The Melody of St. John Chrysostom

Hail to John, O saint so wise,
Golden mouth, a holy prize,
From Antioch your life began,
Blessed teacher, faithful man.

Born to parents rich in grace,
Raised with faith, a shining face,
Sakondos and Anthosa’s care,
Led you to a life of prayer.

When your father passed away,

All your wealth you gave that day,
To the poor, the weak, the least,
Choosing Christ, the heavenly feast.

In the monastery’s height,
You pursued the ascetic fight,
With Basilius at your side,
Living pure, the world denied.

Ansosynos saw a sign,

Peter, John, with light divine,

Gave you Scripture, power to bind,
Faithful shepherd of mankind.

As a deacon, full of grace,

Preached the Word with a shining face,
Raised by Melatius’ hand,

Strengthening faith throughout the land.

Phlapianus by command,

Ordained you a priest with the angel’s
hand,

You interpreted with care,

Books of wisdom rich and fair.

Arcadius then called your name,
As Patriarch you did proclaim,
Teaching, preaching day and night,
Guiding all in truth and light.
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Eudoxia loved wealth and gain,
Took the widow’s field in vain,
You rebuked her sinful way,

Kept her from the church that day.

She grew angry, filled with pride,
Called false bishops to her side,
Exiled you, but God displayed,

Earthquake shook, all hearts dismayed.

Fear returned you to your See,
People praised God joyfully,

But the queen with hardened heart,
Planned again to make you depart.

When her statue was raised in pride,
Sin and folly multiplied,

You reproached their wicked game,
And they cast on you the blame.

Cruel exile, pain, and strife,

Yet you wrote and gave them life,
Letters rich with truth and care,
For your flock in deep despair.

Komana received your breath,
There you faced a holy death,
Year four hundred seven told,
Crown of life your head did hold.

Later brought to Constantinople,
Placed among apostles’ temple,
Light of shepherd shining still,
Guiding all to God’s good will.
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