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Note to readers: This prayerbook follows the Lectionary 

for the Advent season and can be adjusted to the calendar of 

any particular year. Scripture citations refer to the full gospel 

reading of the day. The gospels for Sundays are from Year A. The 

Christmas gospel citation is from the Mass during the Night.
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INTRODUCTION

Gentle candlelight growing brighter week by week, 
chasing away the darkness until light bursts forth 
from a star…the haunting strains of hymns like O 
Come, O Come, Emmanuel giving way to joyous and 
lively carols…people once again telling the story of 
miraculous visitations and births, of a time when God 
became human, lived and died and rose from the grave 
for us, and promised to come again…

What profound and beautiful seasons Advent and 
Christmas are! In spite of the busyness that comes 
with them, they are a wonderful time for prayer, for 
savoring the story of our salvation, and for discovering 
our own place within that story. 

I hope these prayers will help you to do just that: 
to think about what God has done for us, to think 
about what it means to be a follower of Christ, and to 
raise up your own prayers—of joy, challenge, penance, 
confusion, need, fear, and thanks—wherever your own 
spiritual journey is taking you.
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FIRST SUNDAY OF ADVENT
“Therefore, stay awake!”  (Matthew 24:37–44)

Lord Jesus, help me to stay awake today to all 
the ways you come to me. 

Help me to stay awake to your presence 
in my family and friends, my colleagues and 
fellow commuters, my neighbors and everyone 
whose path I cross today. And help me to give 
thanks for them all. 

Help me stay awake to my need for you. 
Help me stay awake to my need to take care of 
myself so that I can help take care of others. 
Help me stay awake to hear you in the cry of 
the suffering and the poor, the hungry and the 
grieving, and all who are in need of hope and 
compassion and forgiveness. 

Help me stay awake to all the opportunities 
this day will give me to be your disciple, your 
presence in the world. Help me to stay awake 
to all the times I fail to be a good disciple; 
when that happens—and I know it will—
help me to reach out for compassion and 
forgiveness. 
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Help me stay awake today so that 
everything I do, everything I think, may be 
done in you, with you, and through you.

NOVEMBER 30, SAINT ANDREW
They left their nets and followed him.  
(Matthew 4:18–22)

Jesus, I’ve always been surprised by how 
quickly your disciples left their nets to follow 
you. I know there’s symbolism here, but 
sometimes I wonder if they left so quickly 
because they weren’t very good fishermen. 
After all, in the gospels they never seem 
to catch a fish without your help. And 
following you probably seemed easier than the 
backbreaking work of hauling nets.

Jesus, sometimes things in my life and work 
drive me crazy and make me think it would be 
nice to drop it all and run away. Help me to 
remember that the disciples left behind their 
nets, but not their lives as fishermen. In the 
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same way, you don’t ask me to run from who 
I am, but to take who I am and put it at the 
service of your kingdom.

Pour out your Spirit on me, Jesus. Inspire 
me to follow you more closely today and every 
day of my life.

MONDAY OF THE FIRST WEEK OF ADVENT
“Lord, I am not worthy to have you enter  
under my roof.”  (Matthew 8:5–11)

Lord, like the centurion, I too believe that the 
Word who created the universe can create and 
heal in so many ways just by “saying the word.” 
And I hope to share the centurion’s humility 
as well—to recognize that I too am very 
unworthy of the gifts of God.

But, Jesus, your love makes all the 
difference! Thank you for loving me so much 
that my unworthiness would never keep you 
from entering under my roof, if I but ask. 

Come under my roof today, Jesus!  And 
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help me to have faith that you are already here, 
offering your healing love. 

TUESDAY OF THE FIRST WEEK OF ADVENT 
“Blessed are the eyes that see what you see.” 

(Luke 10:21–24)

Blessed are your eyes, Lord, eyes that opened 
in Bethlehem and beheld a wondrous world 
embraced by a loving God. Blessed are your 
ears that heard the prayers of your people, 
their shouts of joy and cries of suffering, 
inspiring you to respond. Blessed are your 
feet and hands that walked dusty roads to 
bring the message of God’s love to people 
and brought God’s healing touch to the 
suffering. Blessed are your lips and tongue 
that spoke the word of God to people hungry 
for the message. Blessed is your face through 
which human beings discerned the face of 
God. Blessed are you, who out of love gave of 
yourself completely, even to death on a cross, 
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to bring life to the world. 
And how blessed am I, Lord, so many years 

later, when I hear your words and when I see 
you in the world around me. 

Help me today, Lord, to open my eyes to 
a wondrous world embraced by our loving 
God. Help me to hear the sounds of joy and 
sorrow in all your people. Help me to go about 
bringing God’s love, compassion, and healing 
to all I meet. Help me to be a sign of your 
kingdom in a world full of longing. 

Help others to see you in my face, and help 
me to see you in the faces of others. 

Help me, Lord, to give of myself, out of 
love, so that others may have life. 

Blessed indeed am I, Lord Jesus. 

WEDNESDAY OF THE FIRST WEEK OF ADVENT
They all ate and were satisfied. (Matthew 15:29–37)

Lord, your multiplication of the loaves and 
fishes seems an even greater miracle when I 
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think that the people who sat on the ground 
that day were probably much like me. 

We human beings are worriers. And one 
of our main worries is whether we will have 
enough—enough food, shelter, income, good 
health, you name it. I can see myself sitting 
on the ground that day, watching the baskets 
come ’round, eating your bread and fish until I 
was stuffed, and then stuffing my pockets and 
traveling bag with all the bread and fish I could 
carry—for me and for my family back home. 
There might be enough food today, but what 
about tomorrow? 

And with all the stuffing of stomachs and 
pockets and bags, there were still seven baskets 
left over! How generous you are, Lord! You 
don’t worry about running out. You give 
without counting the cost. 

Help me, Lord, to live in you and learn 
from you. Help me to be a good steward of my 
resources but never to let fear of scarcity keep 
me from giving as you give. Help me to know 
that everything I have is yours; help me to be 
generous as you are generous. And just as you 
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feed me with yourself in the Eucharist, help 
me today to join you in being the baskets of 
bread and fish you bring to a hungry world. 

THURSDAY OF THE FIRST WEEK OF ADVENT
“The rain fell, the floods came, and the wind blew  
and buffeted the house.…” (Matthew 7:21, 24–27)

Lord of hope, there often seem to be so many 
rains and floods in my life, so many strong 
buffeting winds from so many directions that 
I don’t know which way to turn my face. And 
I am afraid. I am afraid even despite your 
comforting words about rock, for, where I live, 
houses built on rock are blown away all the 
time by tornadoes and hurricanes. Or they are 
washed away by floods, buried in mudslides, 
destroyed in earthquakes, or burned to the 
ground in wind-driven fires. Yes, I am afraid. 

Of course, I know you’re not really talking 
about buildings. Nor are you—who died on 
the cross—promising me an easy life if only I 
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have enough faith. The rains and floods will 
come, and the buffeting winds too. 

Lord, I wish you would calm my winds and 
roiling seas, as you did for your disciples, for 
I too am your disciple. I wish you would give 
me solutions to my problems. But if not, hold 
me tight at all times, and help me to know, in 
joy or suffering, in life or death, that I belong 
to you, and that you belong to the Father. 

Give me the courage and strength to 
comfort others, no matter how overwhelming 
my own life might be. Help me to listen to 
those words of yours and to follow you in 
doing the will of your Father, no matter what. 
Help me to trust that this is the only true, 
rock-solid path to life.Twen
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