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ON SAINT LAMBERT,
Bishop of Vence.

Hymn. XXX.

From where, in his rosy chariot,
	 has shining Apollo brought such bright light?
	 Why does this day shine more beautifully for us
		  from the high heavens?
This is the day that placed
	 blessed Lambert among the saints in heaven.
	 Let us honor the altars of our father,
		  and sing a hymn in the traditional verses of our ancestors.
For forty years
	 he kept watch over the city, the people, and the altars,
	 pure, devoted, and careful in his duties,
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			   honored for all time.
	 He conquered himself, and sternly mastered
		  his body, wearing it down with hunger and thirst,
		  denying food to his dried-out limbs,
			   and wine to his lips.
	 And when, after the days
		  of strict fasting had properly passed, he pushed beyond
		  all limits, thinning the holy limbs
			   of his weakened body.
	 The Father and Prince of heaven
		  would not allow such harsh
		  and excessive severity, and ordered him, unwilling though he was,
			   to restore his strength with the gift of the vine.
	 For when he ordered a drink
		  from the spring to be poured for him, and his servants brought it,
		  at the sign of the cross the water turned red
			   with sweet nectar.
	 How dearly loved he was by God and the saints above,
		  for whom heaven prepared a feast, and the winged host
		  served it, while the Lord of all things
			   mixed the cups.
	 It is said that in the woods, and in the harsh wilds,
		  among the frightening depths of the forests,
		  the generous air, at his command, supplied
			   the food they longed for.
	 This was a reward for Apollo’s faith,
		  when the priest, through the winding paths of the forest,
		  went on, accompanied by a great crowd,



	     and with CHRIST as his guide.
Just as once the raven
	 brought the gift of bread to the table
	 of the old man and his guest, fair in number, faithful in service,
		  with its swift wing.
Nor did the wise and good bishop
	 seek the frightening wilderness only for himself,
	 nor live as a hardened inhabitant
		  in the cave of a rugged rock.
But as father and guardian of his little flock,
	 he led the sheep entrusted to him toward heaven,
	 strong enough to drive spirits and wolves
		  away from the fold he loved.
He gave strength to those weakened by illness,
	 restored sound minds to the insane,
	 and gave the blind the power
		  to see the rays of the shining sun.
Famous, then, for his miracles and his merits,
	 he finally entered the court of the eternal King.
	 From there, among the stars, he shines upon his flock and the earth
		  as a noble light.
But may the Father, creator of all things,
	 the Prince of the world, the Son, and the Spirit flowing from both,
	 be praised with pure hymns
		  forever and ever. Amen.

121


