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February 7th            The Prodigal Son / Afterfeast of the Meeting of the Lord 

Vespers

At Lord, I have cried, ten stichera are sung: 4 of the Resurrection and 3 from the Triodion:

Tone 1: I was entrusted with a sinless and living land, / 
but I sowed the ground with sin / 
and reaped with a sickle the ears of slothfulness; / 
in thick sheaves I garnered my actions, / 
but winnowed them not on the  threshing floor of repentance. / 
But I beg Thee, my God, the preeternal husbandman, / 
with the wind of Thy loving-kindness winnow the chaff of my works, / 
and grant to my soul the corn of forgiveness; // 
shut me in Thy heavenly storehouse and save me. 


Twice 


Brethren, let us learn the meaning of this mystery. / 
For when the Prodigal Son ran back from sin to his Father's house, / 
his loving Father came out to meet him and kissed him. / 
He restored to the Prodigal the tokens of his proper glory, / 
and mystically He made glad on high, / 
sacrificing the fatted calf. / 
Let our lives, then, be worthy of the loving Father / 
Who has offered sacrifice, // 
and of the glorious Victim Who is the Savior of our souls. 

And 3 of the feast:

Tone 6 [Special Melody: “On the third day…”]:

Receive in thine arms, O Symeon, / 

the Creator of all things! / 

O elder, take up Christ, / 

to whom the Virgin Maiden gave birth without seed, // 

unto the joy of our race.

Assembling, O ye people, / 

let us hymn God, the Creator of the law, / 

before Whom the multitudes of angels tremble, /  

the only Benefactor and Bestower of the law, // 

for the salvation of our souls.

Now lettest Thou Thy servant depart in peace, O Master, / 

as Thou didst say; / 

for I have beheld Thee, the preeternal Light of revelation / 

for the nations and Israel, O Christ, // 

Who hast bound me in fleshly bonds.
Glory... Tone 2:
Of what great blessings in my wretchedness have I deprived myself! / 
From what a kingdom in my misery have I fallen! / 
I have wasted the riches that were given to me. / 
I have transgressed the commandment. / 
Alas, unhappy soul! / 
Thou art henceforth condemned to the eternal fire. / 
Therefore before the end cry out to Christ our God: / 
receive me as the Prodigal Son, O God, // 
and have mercy upon me. 

Both now... The Sunday Dogmatic Theotokion in the Tone of the Week. 

The Aposticha in the Tone of the week from the Octoechos, then:

Glory... Tone 6:
I have wasted the wealth which the Father gave to me, / 
and in my wretchedness I have fed with the dumb beasts. / 
Yearning after their food I remained hungry and could not eat my fill. / 
But now I return to the compassionate Father / 
and cry out with tears: / 
I fall down before Thy loving-kindness, // 
receive me as a hired servant and save me. 


Both now… Tone 6:  Let the gates of heaven be opened today; / 

for the unoriginate Word of the Father, /

receiving a beginning under time, / 

without abandoning His divinity, / 

is of His own will borne by His Virgin Mother / 

into the temple of the law as a babe forty days old. / 

And Symeon taketh Him in his arms, crying: / 

“Let Thy servant depart, O Master, / 

for mine eyes have seen Thy salvation! / 

O Lord Who hast come into the world to save the human race, // 

glory be to Thee!”
Troparia:  O Theotokos and Virgin x2; and the Troparion of the Feast:
Tone 1:  Rejoice, thou who art full of grace, O Virgin Theotokos, /

for from thee hath risen the Sun of Righteousness, Christ our God, /

enlightening those in darkness. /

Rejoice, thou also, O righteous Elder, /

as thou receivest in thine arms the Redeemer of our souls, //

Who also granteth unto us the Resurrection.  

Matins

At God is the Lord, the troparion of the Resurrection, in the tone of the week, twice; then:

Glory… Both now… Tone 1:  
Rejoice, thou who art full of grace, O Virgin Theotokos, /

for from thee hath risen the Sun of Righteousness, Christ our God, /

enlightening those in darkness. /

Rejoice, thou also, O righteous Elder, /

as thou receivest in thine arms the Redeemer of our souls, //

Who also granteth unto us the Resurrection.  
Sessional hymns from the Octoechos
After the Polyeleos we sing Psalm 136, 'By the waters of Babylon'.

Evlogitaria 

Hypakoe, Hymns of Ascent, and Prokimenon in tone of the week

Matins Gospel 

“Having beheld the Resurrection;”  Psalm 50.  Glory: “The doors of repentance,” Both now:  “Guide me in the paths of salvation,”  “Have mercy on me, O God,”   “When I think of the multitude of evil things I have done.”

The Canon
Ode I
Have mercy on me, O God, have mercy on me.

O Jesus my God, as the Prodigal Son now accept me also in repentance.  All my life I have lived in carelessness and provoked Thee to anger.

Have mercy on me, O God, have mercy on me.

The divine wealth that once Thou gavest me I have sinfully wasted.  I have departed far from Thee and lived as the Prodigal, O compassionate Father.  Accept me also now as I return.

Have mercy on me, O God, have mercy on me.

Open Thy fatherly embrace now and accept me also as the Prodigal Son, O most merciful Lord, that I may glorify Thee with thanksgiving.

O most holy Theotokos, save us.
Theotokion:  O God, bestow the fullness of Thy grace upon me.  Be thou my Benefactor, and at the holy prayers of Thy Mother pass over the multitude of my offences.

Glory to Thee, our God, glory to Thee.

Let the clouds pour forth rain, for Christ the Sun Who is borne aloft upon a light cloud is brought to the temple as a babe on the arm of the unblemished one.  Wherefore, O ye faithful, let us cry aloud:  Let us sing unto the Lord, for gloriously hath He been glorified!

Glory to Thee, our God, glory to Thee.

Be strong, ye hands of Symeon feeble with age; and ye weary legs of the elder, move quickly and straight to meet Christ, joining chorus with the incorporeal ones, chanting:  Let us sing unto the Lord, for gloriously hath He been glorified!

Glory to the Father, and to the Son, and to the Holy Spirit, both now and ever, and unto the ages of ages.  Amen.

O ye heavens stretched out in wisdom, be glad; and rejoice, O thou earth!  For Christ the Artificer, having come forth from the most blessed womb of His Mother, is borne by the Virgin Mother to God the Father as a babe, He Who was before all the ages, for gloriously hath He been glorified!

Katavasia, Tone 3:  The Sun once shone with its rays upon dry land /

in the midst of the deep.  /

For the water on both sides became firm as a wall /

while the people crossed the sea on foot, /

offering this song acceptable to God:  //

Let us sing to the Lord; for gloriously is he glorified.

Ode III
Have mercy on me, O God, have mercy on me.

Utterly beside myself, I have clung in madness to the sins suggested to me by the passions.  But accept me, O Christ, as the Prodigal.

Have mercy on me, O God, have mercy on me.

With the words of the Prodigal I cry aloud: I have sinned, O Father; like him, receive me now in Thine embrace and reject me not.

Have mercy on me, O God, have mercy on me.

Open Thine arms, O Christ, and in loving-kindness receive me as I return from a far country of sin and passions.

O most holy Theotokos, save us.
Theotokion:  O fair among women, my many sins have brought me to poverty: enrich me, O pure Virgin, with the vision of beauty, that I may glorify thee.

Glory to Thee, our God, glory to Thee.

He that was first begotten of the Father before the ages hath appeared as the first-born Babe of the undefiled Virgin, stretching forth His hand unto Adam.

Glory to Thee, our God, glory to Thee.

God the Word hath appeared as a babe, setting aright the first-created man, who through deception had become childish of mind.

Glory to the Father, and to the Son, and to the Holy Spirit, both now and ever, and unto the ages of ages.  Amen.

The Creator, having become a Babe without undergoing change, hath shown forth our nature, the product of the earth to which it doth return again, to be like unto divinity.

Katavasia, Tone 3:  O Lord, the firm foundation of those that put their trust in Thee, /

do Thou confirm the Church, //

which Thou hast purchased with thy precious blood.

After Ode III, Kontakion and Ikos, of the Feast; Sessional hymns of the Triodion; G/N: Feast (Thou wast born on earth).
Tone 1:  Thou Who didst sanctify the Virgin’s womb by Thy birth, /

and didst bless Symeon’s hands as was meet, /

by anticipation didst even now save us, O Christ God. /

But grant peace in the midst of wars unto Thy commonwealth, /

and strengthen Orthodox Christians //

whom Thou hast loved, O only Lover of mankind.

Ikos:  Let us make haste to the Theotokos, desiring to behold her Son borne to Symeon.  Looking upon Him from heaven, the bodiless hosts are amazed, saying: “Things wondrous, most glorious, unapproachable and ineffable do we behold: for He Who created Adam is borne as an infant; He Whom nought can contain is held in the elder’s arms; He Who is in the infinite bosom of His Father is of His own will limited by the flesh, but not in His divinity, He Who alone loveth mankind.”
Tone 1 [Sticheron Melody]:
Make haste to open unto me Thy fatherly embrace, /

for as the Prodigal I have wasted my life.  /

In the unfailing wealth of Thy mercy, O Savior, /

reject not my heart in its poverty.  /

For with compunction I cry to Thee, O Lord: //

Father, I have sinned against heaven and before thee.

Glory… Both now… Tone 8:
Thou wast born on earth, / 

O Thou Who with the Father art equally without beginning, / 

and wast borne into the temple, O Unapproachable One. / 

And, rejoicing, the elder received Thee in his arms, crying: / 

“Now lettest Thou depart him whom Thou didst visit, / 

according to Thy word, O Thou Whose good pleasure it is, as God, // 

to save the human race.”
Ode IV
Have mercy on me, O God, have mercy on me.

The wealth of blessings which Thou gavest me, heavenly Father, have I wrongly wasted and become the slave of strangers.  Therefore I cry aloud to Thee: I have sinned against Thee; receive me like the Prodigal of old, opening Thine arms to me.

Have mercy on me, O God, have mercy on me.
I have become enslaved to every evil and in my wretchedness I have bowed down before the demons that provoke the passions; through heedlessness I have lost possession of myself.  O Savior, heavenly father, take pity on me as I flee for refuge to Thy many mercies.

Have mercy on me, O God, have mercy on me.
I am filled with every shameful thing and dare not look up at the height of heaven, for I have foolishly bowed down to sin.  But now I return and cry aloud in compunction: I have sinned against Thee; receive me, King of all.

O most holy Theotokos, save us.
Theotokion:  Thou art the help of men, the sure hope of all Christians, O Virgin undefiled, and the refuge of the saved.  Save me by thy motherly intercessions and count me worthy of the life to come.

Glory to Thee, our God, glory to Thee.

Rejoicing, the Theotokos cried out:  O Symeon, initiate of ineffable mysteries, take in thine arms Christ, the Word become a babe, of Whom thou wast informed of old by the Holy Spirit, and cry out to Him:  All things are filled with Thy praise!

Glory to Thee, our God, glory to Thee.

O Symeon, rejoicing take up Christ, the little Child, on Whom thou hast set thy hope, the Consolation of the Israel of God, the Creator and Master of the law, Who fulfilleth the order of the law; and cry aloud unto Him:  All things are filled with Thy praise!

Glory to the Father, and to the Son, and to the Holy Spirit, both now and ever, and unto the ages of ages.  Amen.

Beholding the unoriginate Word borne as a babe in the flesh by the Virgin as on the throne of the cherubim, the Author of all, Symeon marveled and cried out to Him:  All things are filled with Thy praise!

Katavasia, Tone 3:  Thy virtue, O Christ, hath covered the heavens, /

for proceeding forth from the Ark of Thy sanctification, /

from Thine undefiled Mother, /

Thou hast appeared in the temple of Thy glory as an infant in arms, //

and the whole world hath been filled with Thy praise.
Ode V
Have mercy on me, O God, have mercy on me.

I was enslaved to strangers, an exile in the land of corruption, and I was filled with shame.  But now I return, merciful Lord, and cry to Thee: I have sinned.

Have mercy on me, O God, have mercy on me.
Accept me now, O heavenly Father, in Thy fatherly compassion as I return from evil, and reject me not in Thine exceeding mercy.

Have mercy on me, O God, have mercy on me.
I have angered Thee beyond measure, O Christ, and I dare not look up at the height of heaven.  But knowing Thy compassion, merciful Lord, I cry: I have sinned, be merciful to me and save me.

O most holy Theotokos, save us.

Theotokion:  All-holy Virgin, full of grace, who hast borne the propitiation of all, by thy prayers lighten the heavy burden of my sins.

Glory to Thee, our God, glory to Thee.

The divine elder, comprehending the glory that was manifested of old to the prophet, beholding the Word held in His Mother’s arms, cried out:  Rejoice, O pure one, for as a throne dost thou hold God, the Light unwaning, Who reigneth with peace!

Glory to Thee, our God, glory to Thee.

The elder, bowing low and divinely touching the feet of the Mother of God who knew not wedlock, said:  O pure one, thou dost bear Fire!  I fear to hold the infant God, the Light unwaning, Who reigneth with peace!

Glory to the Father, and to the Son, and to the Holy Spirit, both now and ever, and unto the ages of ages.  Amen.

Isaiah was purified by the burning ember brought by the seraph, the elder cried to the Mother of God, and thou dost illumine me, giving me Him Whom thou dost bear in thine arms as with tongs, the Light unwaning, Who reigneth with peace.

Katavasia, Tone 3:  In a figure Isaiah saw God upon a throne,/

lifted up on high and borne in triumph by angels of glory; /

and he cried: ‘Woe is me!  /

For I have seen beforehand God made flesh, //

Lord of the light that knows no evening and King of peace.’
Ode VI
Have mercy on me, O God, have mercy on me.

The depth of sin ever holds me fast, and the tempest of transgressions overwhelms me.   Pilot me, O Christ my God, to the haven of life and save me, King of glory.

Have mercy on me, O God, have mercy on me.

I have wasted in evil living the riches which the Father gave me, and now am brought to poverty.  I am filled with shame and enslaved to fruitless thoughts.  Therefore I cry to Thee who lovest mankind: Take pity on me and save me.

Have mercy on me, O God, have mercy on me.

I am wasted with hunger, deprived of every blessing, and an exile from Thy presence, O Christ supreme in loving-kindness.  Take pity on me as I now return, and save me as I sing the praises of Thy love for mankind.

O most holy Theotokos, save us.
Theotokion:  O Maiden who hast conceived Christ the Savior and Master, though in my poverty I lack all good, count me worthy of salvation, O pure Virgin, that I may sing the praises of thy majesty.
Glory to Thee, our God, glory to Thee.

In Zion wast Thou set as a stone of stumbling, and a rock of offense for the disobedient, and the inviolate salvation of the faithful.

Glory to Thee, our God, glory to Thee.

Manifestly bearing the lineaments of Him Who begot Thee before the ages, Thou hast now been clothed in the weakness of mortals in Thy lovingkindness.

Glory to the Father, and to the Son, and to the Holy Spirit, both now and ever, and unto the ages of ages.  Amen.

Now lettest Thou depart in peace him that worshipped Thee as the Son of the Most High, the Son of the Virgin, God become a Child.

Katavasia, Tone 3:  The Elder, having seen with his eyes /

the salvation that was to come to the peoples, /

cried aloud unto Thee: //

‘O Christ that comest from God, Thou art my God.’
After Ode VI, the Kontakion and ikos from the Triodion. 

Tone 3:  Having foolishly abandoned Thy paternal glory, /

I squandered on vices the wealth which Thou gavest me.  /

Wherefore, I cry unto Thee with the voice of the Prodigal: /

I have sinned before Thee, O compassionate Father.  /

Receive me as one repentant, //

and make me as one of Thy hired servants.

Ikos: Our Savior teaches us every day with His own voice: Let us therefore hearken to the Scriptures concerning the Prodigal who became wise once more, and with faith let us follow the good example of his repentance.  With humbleness of heart let us cry out to Him who knows all secrets: We have sinned against Thee, merciful Father, and are not worthy ever again to be called Thy children as before.  But since Thou art by nature full of love for man, accept me and make me as one of Thy hired servants.

Ode VII
Have mercy on me, O God, have mercy on me.

I have bowed down miserably to the pleasures of the body and have become wholly enslaved to the demons that provoke the passions; and I have become a stranger to Thee who lovest mankind.  But now I cry with the voice of the Prodigal: I have sinned, O Christ, despise me not, for Thou alone art merciful.
Have mercy on me, O God, have mercy on me.

I call out, “I have sinned”, and I dare not look up at the height of heaven, O King of all; for in my foolishness I alone have angered Thee, rejecting Thy commandments.  Therefore, since Thou alone art good, cast me not away from Thy presence.
Have mercy on me, O God, have mercy on me.

At the prayers of the apostles, the prophets, the saints, the holy martyrs and the righteous, O Christ my Lord, forgive me all the offences which have provoked Thee to anger in Thy goodness, and I shall sing Thy praises for evermore.
O most holy Theotokos, save us.
Theotokion:  O Theotokos, thou art more glorious than the cherubim and seraphim and all the heavenly hosts.  With them, O Virgin undefiled, entreat Him who took flesh from thee, God the Word from the Father without beginning, that we may all be counted worthy of eternal blessings.
Glory to Thee, our God, glory to Thee.

I go to announce the glad tidings unto Adam who dwelleth in hades and unto Eve, cried Symeon, joining chorus with the prophets, singing:  Blessed is the God of our fathers!

Glory to Thee, our God, glory to Thee.

God Who doth deliver the mortal race shall go even unto hades; He shall grant remission to all, sight to the blind, and even the mute shall chant:  Blessed is the God of our fathers!

Glory to the Father, and to the Son, and to the Holy Spirit, both now and ever, and unto the ages of ages.  Amen.

And Symeon foretold to the Virgin:  A sword shall pierce thy heart, O incorrupt one, beholding thy Son upon the Cross, to Whom we cry out:  Blessed is the God of our fathers!

Katavasia, Tone 3:  O Word of God who in the midst of the fire /

hast dropped dew upon the children /

as they discoursed on things divine, /

and Who hast taken up Thy dwelling in the pure Virgin:  /

Thee do we praise as with piety we sing:  //

O God of our fathers, blessed art Thou.

Ode VIII
Have mercy on me, O God, have mercy on me.

O Thou who in great mercy hast come down upon earth to save the world through Thy voluntary poverty, in Thy compassion save me, for I am poor in all good works.
Have mercy on me, O God, have mercy on me.

I have departed far from Thy commandments and in utter wretchedness I am enslaved to the deceiver.  But now I turn back as the Prodigal of old: accept me as I fall before Thee, heavenly Father.
Have mercy on me, O God, have mercy on me.

Ruled by corrupting thoughts, I am full of darkness and separated far from Thee, and I have lost all possession of myself, O merciful Lord.  Therefore save me as I fall before Thee in repentance.
O most holy Theotokos, save us.
Theotokion:  O pure Mother of God, the only restoration of the fallen, raise me up, for I am wholly crushed and humbled by every kind of sin.

Glory to Thee, our God, glory to Thee.

O people of Israel, beholding your glory, Emmanuel, the Babe born of the Virgin, now join ye chorus in the presence of the Ark of God, chanting:  Bless the Lord, all ye works of the Lord, and exalt Him supremely for all ages!

Glory to Thee, our God, glory to Thee.

Behold, cried Symeon, this One Who is both God and Babe shall be a sign of contradiction.  O ye faithful, let us cry out:  Bless the Lord, all ye works of the Lord, and exalt Him supremely for all ages!

We bless, Father, Son, and Holy Spirit, the Lord,  both now and ever, and unto the ages of ages.  Amen.

God the Word, being Life itself and having become a Babe, shall be the downfall of the disobedient, but the restoration of them that chant with faith:  Bless the Lord, all ye works of the Lord, and exalt Him supremely for all ages!

Choir: We praise, we bless, we worship the Lord, // 

praising and supremely exalting Him unto all ages.

Katavasia, Tone 3:  Standing together in the unbearable fire, /

yet not harmed by the flame, /

the children, champions of godliness, sang a divine hymn:  /

O all ye works of the Lord, //

bless ye the Lord and exalt Him above all for ever.

Ode IX
Have mercy on me, O God, have mercy on me.

Behold, O Christ, the affliction of my heart; behold my turning back; behold my tears, O Savior, and despise me not.  But embrace me once again in Thy compassion and count me with the multitude of the saved, that with thanksgiving I may sing the praises of thy mercy.
Have mercy on me, O God, have mercy on me.

As the Thief I cry to Thee, “Remember me”.  As the Publican, with eyes cast down to earth, I beat my breast and say, “Be merciful”.  As the Prodigal deliver me from every evil, O King who pities all, that I may sing the praises of Thy boundless compassion.
Have mercy on me, O God, have mercy on me.
Groan now, my soul, all-wretched, and cry aloud to Christ: O Lord who for my sake hast become poor of Thine own will, in my poverty I lack every good work: make me rich with the abundance of Thy blessings, for Thou alone art full of love and mercy.

Have mercy on me, O God, have mercy on me.
O loving Lord, once Thou hast rejoiced at the voluntary return of the Prodigal: Rejoice now because of me, wretched though I am: open Thy holy embrace to me, that saved I may sing the praises of Thy boundless compassion.
Glory to Thee, our God, glory to Thee.

The ancients were wont to offer a pair of new-born doves and two young birds, but the godly elder and the chaste prophetess Anna serve in their stead, magnifying the only-begotten Son of the Father, Who was born of the Virgin and is borne into the temple.

Glory to Thee, our God, glory to Thee.

Thou hast imparted unto me the joy of Thy salvation, cried Symeon.  Accept Thou Thy servant, for I am weary of the shadow, as a mystic and sacred preacher of the new grace, magnifying Thee in praise!

Glory to the Father, and to the Son, and to the Holy Spirit, both now and ever, and unto the ages of ages.  Amen.

The aged Anna, chaste and venerable, prophesying in sacred manner, openly confessed the Lord in the temple, and she magnified the Theotokos, proclaiming her to all present.

Katavasia, Tone 3:  In the shadow and the letter of the Law, /

let us, the faithful, discern a figure: /

every male child that opens the womb /

shall be sanctified to God.  /

Therefore do we magnify the firstborn Word /

and Son of the Father without beginning, //

the firstborn Child of a Mother who hath not known a man.
The exapostilarion of the Resurrection, and then: 


Glory... 

The wealth of grace that Thou hast given me, / 
in my wretchedness I have wasted sinfully; / 
all to no purpose I have left my true home, / 
and as the Prodigal / 
I have scattered my riches deceitfully among the demons. / 
But now on my return // 
accept me as the Prodigal, O merciful Father, and save me. 

Both now... 
Set by the Spirit in the sanctuary, / 

the elder doth take the Master of the law / 

in his arms, crying out: / 

“Now loose Thou the bonds of my flesh in peace, / 

as Thou didst say; / 

for with mine eyes have I beheld / 

the revelation of the gentiles // 

and the salvation of Israel!”  

At the Praises, 4 stichera of the Resurrection, and 4 from the Feast:

Praise Him with timbrel and dance, * praise him with strings and flute. 

Tone 2 [special melody: O house of Ephratha]:

Bearing the Creator and Master / 

as a Babe in her arms, / 

the all-pure Virgin // 

entereth the temple.
Praise Him with tuneful cymbals, praise Him with cymbals of jubilation. * Let every breath praise the Lord.

Receive, O Symeon, the Lord of glory, / 

as thou wast told by the Holy Spirit. // 

For, lo! He is come!
Now lettest Thou Thy servant depart in peace, O Master, * according to Thy word.
O good God, now have min eyes beheld Thy promise! / 

O Thou Who lovest mankind, // 

make speed to release me, Thy servant!
A Light of revelation to the gentiles, * and the glory of Thy people Israel.
Rejoice, O thou who received the Joy of the world, /

Christ the Bestower of life, // 

causing the grief of our firth mother to cease, O Theotokos.
Glory... Tone 6:

O loving Father, / 
I have departed far from Thee, / 
but forsake me not, / 
neither reject me from Thy Kingdom. / 
The evil enemy has stripped me and taken all my wealth; / 
I have wasted like the Prodigal the grace given to my soul. / 
But now I have arisen and returned, / 
and to Thee I cry aloud: / 
Make me as one of Thy hired servants. / 
For my sake on the Cross Thou hast stretched out Thy sinless hands, / 
to snatch me from the evil beast / 
and to clothe me once again in my first raiment, // 
for Thou alone art full of mercy. 

Both now..., and the theotokion in Tone 2, “Most blessed art thou...” 
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