,

�

 

�

who

�

works

�

for

�

those

�

who

� �




wáit

�

 

for

�

him.

�

You

�

meet

�

those

�

glad

�

ly

�

who

�

do

�

ríght,

�

 

�

those

�

who

� �




re

�

mem

�

ber

�

you

�

in

�

your

�

wáys.

�

 

But

�

you

�

were

�

ang

�

ry,

�

and

�

we

�

sínned;

�

 

�

�




be

�

cause

�

you

�

hid

�

your

�

self

�

we

�

trans-

�

gréssed.

�

 

We

�

have

�

all

�

be

�

come

� �




like

�

one

�

who

�

is

�

un-

�

cléan,

�

 

�

and

�

all

�

our

�

right

�

eous

�

deeds

�

are

�

like

� �




a

�

filth

�

y

�

clóth.

�

 

We

�

all

�

fade

�

like

�

a

�

léaf,

�

 

�

and

�

our

�

i-

�

ni

�

quit

�

ies,

�

like

� �




the

�

wind,

�

take

�

us

�

a-

�

wáy.

�

 

There

�

is

�

no

�

one

�

who

�

calls

�

on

�

your

� �




name,

�

or

�

at

�

tempts

�

to

�

take

�

hóld

�

 

of

�

you;

�
�

for

�

you

�

have

�

hid

�

den

� �




your

�

face

�

from

�

us,

�




and

�

have

�

de

�

liv

�

ered

�

us

�

in-

�

to

�

the

�

hand

�

of

� �






our

�

in-

�

íq-

�

 

ui-

�

ty.

�

Yet,

�

O

�

Lord,

�

you

�

are

�

our

�

Fá-

�

 

ther;

�
�

we

�

are

�

the

�

clay,

� �




and

�

you

�

are

�

our

�

pot

�

ter;

�




we

�

are

�

all

�

the

�

work

�

of

�

your

�

hánd.

�

 


