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“O Lord, I have loved the beauty of Thy house, 

and the place where Thy glory dwelleth.” (Psalm 25:7 LXX.)

“Sanctify those who love the beauty of Thy House...” 

(Prayer before the Ambon at the end of Liturgy.)

“For a person to become a Christian he must have a poetic soul. 

He must become a poet. 

Christ does not wish insensitive souls in His company. 

A Christian, albeit only when he loves, 

is a poet and lives amid poetry. 

Poetic hearts embrace love and sense it deeply.”

(Wounded By Love, Elder Porphyrios, pg. 218.)

Elder Porphyrios on the Spiritual Life 

taken from Wounded By Love

“The soul is sanctified and purified through the study of the words of the Fathers, through the memorization of the psalms and of portions of Scripture, through the singing of hymns and through the repetition of the Jesus Prayer. Devote your efforts, therefore, to these spiritual things and ignore all the other things. We can attain to the worship of God easily and bloodlessly. There are two paths that lead to God: the hard and debilitating path with fierce assaults against evil and the easy path with love. There are many who chose the hard path and "shed blood in order to receive the Spirit" until they attained great virtue. I find that the shorter and safer route is the path with love. This is the path that you, too, should follow. That is, you can make a different kind of effort: to study and pray and have as your aim to advance in the love of God and of the Church.  Do not fight to expel the darkness from the chamber of your soul. Open a tiny aperture for light to enter, and the darkness will disappear. The same holds for our passions and our weaknesses. Do not fight them, but transform them into strengths by showing disdain for evil. Occupy yourself with hymns of praise, with the poetic canons, with the worship of God and with divine eros. All of the holy books of our Church — the Book of the Eight Tones, the Book of the Hours, the Psalter, the books with the Offices for the Feasts and Saint-day Commemorations — contain holy, loving words addressed to Christ. Read them with joy and love and exaltation. When you devote yourself to this effort with intense desire, your soul will be sanctified in a gentle and mystical way without your even being aware of it....As you see, we struggle without warfare and without bloody contests. Our soul is gladdened and our hearing is sweetened as we hear the hymns and something happens within us. This pleasure brings divine enthusiasm and our soul becomes worthy to receive the grace of God and God Himself sanctifies the soul. We cannot be sanctified without divine grace, however much we try. Whereas by meditating on the words of Scripture we can become saints, simply and without great effort....The divine services of the Church are words in which we converse and speak to God with our worship and with our love. The hours spent closest to Paradise are the hours spent in the church together with all our brethren when we celebrate the Divine Liturgy, when we sing and when we receive Holy Communion. Together we all follow the divine services— the words of our Lord. With the Gospel, the Epistles, the hymns of the Book of the Eight Tones, of the Lenten Triodion, and of the Offices of the Saints, we achieve our union with Christ” (pg. 136, 165).

Dogmaticon Tone 1 

translated by Vladimir Morosan

The glory of the world,  Who was born of man, 

Yet gave birth to the Master,  The Gate of Heaven,

The Virgin Mary, let us praise;  

The Song of the Angels  

And the Beauty of the Faithful! 

She was revealed as heaven and temple of the Godhead.

The barrier of enmity did she destroy.

She commenced the peace and opened the Kingdom.

Having her as our anchor of faith,

We have as our Defender  the Lord whom she bore.

Courage, courage, O people of God,

For He will destroy our enemies,

Since He is the Lover of Mankind.

Paschal Hymns of St. John of Damascus

Let us rise in the early morning

And instead of ointments bring

Hymns of praises to our Master, 

And His Resurrection sing;

We shall see the Sun of Justice

Risen with healing in His wing.

Go ye forth, His Saints to meet Him!

Go with lamps in every hand! 

From the sepulcher He riseth;

Ready for the Bridegroom stand;

And the Pascha of salvation

Hail, with His triumphant band. 

The Church’s Testimony 

by John Dryden:

But, gracious God, how well dost Thou provide

For the erring judgment an unerring guide! 

Thy throne is darkness in the abyss of light,

A blaze of glory that forbids the sight.

O teach me to believe Thee thus concealed,

And search no further than Thyself revealed;

But Her alone for my director take

Whom Thou hast promised never to forsake!...

The Young Priest to His Hands 

by Edward F. Garesche

Time was when ye were powerless,

To shrive and sing, anoint and bless.

Clasped, ye worshiped from afar,

That Host, as distant as a star.

Your palms were barren still, and cold, 

Ye might not touch, ye might not hold

God, whom the bread enfold.

But now, ah, now, most happy hands,

Ye fold the Savior’s swaddling bands,

Ye lift His tender limbs and keep 

The snowy bed where He doth sleep.

His heart, His blood, His being fair, 

All God and Man is in your care!

Ye are His guardians everywhere.

Ye pour the wine, ye break the bread

For the great Supper, sweet and dread!

Ye dress the rood of Sacrifice

Whereon the morning Victim lies,

And when my trembling accent calls,

Swift leaping from His heaven’s walls,

On you the Light of Glory falls!

You are the altar where I see

The Lamb that bleed on Calvary,

As sacred as the chalice shrine,

Wherein doth glow Blood divine.

As sacred as the pyx are ye,

O happy hands- an angel’s fee!

That clasp the Lord of Majesty!

The Lost Chord by Adelaide Anne Proctor

Seated one day at the organ

I was weary and ill at ease,

And my fingers wandered idly

Over the noisy keys.

I know not what I was playing

Or what I was dreaming then;

But I struck one chord of music,

Like the sound of a great Amen.

It flooded the crimson twilight,

Like the close of an angel’s psalm,

And it lay on my fevered spirit

With the touch of infinite calm.

It quieted pain and sorrow,

Like love overcoming strife;

It seemed the harmonious echo

From our discordant life.

It linked all perplexed meanings

Into one perfect peace,

And trembled away into silence

As if it were loath to cease.

I have sought but I seek it vainly,

That one lost chord divine,

Which came from the inside of the organ 

And entered into mine.

It may be that Death’s bright angel

Will speak in that chord again-

It may be that only in Heaven

I shall hear that great Amen.

The 23rd Psalm by George Herbert 

The God of love my Shepherd is,

And He that doth me feed:

While He is mine, and I am His,

What can I want or need?

He leads me to the tender grass,

Where I both feed and rest, 

Then to the streams that gently pass:

In both I have the best.

Or if I stray, He doth convert

And bring my mind in frame:

And all this not for my desert,

But for His Holy Name.

Yea, in death’s shady black abode

Well may I walk, not fear:

For Thou art with me; and Thy rod

To guide, Thy staff to bear.

Nay, Thou dost make me sit and dine,

Ev’n in my enemy’s sight:

My head with oil, my cup with wine

Runs over day and night.

Surely Thy sweet and wondrous love

Shall measure all my days;

And as it never shall remove,

So neither shall my praise. 

J E S U by George Herbert

J E S U is in my heart, His sacred name

Is deeply carved there: but th’other week

A great affliction broke the little frame,

Ev’n all to pieces: which I went to seek:

And first I found the corner, where was J,

After , where E S, and next where U was graved.

When I got these parcels, instantly 

I sat down to spell them, and perceived

That to my broken heart He was I EASE YOU 1,

And to my whole is J E S U.

THE A L T A R by George Herbert 

A broken A L T A R, Lord, Thy servant rears,

Made of a heart, and cemented with tears.

Whose parts are as Thy hand did frame; 

No workman’s tool hath touch’d the same. 

  A H E A R T alone

       Is such a stone,

     As nothing but

   Thy pow’r doth cut.

 Wherefore each part

   Of my hard heart

  Meets in this frame,

 To praise Thy name.

That if I chance to hold my peace,

These stones to praise Thee may not cease. 

Oh let Thy blessed S A C R I F I C E be mine,

And sanctify this A L T A R to be Thine. 

Virtue by George Herbert

Sweet day, so cool, so calm, so bright,

The bridal of the earth and sky:

The dew shall weep thy fall tonight;

For thou must die.

Sweet rose, whose hue angry and brave. 

Bids the rash gazer wipe his eye:

Thy root is ever in its grave,

And thou must die.

Sweet spring, full of sweet days and roses,

A box where sweets compacted lie;

My music shows ye have your closes,

And all must die.

Only a sweet and virtuous soul,

Like season’d timber, never gives;

But though the whole world turn to coal,

Then chiefly lives. 

THE SOUL WHEREIN GOD DWELLS by Angelus Silesius

The soul wherein God dwells,

What church could holier be?

Becomes a walking-tent 

Of heavenly majesty.

How far from here to heaven?

Not very far, my friend,

A single, hearty step

Will all the journey end.

Though Christ a thousand times

In Bethlehem be born,

If He’s not born in thee, 

Thy soul is still forlorn.

The Cross on Golgotha

Will never save thy soul:

The cross in thine own heart

Alone can make thee whole.

Hold thou- where runnest thou?

Know heaven is in thee-

Seek’st thou for God elsewhere,

His face thou’lt never see.

Oh, would thy heart but be

A manger for His birth;

God would once more become 

A child upon the earth.

Go out, God will go in;

Die thou- and let Him live;

Be not- and He will be;

Wait, and He’ll all things give.

O shame, a silk-worm works

And spins till it can fly;

And thou, my soul, wilt still

On thine old earth-clod lie! 

translated from the German

The Sacraments of Nature 

by Aubrey De Vere

For we the mighty mountain plains have trod

Both in the glow of sunset and sunrise,

And lighted by the moon of the Southern skies.

The snow-white torrent of the thundering flood

We two have watched together. In the wood

We two have felt the warm tears dim our eyes,

While zephyrs softer than an infant’s sighs

Ruffled the air of our solitude.

O Earth, maternal earth, and thou, O Heaven,

And Night, first born, who now, e’en now, dost waken

The hosts of stars, thy constellated train,

Tell me if those can ever be forgiven,

Those abject, who together have partaken

These sacraments of nature- and in vain. 

Prayer in Prose from St. Tikhon of Zadonsk 

Lead my soul out of prison, and I shall confess thy name.

Jesus Christ, Son of God, have mercy upon us.

Attract me, that I may come to Thee.

I am in prison, Lord, and darkness surroundeth me; 

I am bound with many iron chains, and there is no rest. 

Break the chains, that I may be free; 

shine through the darkness that I may see Thy light.

Lead me out of prison that I may come to Thee.

Give me ears to hear Thee,

Eyes to see Thee, 

Taste to partake of Thee,

sense of smell to inhale Thee.

Give me feet to walk unto Thee,

Lips to speak of Thee,

Heart to fear and love Thee.

Teach me Thy ways, O Lord, and I shall walk in Thy truth. 

For Thou art the Way, the Truth, and the Life.

Take all that is mine from me, 

and give me the will to do Thy gracious will. 

Take away the old, and give me the new.

Take away the heart of stone, 

and grant me a heart of flesh: 

to love Thee, honor Thee, follow Thee.

Give me eyes to see Thy love.

Give me eyes to see Thy humility and to imitate it.

Give me Thy meekness and patience.

Say but the word, and all shall be:

For Thy word is an act.

I believe, O Lord, help Thou my unbelief.

Yet If His Majesty, Our Sovereign Lord 

An anonymous Elizabethan Poem

Yet if his majesty, our sovereign lord,

Should of his own accord

Friendly himself invite,

And say, “I’ll be your guest tomorrow night,”

How should we stir ourselves, call and command 

All hands to work! “Let no man idle stand.

Set me fine Spanish tables in the hall,

See they be fitted all;

Let there be room to eat,

And order taken that there want no meat.

See every sconce and candlestick made bright,

That without tapers they may give light.

Look to the presence2: are the carpets spread,

The dais3 o’er the head, 

The cushions in the chair, 

And all the candles lighted on the stair?

Perfume the chambers, and in any case

Let each man give attendance in his place.”

Thus if the king were coming would we do,

and ‘twere good reason too;

For ‘tis a duteous thing

To show all honor to an earthly king,

And, after all our travail and our cost,

So he be pleased, to think no labor cost.

But at the coming of the King of Heaven

All’s set at six and seven4:

We wallow in our sin;

Christ cannot find a chamber in the inn. 

We entertain him always like a stranger,

And, as at first, still lodge Him in the manger.

The Lament of the Damned in Hell

Who burst the barriers of my peaceful grave

Ah, cruel death, that would no longer save

But grudg’d me e’ven that narrow dark abode

And cast me out into the wrath of God;

Where shrieks, the roaring flame, the rattling chain,

And all the dreadful eloquence of pain,

Our only song; black fire’s malignant light,

The sole refreshment of the blasted sight.

Must all those pow’rs, heaven gave me to supply

My soul with pleasure, and bring in my joy,

Rise up in arms against me, join the foe,

Sense, reason, memory, increase my woe?

And shall my voice, ordain’d on hymns to dwell,

Corrupt to groans, and blow the fires of hell?

Oh! must I look with terror on my gain,

And with existence only measure pain?

What! no reprieve, no least indulgence given,

No beam of hope, from any point of heaven!

Ah mercy! mercy! art Thou dead above?

Is love extinguish’d in the source of love?

‘Bold that I am, did heaven stoop down to hell?

Th’ expiring Lord of life my ransom seal?

Have I not been industrious to provoke? 

From his embraces obstinately broke?

Pursu’d and panted for his mortal hate,

Earn’d my destruction, labour’d out my fate?

And dare I on extinguish’d love exclaim?

Take, take full vengeance, rouse the slack’ning flam

Just is my lot—but oh! must it transcend

The reach of time, despair a distant end?

With dreadful growth shoot forward, and arise,

Where thought can’t follow, and bold fancy dies?

Never! where falls the soul at that dread sound?

Down an abyss how dark, and how profound?

Down, down, (I still am falling, horrid pain!)

Ten thousand thousand fathoms still remain;

My plunge but still begun—And this for sin? 

Could I offend, if I had never been?... 

The Day of Judgment

Now the descending triumph stops its flight

From earth full twice a planetary height.

There all the clouds condens’d, two columns raise 

Distinct with orient veins, and golden blaze. 

One fix’d on earth, and one in sea, and round 

Its ample foot the swelling billows sound. 

These an immeasurable arch support, 

The grand tribunal of this awful court. 

Sheets of bright azure, from the purest sky, 

Stream from the crystal arch, and round the columns fly.

Death, wrapt in chains, low at the basis lies, 

And on the point of his own arrow dies. 

Here high enthron’d th’ eternal Judge is plac’d. 

With all the grandeur of his godhead grac’d; 

Stars on his robes in beauteous order meet,

And the sun burns beneath his awful feet. 

Now an archangel eminently bright,

From off his silver staff of wondrous height, 

Unfurls the Christian flag, which waving flies, 

And shuts and opens more than half the skies: 

The cross so strong a red, it sheds a stain, 

Where’er it floats, on earth, and air, and main; 

Flushes the hill, and sets on fire the wood, 

And turns the deep-dy’d ocean into blood.

Oh formidable glory! dreadful bright! 

Refulgent torture to the guilty sight. 

Ah turn, unwary muse, nor dare reveal 

What horrid thoughts with the polluted dwell. 

Say not, (to make the sun shrink in his beam) 

Dare not affirm, they wish it all a dream.... 

Edward Young 1683-1765

Selections from other Poems

William Shakespeare 

Sonnets: 146 

Poor soul, the center of my sinful earth,

Lord of these rebel powers that thee array,

Why dost thou pine within and suffer dearth,

Painting thy outward walls so costly gay?

Why so large cost, having so short a lease,

Dost thou upon thy fading mansion spend?

Shall worms, inheritors of this excess,

Eat up thy charge? Is this thy body’s end?

Then, soul, live thou upon thy servant’s loss,

And let that pine to aggravate5 thy store;

Buy terms divine in selling hours of dross;

Within be fed, without be rich no more. 

So shalt thou feed on death, that feeds on men,

And death once dead, there’s no more dying then.

Overflow 

by John Banister Tabb

Hush!

With a sudden gush

As from a fountain, sings in yonder bush

The Hermit Thrush. 

Hark! 

Did ever Lark 

With swifter scintillations fling the spark

That fires the dark?

Again, 

Like April rain

OF mist and sunshine mingled, moves the strain

O’er hills and plain

Strong

As love, O Song, 

In flame or torrent sweep through Life along,

O’er grief and wrong.

Upon His Departure Hence... by Herrick 

Thus I

Pass by 

And die, 

As one, 

Unknown, 

And gone:

I’m made

A shade,

And laid

I’th grave,

There have

My cave.

Where tell

I dwell,

Farewell.

Only-Begotten Son 

by Emperor Saint Justinian

(written in chiastic structure)

a. Only-Begotten Son and Word of God,

b. Who art immortal

c.Yet condescended for our salvation

to be incarnate of the 

Holy Theotokos 

and Ever-Virgin 

Mary

d. Becoming man without change6
c`. And wast crucified, Christ God,

b`. By death trampling down death:

a`. Who art One of the Holy Trinity, 

glorified with the Father 

and the Holy Spirit:

save us! 

John Milton

On The Morning of Christ’s Nativity

This is the month, and this the happy morn,

Wherein the Son of Heaven’s eternal King,

Of wedded maid and virgin Mother born,

Our great redemption from above did bring;

For so holy sages once did sing,

That He our deadly forfeit should release,

And with His Father work us a perpetual peace.

That glorious form, that light unsufferable,

And that far-beaming blaze of majesty,

Wherewith He wont at Heaven’s high council table

To sit in the midst of Trinal Unity,

He laid aside, and, here with us to be,

Forsook the courts of everlasting day,

And chose with us a darksome house of mortal clay.

Say, Heavenly Muse, shall not thy sacred vein

Afford a present to the infant God?

Hast thou no verse, no hymn, or solemn strain,

To welcome Him to this His new abode,

Now while the heaven, by the Sun’s team untrod,

Hath took no print of the approaching light,

And all the spangled host keep watch in squadron’s bright?

See how from far upon the eastern road

The star-led wizards hast with odors sweet!

Oh! Run; prevent them with thy humble ode,

And lay it lowly at His blessed feet;

Have thou the honor first thy Lord to greet,

And join thy voice unto the Angel Quire,

From out His secret altar touched with hallowed fire...

Samuel Johnson 

Lines written in ridicule of 

certain (bad or ridiculous) poetry

Wheresoe’er I turn my view,

All is strange, yet nothing new;

Endless labor all along,

Endless labor to be wrong;

Phrase that time has flung away,

Uncouth words in disarray,

Tricked in antique ruff and bonnet,

Ode, and elegy, and sonnet. 

GAELIC FRAGMENT

I am Eve, great Adam’s wife,— 

‘Tis I that outraged Jesus of old; 

‘Tis I that robbed my children of heaven, 

By rights, ‘tis I should have gone upon the Cross— 

There would be no ice in any place,

There would be no glistening windy winter,

There would be no hell, there would be no sorrow

There would be no fear, if it were not for me— 

Paradise Lost

by

John Milton

Of man’s first disobedience, and the fruit

Of that forbidden tree whose mortal taste

Brought death into the World, and all our woe,

With loss of Eden, till one greater Man

Restore us. and regain the blissful seat,

Sing, Heavenly Muse, that, on the secret top

Of Oreb, or of Sinai, didst inspire

That shepherd who first taught the chosen seed

In the beginning how the heavens and earth

Rose out of Chaos: or, if Sion hill

Delight thee more, and Siloa’s brook that flowed

Fast by the oracle of God, I thence

Invoke thy aid to my adventurous song,

That with no middle flight intends to soar

Above the Aonian mount, while it pursues 

Things unattempted yet in prose or rhyme.

And chiefly Thou, 0 Spirit, that dust prefer

Before all temples the upright heart and pure,

Instruct me, for Thou know’st; Thou from the first

Wast present, and, with mighty wings outspread, 

Dove-like sat’st brooding on the vast Abyss,

And mad’st it pregnant: what in me is dark

Illumine, what is low raise and support;

That, to the highth of this great argument,

I may assert Eternal Providence, 

and justify the ways of God to men....

LIGHT 

Night has a thousand eyes, 

And the day but one, 

Yet the light of the bright world dies

With the dying sun.

The mind has a thousand eyes,

And the heart but one,

And the light of a whole life dies

When its love is done.

Francis W. Bourdillan

THE CREATION 

All things bright and beautiful,

All creatures, great and small, 

All things wise and wonderful— 

The Lord God made them all:

Each little flower that opens,

Each little bird that sings— 

He made their glowing colors,

He made their tiny wings:

The purple-headed mountain, 

The river running by,

The sunset and the morning

That brightens up the sky:

The cold wind in the winter,

The pleasant summer sun,

The ripe fruits in the garden—

He made them every one:

The tall trees in the forest

The meadows filled with hay,

The rushes by the water

We gather every day— 

He gave us eyes to see them,

And lips that we might tell

How great is God Almighty,

Who has made all things well!

Cecil Frances Alexander 

(Taken from A Treasured Volume: An Anthology of Poems ed. John Scott)

“The Beautiful Hands of a Priest”

We need them in life's early morning, 

we need them again at its close;

We feel their warm clasp of true friendship,

we seek them when tasting life’s woes.

When we come to this world we are sinful, 

the greatest as well as the least.

And the hand that makes us pure as angel 

is the beautiful hand of the priest.

At the altar each day we behold them, 

and the hands of a king on his throne

Are not equal to them in their greatness; 

their dignity stands all alone;

For there in the stillness of morning, 

ere the sun has emerged from the East,

There God rests between the pure fingers 

of the beautiful hand of a priest

And when we are tempted and wander 

to pathways of shame and of sin..

Tis the hand of a priest that absolve us - 

not once, but again and again;

And when we are taking life’s partner, 

other hands may prepare us a feast,

But the hand that will bless and unite us 

is the beautiful hand of a priest.

God bless them and keep them all holy 

for the Lamb which their fingers caress:

What can a poor sinner do better than to ask him. 

Who chose thee, to bless?

When the death-dews on our eyelids are failing 

may our courage and strength be increased.

By seeing raised o’er us in blessing 

the beautiful hand of a priest!

Author Unknown 

Overture

When Adam lived in Paradise and contemplated all

The creatures which his God had made, 

the great and the very small,

He saw them without passion, soul and body being pure,

Obedience to his God this blessed state did then assure.

The wicked serpent realized, in order to deceive

Adam and his wife, he must cunningly achieve

Perversion of their senses, turning virtue into sin.

Employing all his vicious tricks, he knew how to begin.

Sight

Perfection of all virtue is, in uncreated light

To gaze upon our God indeed, most awe—full is his sight.

The serpent said to Adam. ‘Won’t you look upon that tree?

Its fruit is most agreeable, you cannot disagree.

The monk who’s consecrated all his life to Christ our King.

Will pray to purify his eyes, not letting anything

Which is not the gospel come to mar his intellect.

As happened then to Adam with such terrible effect.

God is Love

Our God is Love, it was by love that He did all create

No human word nor concept can in any way translate

The compassion and the tenderness that He bestowed on all

When as God Incarnate. He came down to reinstall

In Paradise His creature that the serpent had deceived,

The Lord, who by the Spirit and the Virgin was conceived.

Throughout the history of His chosen people Israel

Found in the Old Testament described for us so well

God prepared a virgin womb so innocent and pure

And when the time was come He sent His messenger

most sure

To Mary who was dwelling in the house of Nazareth

Protected by the righteous Joseph as the Scripture saith.

It was a plan of love that Jesus came to consummate

And to open wide again that blessed guarded gate

Of Paradise which Adam’s fall had closed to his descent

Then by love, and love alone for us He did consent,

To hang upon the tree of life, destroying death by death

Accomplishing His work for us when giving His last

breath.

(Taken from Practical Theology in Verse by Paul Bishop of Tracheia.)

Who shall deliver me?

God strengthen me to bear myself;

That heaviest weight of all to bear, 

Inalienable weight of care.

All others are outside myself; 

I lock my door and bar them out, 

The turmoil, tedium, gad-about.

I lock my door upon myself, 

And bar them out; but who shall wall 

Self from myself, most loathed of all?

If I could once lay down myself, 

And start self-purged upon the race 

That all must run! Death runs apace.

If I could set aside myself, 

And start with lightened heart upon 

The road by all men overgone!

God harden me against myself, 

This coward with pathetic voice 

Who craves for ease, and rest, and joys:

Myself, arch-traitor to myself; 

My hollowest friend, my deadliest foe, 

My clog whatever road I go.

Yet One there is can curb myself,

Can roll the strangling load from me,

Break off the yoke and set me free.

A Better Resurrection

...My life is like a broken bowl,

A broken bowl that cannot hold

One drop of water for my soul

Or cordial in the searching cold;

Cast in the fire the perished thing,

Melt and and remould it, till it be

A royal cup for my King:

O Jesus, drink of me.

Lord, grant us Calm

Lord, grant us calm, if calm can set forth Thee;

Or tempest, if a tempest set Thee forth;

Wind from the east or west or south or north,

Or congelation of a silent sea,

With stillness of each tremulous aspen tree.

Still let fruit fall, or hang upon the tree;

Still let the east and west, the south and north,

Curb in their winds, or plough a thundering sea;

Still let the earth abide to set Thee forth,

Or vanish like a smoke to set forth Thee.

‘I will accept’

I will accept thy will to do and be,

Thy hatred and intolerance of sin, 

Thy will at least to love, that burns within

And thirsteth after Me:

So will I render fruitful, blessing still,

The germs and small beginnings in thy heart,

Because thy will cleavest to the better part.— 

Alas, I cannot will.

Dost not thou will, poor soul? Yet I receive

The inner unseen longings of the soul,

I guide them turning towards Me; I control

And charm hearts till they grieve:

If thou desire, it yet shall come to pass,

Though thou but wish indeed to choose My love;

For I have power in earth and heaven above.— 

I cannot wish, alas !

What, neither choose nor wish to choose? and yet

I still must strive to win thee and constrain:

For thee I hung upon the cross in pain,

How then can I forget?

If thou as yet dost neither love, nor hate,

Nor choose, nor wish,--resign thyself, be still

Till I infuse love, hatred, longing, will.— 

I do not deprecate. By Christina Georgina Rossetti

Vespers, Sunday of the Cross (Festal Menaion)

Shine, O Cross of the Lord, shine with the light of thy grace

upon the hearts of those that honor thee. 

With love inspired by God, we embrace thee, 0 desire of all the world.

Through thee our tears of sorrow have been wiped away; 

we have been delivered from the snares of death 

and have passed over to unending joy.

Show us the glory of thy beauty

and grant to us thy servants the reward of our abstinence, for we entreat with faith thy rich protection and great mercy.

O Christ our God, of Thine own will Thou hast accepted Crucifixion 

that all mankind might be restored to life.

Taking the quill of the Cross, out of love for man in the red ink of royalty

with bloody fingers Thou hast signed our absolution. 

We are in danger once again of being parted from Thee; 

O forsake us not!

Take pity on Thy people in distress, for Thou alone art long suffering. 

Rise up and fight against our enemies in Thine almighty power.

Matins of Great and Holy Saturday (Lenten Triodion)

What is this sight that we behold? 

What is this present rest? 

The King of the ages, having through His Passion 

fulfilled the plan of salvation, 

keeps Sabbath in the tomb, granting us a new Sabbath. 

Unto Him let us cry aloud:

Arise, 0 Lord, judge Thou the earth, 

for measureless is Thy great mercy and Thou dost reign for ever.

Come, let us see our Life lying in the tomb, 

that He may give life to those that in their tombs lie dead. 

Come, let us look today on the Son of Judah as He sleeps, 

and with the prophet let us cry aloud to Him:

Thou hast lain down, Thou hast slept as a lion who shall awaken Thee, O King?

But of Thine own free will do Thou rise up, 

who willingly dost give Thyself for us. 0 Lord, glory to Thee.

On the Annunciation

Fair Angels pass’d by next in seemly in seemly Bands,

all gilt, with gilded baskets in their hands.

Some as they went the blue-ey'd violets strew.

Some spotless lilies in loose order threw. 

Some did the way with full-blown roses spread; 

Their smell divine, and color strangely red; 

Not such as our dull gardens proudly wear, 

Whom weathers taint, and winds’ rude kisses tear. 

Such, I believe, as the first rose’s hue, 

Which, at God’s word, in beauteous Eden grew.

Queen of the flowers, which made that orchard gay,

The morning blushes of the spring’s new day.

With sober pace an heav’nly maid walks in, 

Her looks all fair; no sign of sin 

Through her whole body writ; immod’rate grace 

Spoke things far more than human in her face. 

It casts a dusky gloom o’er all the flow’rs;

And with full beams their mingled light devours.

AN angel strait broke from a shining cloud,

And press’d his wings, and with much rev’rence bowed,

Again he bow'd and grave approach he made,

And thus his sacred message sweetly said:

Hail full of grace, thee the whole world shall call

Above all Bles’d thee, who shalt bless them all.

Thy Virgin womb in wondrous sort shall shroud

Jesus the God; (and then again he bow’d)

Conception the great Spirit shall breathe on thee;

Hail thou, who must God’s wife, God’s mother be!

With that, his seeming form to heav’n he rear’d;

She low obeisance made, and disappear’d.

ABRAHAM COWLEY

St. Romanos the Melodist' Kontakion 

ON THE NATIVITY I

The Virgin today gives birth to the super-essential One,

And the earth proffers the cave to the unapproachable One. 

Angels with the shepherds sing songs of praise;

The Magi, with the star to guide pursue their way.

For us there has been born,

A newborn babe, the God before time.

(Ikos) Bethlehem opened Eden, come let us behold;

We have found joy’ in this hidden place, 

come let us seize The pleasures of Paradise within the cave;

There appeared an unwatered root which sprouted forgiveness; 

There was found an undug well

From which David once yearned to drink; 

And there the Virgin brought forth an infant

Who at once quenched their thirst, that of Adam and of David. 

Come, then, let us hasten to this place where there has been born

A newborn babe, the God before time.

The father became of His own will the son of His mother, 

The Savior of children lay as a child in the manger.

His mother looked down at Him and said:

Tell me, my child, how the seed was planted in me and how it grew in me?

I behold Thee, merciful One, and I am amazed

That I, who am unwed, nurse Thee;

And though I see Thee in swaddling clothes, still I behold My virginity untouched,

For Thou hast preserved it, and yet consented to be born

A newborn babe, the God before time.

“Exalted King, what hast Thou to do with lowly ones?

Creator of Heaven, why hast Thou come to men on earth?

Didst Thou long for the cave, or joy in the manger?

Lo, there is no place, for Thy handmaiden at the inn;

There is no place, not even a cave,

Since that, too, belongs to another.

On Sarah, as she was to bring forth a child,

Was bestowed a great inheritance of land, but to me,

Not even a den.

I made use of the cave in which Thou dids’t will to dwell as

A newborn babe, the God before time.”

While she was pondering these things in secret,

And entreating Him who has knowledge of all secret things,

She hears the Magi who are seeking the child.

Straightway, the maiden called out to them: “Who are you?”

And they to her: “Who art thou Who hast produced and brought forth such an One?

Who, thy father? Who, thy mother?

For thou hast become the mother and nurse of a fatherless son.

It was His star that we saw when we came to behold

A newborn babe, the God before time.

“Clearly did Balaam reveal to us

The meaning of the words which were prophesied,

Saying that a star would rise up,

A star which would dim all prophecies and divinations,

A star to destroy the parables of the wise,

Their teachings and their enigmas,

A star much brighter than this star which just appeared,

For He is the maker of stars

About whom it was written: ‘From Jacob shall rise up

A newborn babe, the God before time.

When Mary heard the words of wonder,

She knelt in obeisance to the One from her womb,

And crying out, she said: “Great things, my child,

Great are all the things which Thou hast done for

My humble station;

For lo, the Magi without are seeking Thee;

Those who are kings of the east

Seek Thy presence,

And the wealthy of Thy people beg to behold Thee;

For truly the people are Thine. They are the ones for whom Thou wast known as

A newborn babe, the God before time.

“Since the people are Thine, my child, bid them

To come beneath this roof that they may see

A poverty full of plenty, and beggary which is honored.

I consider Thee a glory and cause for boast, so that I am not ashamed. 

Thou, thyself, art the grace and the comeliness

Of my dwelling. Bid them enter.

To me the want is no concern,

For I consider Thee as a treasure which the kings came to see; 

For the kings and the Magi know that Thou hast appeared as

A newborn babe, the God before time.”

Jesus Christ, who is truly our God,

Secretly suggested to His mother:

“Admit them, for my word led them,
And shone on those who were seeking me.

To all appearances, it is a star; but in reality, it is a power.

It went with the Magi in service to me;

And still it stands outside fulfilling its ministry,

And revealing with its beams the place where there has been born, 

A newborn babe, the God before time.

“Now receive, revered one, receive those who received me;

For I am in them as I am in thy arms,
Nor was I away from thee when I accompanied them.”

She, then, opens the door and receives the group of Magi. 

She opens the door, she who is the unopened gate

Through which Christ alone passed;

She opens the door, she who was opened

And yet never gave up the treasure of her virginity;

She opened the door, she, from whom was born the door, 

A newborn babe, the God before time....

When the blameless virgin saw the Magi

Carrying in their hands the new and shining gifts, and kneeling before Him,

And when she saw the shepherds singing hymns and the star clearly revealing Him,

She entreated the One who is creator and Lord of all saying:

“Receive the three gifts, my child,

And grant three prayers for her who gave Thee birth.

I beg Thee in behalf of the heavens above

And the fruits of the earth, and those who dwell thereon,

Be reconciled to all for my sake, since Thou hast been born

A newborn babe, the God before time....

“Save the world, Savior. For its sake Thou didst come.

Establish Thy kingdom. 

For its sake Thou hast let Thy light shine me and the Magi, and all creation.

Lo, the Magi, on whom Thou hast allowed the light of Thy

Countenance to shine

Are falling down before Thee, and they bring Thee gifts

Of gold, beautiful things, much sought after.

I have need of them, since I am about to go

To Egypt, and flee with Thee, for Thee, my Guide, my Son, my Maker, my Redeemer, and 

Newborn babe, the God before time.”

ON ELIJAH 

Elijah, of great renown, prophet with foresight of he great works of our God, 

thou who didst with thy word old back the rain clouds, 

Intercede for us before 

The only Friend of man.

When he saw the great lawlessness of man

and the great love of God for man,

The prophet Elijah was provoked and angered

And cast pitiless words at the God of great pity, saying:

“Make Thy anger felt against those who now disregard Thee, most just Judge.”

But in no way d he change the heart of the good Lord for the chastisement

Of those who had scorned Him; for always He awaits

the repentance of all men,

The only Friend of man.

Then when the prophet saw that all the earth was in a state of lawlessness 

And that th Exalted One was not angered but even allowed it,

He was moved anger, and he declared to the Merciful One:

“I shall take control over and punish the impiety 

of those who scorn Thee.

They have all despised Thy great long-suffering;

and they have not considered

Thee as All-Merciful Father. 

But Thou, the Lover of children dost take pity on Thy sons,

Thou, the only Friend of man.

“Now, I shall judge in favor of the Creator;

I shall completely wipe the impious from off the earth,

And I shall decree their punishment; but I fear His divine kindness,

For the Lover of man is troubled by a few tears.

What, then, can I think up in the face of such goodness?

And how shall I counteract His mercy ? 

Perhaps in strengthening my decree with an oath, so that, shamed at it, 

the Just One will cancel

My harsh sentence, and in so doing confirm my judgment

that He as the All-Powerful One

Is the Friend of man.

The oath preceded the judgment and was a preamble of the decision
But if you wish, let us hurry to the Bible and let us read its words.
For the prophet said in his anger, as is written:
“By the life of the Lord, neither dew nor rain shall fall except at my word.”
But at once the King answered Elijah:
“1f I see repentance and tears flowing freely, it will be impossible for me
not to supply my mercy to men.
I am the only Friend of man.

The prophet at once spoke up and put forward the rightness of his oath:

“I have sworn by Thee,” he said, “the God of all, the most holy Lord,

that rain will not be given except by my command. 

Whenever I see that the people have repented, I shall entreat 

It is not, then, in Thy power, 

O most just Judge, to do away with the punishment

Resulting from the oath that I have made. 

Guard and seal it as Thou dost restrict Thy tender care,

O only Friend of man.”

Famine besieged the land, and the inhabitants were brought to ruin,

Groaning and raising their hands in supplication to the All-Merciful.

The Master was distressed by a dilemma:

On the one hand, He wished to open His heart to the suppliants

and to hasten His compassion,

But, on the other hand, He respected the oath of the prophet.

He did not give rain, but 

He devised a pretext that would restrain and distress the spirit of the prophet,

He, the only Friend of man.

The Master, seeing that the Thesbite was roused to anger by his own people,

Thought it right that the just man should share the punishment

of hunger along with the others 

In order that, when he was pressed by hunger, he would decide

In line with his oath on humanitarian considerations,

to put an end to the punishment. 

For it is in truth a fearful thing, the inexorable demands of the stomach!

And He supports through nourishment in His divine wisdom 

every living thing—man and beast.’

He is the only Friend of man....

The Compassionate One, who wished to save the earth, at once answered Elijah: “Now hearken carefully to my words, and heed what I say.
I am suffering, and I hasten to find a release of the punishment.
I struggle to give nourishment to all who are famished, for I am indeed merciful. When I see the flood of tears, like a father I am moved; 

I feel pity for those consumed
By hunger and anguish, for I wish to save sinners through their repentance—
I, the only Friend of man.

“Hear me carefully, prophet, for I am very much in earnest about what you know:

All men have in me a decree of mercy,

And in it I agreed that I did not want to see the death

Of those who had made mistakes; but rather I wished their life.

Do not then, expose me as making false promises to them, but welcome my plea.

I offer my mediation to you, for only the tears of the widow have disturbed you,

but I feel for all men, I the only Friend of man.”

Elijah made his mind, heart, and ears submissive to the words of the Most High,

And he also brought his spirit under subjection and displayed it in these words:

He said, “Let Thy will be done, O Lord. 

Give rain and life to the one who is dead, and vivify all creation.

God is life and resurrection and redemption; 

grant Thy Grace to man and beast, 

for Thou alone art able to save the world from death,

Thou, the only Friend of man....

At once, the clouds, at the order of the Creator, 

Pregnant with water, passed over the air, sending down rain in streams.

The earth rejoiced and praised the Lord,

and the woman received her resurrected child. 

He rejoiced with all the others, and the earth shouted with joy

To the only Friend of man.

Then, after a certain amount of time had passed, Elijah saw man's sin, 

And he took thought as to how an even harsher punishment might be inflicted.

The Merciful One, observing this, said to the prophet:

“I know the zeal that you have for righteousness,

and I know your intention,

But I feel for the sinners whenever they suffer beyond all measure. 

But you, as blameless, grow angry,

And you are not able to endure it. 

But I cannot endure that anyone be destroyed;

I am the only Friend of man.”

But after this, the Master, seeing that Elijah was harsh toward men

And that he was disturbed about the race of man,

separated him from their earth, saying:

“Be set apart from the dwelling of men.

But I, as One who pities, shall descend to men and become man.

Depart, then, from the earth, since you are not able to endure the sins of men,

While I, a heavenly creature, shall be with the sinners,

and save them from their sins,

I, the only Friend of man.

“If, as I have said, prophet, you are unable to live with men who have sinned,

Then, come, and with me inhabit the domain of my friends; 

there is no sin there.

But I shall descend, since I am able to take 

On my shoulders the lost and to cry to the fallen:

‘All you who are sinners, come, hurry to me and find rest, for I have come,

Not to punish those whom I created, but to snatch sinners from impiety.’

I, the only Friend of man.”

And so, Elijah, sent off to Heaven,

appeared as the prototype of the future,

For the Thesbite was translated in a chariot of fire, as it is written.

Christ ascended in clouds among the powerful.

But Elijah sent down his mantel from on high to Elisha, 

while Christ sent to the apostles His Holy Spirit whom we have all 

When we received baptism. 

Through it we are sanctified, 

as He taught all of us,

He who is the only Friend of man.


(Taken from Kontakia of Romanos Vols. I & II., pg. 119-131.)

A BRIEF OVERVIEW OF THE KONTAKIA of ST. ROMANOS

Although Romanos has been known to scholars of Greek literature and to some church dignitaries for centuries as the greatest of the Byzantine melodists and some have even called him the greatest of the Christian poets, few other readers have heard of him. More regrettably, they have had no opportunity to enjoy the works that support his reputation. Several reasons account for this lack. Byzantine literature has been neglected—perhaps scorned—because of the long compendia and overly contrived verbosity that characterized the works of the later centuries of the period. However, in the kontakia of Romanos and his sixth—century contemporaries, as Trypanis says, is a successful combination of” the solemnity and dignity of the sermon with the delicacy and liveliness of lyric and dramatic poetry.” In his judgment “their poetry has not been matched in subsequent centuries, and the kontakion remains the only great original achievement of Byzantine literature.” In spite of their excellence, most of the works of Romanos were not available in a definitive text until recently. Perhaps one explanation lies in the fact that most scholars of Greek have scorned any literature later Aristotle, while students of the Middle Ages rarely know Greek. It is to be hoped that the charm of Romanos’ lyrics will establish him in his rightful place.

We can say with assurance that Romanos belongs to the early sixth century. Internal evidence points to the fact that he was alive during the Nike revolution and that he saw the destruction of Hagia Sophia and its rebuilding. He evidently flourished between 536 A.D. and 556....

English literature contains no equivalent of the kontakion. It is a poetic sermon that was sung, and many contain highly dramatic features, with dialogue strophe to strophe. The verse structure is very complicated and highly sophisticated. Usually there are about twenty—four strophes united by an acrostic. They are so structured that each strophe is like the first in the number of lines and in the number of syllables in corresponding lines. Word accent is basic; it is determined by the melody, which is announced at the beginning, along with the echos or scheme set for the singing. A short stanza (sometimes more than one), called a koukoulion, precedes the series of strophes. The koukoulion is metrically independent of the other strophes, is not included in the acrostic, but has the same refrain. Its function is to announce the theme or the feast day. Usually the final strophe is a closing prayer.

Actually, Romanos did not refer to his compositions as kontakia. His writings refer to “poem”, “song”, “praise”, “ode”, “hynm”, and “psalm”. The term kontakion came into use in the ninth century, when the kontakion was revived after the iconoclastic controversy and became a part of the later kanon. Later, the kontakion was shortened, and it lost its homiletic character and its dialogue. From the fifth to the seventh century the genre developed into a metrical sermon, and it is in this form that Romanos brought it to perfection. The kontakia of this period were later assembled in the monasteries into kontakaria, but by that time many poems had been lost.

No one knows exactly how the kontakion was sung. Until further research reveals this detail, the closest present—day scholars can come to the manner of its delivery is to suggest that it may have resembled the recitative of an oratorio. This suggestion is tentative, since one must be wary of too close an analogy with Western music for what was certainly Oriental. It may be that an individual singer, probably a priest, presented the hymn after reading the Gospels, and then double chanted the refrains or, when dialogue was involved, the alternate strophes. It is known that double chiors sang the Christmas kontakion (Nativity I) every year in the palace of the emperor.

In any case, it is important to remember that Romanos was known as a melodist, Interesting though the analysis of his poems as literature may be, it is probably true that one needs to hear the kontakion sung in order to appreciate its qualities fully. The melody used may be original, and in that case it is called an automelon.... 

Place in the Liturgy and Source of Subjects: In 528 Justinian decreed that there be three main canonical offices: Matins, Lauds, and Vespers. Kontakia for special feast days were composed for the office of the day and not the Liturgy. The reading of the Gospels was to be followed by a sermon and then a kontakion, or the metrical sermon might be sung in place of the homily. Romanos clearly used biblical sources for most of the kontakia in the Oxford edition. Of the fifty-nine genuine kontakia that have survived, thirty-four are on the person of Christ, and these are the ones translated for this collection. In addition, there are five drawn from other incidents in the New Testament, seven based on Old Testament characters, ten on miscellaneous subjects, and three about martyrs and saints.

In considering the origin of the kontakion as it appears in Romanos’ works, account must be taken of rhythmic verse as contrasted to classical poetry, which depended on quantitative meter. Also, the unusual combination of sermon and song with elements of the dramatic should be considered. Although Romanos is credited with being the creator of the literary form, facts do not point to a sudden outpouring of this complicated verse structure.’

Some early Christian poetry did indeed use quantitative classical meter (like 'O Gladsome Light'). To explain the shift to an accentual basis for rhythmic poetry, three influences must be evaluated: the tradition of the Hebrew synagogue, the sermons of the day, and some unusual Syrian hymns and homilies....

(Footnote) Wellesz explained that “an uninterrupted liturgical tradition existed from the days of the synagogue to the Byzantine melodies of the mid seventh century, according to which the reading of the Scriptures was followed by the recitation or chanting of a poetical homily”(Cf. Wellesz, History of Byzantine Music and Hymnography, p. 186)....Christians were, then, familiar with the parallel structure of Hebraic verse; they were accustomed to phrases that were rhythmic in their repetition of accents and phrase length....

If one examines the the antitheses and paradoxes found in the sermons of the day, or if on extracts small units from the poetic phrases of some homilies, they can be arranged to resemble in marked degree the sophisticated and elaborate lines in the kontakion....[there are apparently many] parallel passages between Romanos and...St. Basil, Proclus, St. John Chrysostom, Gregory of Nyssa, et al....Romanos may have borrowed directly from St. Basil for his kontakion on the Presentation in the Temple. 

Three special forms of religious literature developed in Syria; each had characteristics that could have influenced Romanos. The memra, like the kontakion, is a poetical homily that was used in the morning office after the priest had read the Gospel; it does not have strophes. The sougitha were sometimes written in strophes and attached to homilies; during religious festivals they were sung by choirs and often contained dialogue and an acrostic. Madrascha were performed by a chorus. The memra strophes, as Ephrem used them, usually have seven-syllable verses, of which two are bound together, and it is unusual for a sentence to extend through several strophes. The strophes of the madrascha represent the highest development of Ephrem’s technique. They show a wide variety of meter, a refrain, an acrostic, and rhyme....

If we follow Grimme in his conclusions that the kontakion form was borrowed from the Syrian, it must be remembered that it did not descend directly from any one of the three forms; they were combined to influence the typical Byzantine hymn of the fifth to seventh century....

Clearly, the Syrian hymns and homilies are related to the Greek homilies, for the same type of biblical allusions and the same sort of references to the Gospels appear in both. Some similarities would necessarily occur, since the purpose of each form was to follow the readings in the liturgy. The method of expanding the stories so that they become dramatic and are clothed in rhythmic phrases is, however, a characteristic that supports a theory of common origin for both Greek and Syrian expressions.... 

(Taken from the Introduction to Kontakia of Romanos, xiii-xx).
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1I ease you. The differentiation of I and J was not complete in Herbert’s time, thus permitting this play on the spelling of Jesus’ name.

2The place where the king sits.

3Canopy

4In disorder.

5Increase

6Note the centrality of the phrase ‘d’ and its Chalcedonian emphasis.

