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 Veni Creator Spiritus 
ca. 9th century, trans. John Cosin, 1627 

Come, Holy Ghost, our souls inspire, 
and lighten with celestial fire. 
Thou the anointing Spirit art, 
who dost thy sevenfold gifts impart. 
 
Thy blessed unction from above 
is comfort, life, and fire of love. 
Enable with perpetual light 
the dullness of our blinded sight. 
 
Anoint and cheer our soiled face 
with the abundance of thy grace. 
Keep far our foes, give peace at home: 
where thou art guide, no ill can come. 
 
Teach us to know the Father, Son, 
and thee, of both, to be but One, 
that through the ages all along, 
this may be our endless song: 
 
Praise to thy eternal merit, 
Father, Son, and Holy Spirit. 
 
 
 
 
Who Has Seen the Wind? 
Christina Rossetti, n.d. 
 
Who has seen the wind? 
Neither I nor you: 
But when the leaves hang trembling, 
The wind is passing through. 
 
Who has seen the wind? 
Neither you nor I: 
But when the trees bow down their heads, 
The wind is passing by. 



God’s Grandeur 
Gerard Manley Hopkins, 1877 
 
The world is charged with the grandeur of God. 
    It will flame out, like shining from shook foil; 
    It gathers to a greatness, like the ooze of oil 
Crushed. Why do men then now not reck his rod? 
Generations have trod, have trod, have trod; 
    And all is seared with trade; bleared, smeared with toil; 
    And wears man's smudge and shares man's smell: the soil 
Is bare now, nor can foot feel, being shod. 
 
And for all this, nature is never spent; 
    There lives the dearest freshness deep down things; 
And though the last lights off the black West went 
    Oh, morning, at the brown brink eastward, springs — 
Because the Holy Ghost over the bent 
    World broods with warm breast and with ah! bright wings. 
 
 
 
 
 
Selection from Little Gidding 
By T.S. Eliot, 1942 
 
The dove descending breaks the air 
With flame of incandescent terror 
Of which the tongues declare 
The one discharge from sin and error. 
The only hope, or else despair 
    Lies in the choice of pyre or pyre— 
    To be redeemed from fire by fire. 
 
    Who then devised the torment? Love. 
Love is the unfamiliar Name 
Behind the hands that wove 
The intolerable shirt of flame 
Which human power cannot remove. 
    We only live, only suspire 
    Consumed by either fire or fire. 



 
Veni Creator 
By Czeslaw Milosz, trans. Czeslaw Milosz And Robert Pinsky, 1961 
 
Come, Holy Spirit,    
bending or not bending the grasses,    
appearing or not above our heads in a tongue of flame,    
at hay harvest or when they plough in the orchards or when snow    
covers crippled firs in the Sierra Nevada.    
I am only a man: I need visible signs.    
I tire easily, building the stairway of abstraction.    
Many a time I asked, you know it well, that the statue in church    
lifts its hand, only once, just once, for me.    
But I understand that signs must be human,    
therefore call one man, anywhere on earth,    
not me—after all I have some decency—    
and allow me, when I look at him, to marvel at you.    
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