
The end draws near, my soul, the end draws near;
yet thou dost not care or make ready.

The time grows short, rise up:
the Judge is at the door.

The days of our life pass swiftly,
as a dream, as a flower.

Why do we trouble ourselves in vain?

Third Week of Great Lent 
Saturday

Towards the Cross and the Resurrection
With St. Andrew of Crete and St. Symeon 
Metaphrastes as our guides in compunction 

From daily life
to that which abides forever...

Self-reproach...  
   Repentance...

  Humility...
Tears...


