Hover Over Me, O Spirit of God~Poem by Fr. Yacoub Tadros Malaty

At the beginning You hovered over the face of the

waters!

And created a beautiful world for me,

You sufficed me with all things created,

and You made me in need of nothing!

Now You hover over the waters of Baptism,

to create out of my corruptible life, a new spiritual

world!

God’s joyous Kingdom!

A lively icon of heaven itself!

You are the perpetual accomplisher,

the essence of love!

If I have ruined what You gave me,

still You can sanctify me once more.

Work within me, O Spirit of God.

As Noah’s dove which declared reconciliation and

peace through an olive leaf.

Rest in my heart, deep down,

For You can wholesomely sanctify me!

Be manifested in my eyes so that they become dove’s

eyes.

Work in them, that they may be full of sanctified love or

loving sanctity!

The companionship of the Spirit is

not an emotional or imaginary friendship, He is rather an

intimate companion to assist you in your spiritual struggle

through your actual life, to grant you the spirit of victory.

Spirit Of God,

My wonderful Companion!

Spirit of God, be my sole Companion!

Guide my steps, and lead me to a victorious battle!

Shelter my heart as a cloud,

that protects me from the heat of temptation,

and cool me with Your rich oil of grace.

Spirit of God, grant me a new and rejuvenated outlet,

so that I may be saved daily,

from the slavery of the devil,

and pass through the cruel wilderness of this world,

and enjoy the heavenly Canaan.

Spirit of God, I beg of You to stay behind me,

to protect me from the unknown!

Defend me, O Spirit of God,

as I do not depend on the strength of man,

prestige, power or any materialistic matters.

Enter my heart, O Spirit of God,

so that I may rejoice in Your glory!

The world then will find no room in my heart,

neither will sin be able to overpower me,

nor the enemy to lure me away from You,

as I will rejoice in Your grace!

Spirit of God, escort my footsteps, wherever I go.

Bless my heart, thoughts and senses.

Bless my inner and outer deeds.

Bless me, O Holy One!

Spirit of God, be with me and within me!

Guide me and I will follow You.

Defend me from the unknown.

Abide in my heart and escort my movements.

For You are my wonderful and sweet Companion!

Story of Repentance; the conscience and the Holy Spirit from the The Wisdom of the Desert Fathers:

  There was an anchorite who had settled in the desert in the district of Antinoe and was progressing in virtue.  Many were edified by his words and deeds. The enemy was jealous of his goodness, as he is wont to be of all virtuous men, and under the guise of piety suggested the following thought to him, "you should not let yourself be served by another, but you ought to serve others; since you do not do that, at lease serve yourself.  So go and sell your baskets and buy whatsoever you need, then return at once to your anchoritic life without being a burden to anyone." This is what that deceiver jealous of his silent prayer, his attention to God, and the help many received from him, suggested. Truly, the enemy strove in all ways to take him captive.  Convinced by a thought which he believed to bee good, he went down to his monastery, this anchorite whom at that time everyone admired.  He was really without experience of the great astuteness of the demon who was setting snares for him, although he was an anchorite, know and of repute.  After a long time, he met a woman and since he was weakened by his carelessness, he went to a desert place, accompanied by the enemy, and he sinned beside the river.  When he realized how the enemy was rejoicing at his fall, he began to despair of himself for having so greatly grieved the Spirit of God, the angels, and the holy Fathers, many of whom, even in the cities, had overcome the enemy.  Unable to think of anyone like himself, he was filled with sadness, not remembering that God grants strength to those who firmly hope in him.  Because he could not see how his sin could be healed, he wanted to throw himself into the river and die there.  The great torment of his soul made his body ill, and if the God of mercy had not helped him, he would have died without repentance, to the great delight of the enemy.  Returning at last to his senses, he thought of trying to endure greater affliction in suffering.  So he returned to the monastery and closed his cell door, and he wept, as it behooves us to weep over a dead body, beseeching God.  By fasting and watching in affliction, his body grew weak, yet he did not feel he had done enough penance.  Brothers often came to see him for their spiritual benefit, and when they knocked on the door, he said he could not open to them.  "I have given my word", he said "to do penance seriously for a year." And he added, "Pray for me", not knowing how else to reply so as not to shock his listeners, for he was of great repute amongst them and considered as a great monk.  So he spent the whole year in severe penance. 

When the day of the Pasch came, on the night of the holy Resurrection, he took a new lamp and prepared it, putting in a new wick and covering it.  In the evening he began to pray, saying, "O merciful and compassionate God, you will that even the barbarians should be saved and come to the knowledge of the truth, I flee to you, Savior of souls.  Have pity on me, who to the delight of the enemy, have so grieved You, and who at present am dead through having obeyed the enemy.  Master, you have mercy on the godless, and those who are without mercy, and you have taught us to be merciful to others--have compassion on my weakness. For to you nothing is impossible.  My soul deserves hell.  Have pity on me, for you are gracious to your creatures, for on the day of the Resurrection, you willed to awaken even the bodies which no longer have life.  Hear me, Lord, for my spirit and my unhappy soul fail me.  Even my body, which I have defiled, falls into decay, and I am no longer able to live because of my dread of you.  Instead of believing that my sin would be pardoned through penitence, I committed a double sin by my unfaithfulness. Revive me, for I am crushed, and command that this lamp may be kindled by your fire, that I may receive the assurance of your mercy, and know that in your mercy you have forgiven me.  I willkeep your commandments all the days of my life which you grant me, and I will no more depart from your fear, but I will serve you faithfully, even better than before."

 Having uttered these words with many tears on the night of Resurrection, he got up to see if the was lamp was alight.  When he uncovered it and saw that it was not alight, he made a prostration again before the Lord and besought him, saying, "lord, I know there are difficulties in the way of my being crowned, for I have not watched my steps, thinking rather of the pleasures of the flesh than of the punishment of blasphemers.  Spare me, Lord, for once more I confess your goodness and my baseness before you, in the presence of all your angels and the saints; if it were not a matter for scandal, I would confess it also before men.  Accordingly, have mercy on me, that I may be able to teach mercy to others. Even so Lord revive me."  Having prayed thus three times, he was heard.  Getting up, he found the lamp was burning brightly.  Filled with hope, he was strengthened by the joy of is heart and he rejoiced, wondering at the grace God had granted him in giving him his sign."  He remained thus, prolonging his confession, and the day dawned and he rejoiced in the Lord without remembering bodily food.  He preserved the light of his lamp all the days of his life, pouring oil into it and feeding it for fear lest it should go out.  Thus the divine Spirit dwelt in him again, and he became a sign for all, humble in his witness to the Lord and his acknowledgement of him.  When he came to the point of delivering up his soul, this was revealed to him several days beforehand.

