
Music: Louis Lambilotte, SJ, 1796-1855. Text: Veni Creator Spiritus, attr. to Rabanus Maurus, 776-856; tr. Edward Caswall 
  

Come, Holy Ghost, Creator blest, and in our hearts take up Thy rest. 
Come with Thy grace and heavenly aid, to fill the hearts which Thou hast made.  

To fill the hearts which Thou hast made. 
  

O Comforter, to Thee we cry, Thou gift of God sent from on high. 
Thou font of life and fire of love, The soul's anointing from above. The soul's anointing from above. 

  

Praise be to Thee, Father and Son, and Holy Spirit with them one. 
And may the Son on us bestow all gifts that from the Spirit flow. All gifts that from the Spirit flow. 

Text: Lectionary for Mass © 1997, 1981, 1968, 2010 ICEL. Music: Jarrod Townsend © 2017 

George Misulia © 1993  

Cantor: Holy Spirit  All: Holy Spirit. Cantor: Come with your fire.   
Cantor: Holy Spirit  All: Holy Spirit. Come with your fire.  

  

Holy Spirit come with your fire, Holy Spirit come with your fire. 
  

Come Holy Spirit, let the fire fall. Come Holy Spirit, let the fire fall.  
Let the fire fall, let the fire fall. Let the fire fall, let the fire fall. 

  
Cantor: Holy Spirit  All: Holy Spirit Cantor: Purify my heart . . . 

  

Cantor: Holy Spirit  All: Holy Spirit Cantor: Set my life on fire . . . 

Text: Lectionary for Mass © 1997, 1981, 1968, 2010 ICEL. Music: Jarrod Townsend © 2017 

 

Text: Poetic Sequence for Pentecost, Veni, Sancte Spiritus, © 1964 USCCB Music: Old Hundredth, attr. to Louis Bourgeois, adapt. by Jake 
Ineck © 2012 Refrain from "All Who Are Thirsty", © Brenton Brown and Glenn Roberts, 1998 Vineyard Songs, CCLI 

 

Come, O Holy Spirit, come! And from your celestial home shed a ray of light divine!  
Come, O Father of the poor! Come, source of all our store! Come, within our bosoms shine!  

 

Holy Spirit, come!  Holy Spirit, come!  
 

You, of comforters the best; You, the soul's most welcome guest; sweet refreshment here below;  
In our labor, 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 a stray.  

 

On the faithful, who adore and confess you, evermore, in your sev'nfold gift descend.  
Give them virtue's sure reward; give them your salvation, Lord; give them joys that never end.  



My Jesus, I believe that You are present in the Most Holy Sacrament. I 
love You above all things, and I desire to receive You into my soul. Since I cannot at this moment receive 

You sacramentally, come at least spiritually into my heart. I embrace You as if You were already 
there and unite myself wholly to You. Never permit me to be separated from You. Amen. 

Chris Rice ©1995 BMG Songs 
 

There is a candle in ev'ry soul; some brightly burning, some dark and cold.    
There is a Spirit Who brings a fire; ignites a candle and makes His home.  

  

So, carry your candle, run to the darkness, seek out the hopeless, confused and torn.  
Hold out your candle for all to see it.  Take your candle and go light your world.   

Take your candle, go light your world.    
  

Frustrated brother, see how he's tried to; Light his own candle some other way. 
See now your sister, she's been robbed and lied to, Still holds a candle without a flame. 

  

We are a fam'ly whose hearts are blazing. So let's raise our candles and light up the sky.  
Pray to our Father, in the name of Jesus; Make us a beacon in darkest time. 

John Foley © 1978 New Dawn 
  

One bread, one body, one Lord of all. 
One cup of blessing, which we bless. 

And we, though many, throughout the earth, 
We are one body in this one Lord. 

  

Gentile or Jew, servant or free, woman or man no more. 
  

Many the gifts, many the works, one in the Lord of all. 
  

Grain for the fields, scattered and grown, gathered to one, for all. 

Andraé Crouch © 1972 Manna Music, Inc. CCLI Song # 654266 
 

I've got it I've got it. I've got it I've got it 
Somethin' 'bout the pow'r of the Holy Ghost 
I can't explain it but I've got it. I've got it 

 

When the day of Pentecost had come 
They were in the upper room with one accord 

They gathered together, one hundred and twenty 
To receive the power God promised to send 

The Holy Ghost fell upon each one 
As the Spirit gave utt'rance they spoke in tongues 

There in the city men from ev'rywhere 
They couldn't understand what was happ'ning up there 

But Peter stood in the midst of the crowd 
He spoke with a voice that was clear and loud 
He said this is that spoken by the prophet Joel 

That in the last days My Spirit I'll pour 
Not only for me but also for you 

Ev'ry child of God that wants to go through 

Bryan Torwalt, Katie Torwalt  
© 2011 Capitol CMG Genesis, Jesus Culture   

  

There's nothing worth more that will ever come close.  
No thing can compare; You're our living hope.  

Your Presence, Lord.  
  

I've tasted and seen of the sweetest of loves,  
where my heart becomes free and my shame is 

undone,  
in Your Presence, Lord.  

  

Holy Spirit, You are welcome here;  
Come flood this place and fill the atmosphere;  
Your glory, God, is what our hearts long for,  

To be overcome by your Presence, Lord.  
Your Presence, Lord.  

  

Let us become more aware of Your Presence;  
Let us experience the glory of Your goodness. Lord.  


