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The Lamentations at the Tomb of Christ

The funeral service in the Orthodox Church is based in part on the words of Psalm 118 (119). This
Psalm has 176 verses. The theme of this Psalm is the Glory of God’s Law —it is an examination of the
righteousness of God, contrasted to how we all fall short of it. This is why it is sung in part at a funeral
service, to remind us of the goal, while recognizing that we will all struggle with it.

The Service of the Lamentations, celebrated on Holy Friday evening, is for all intents and purposes, a
funeral for Christ. It is also a service of transition between the heaviness of Holy Week and the joy of
the Resurrection. The colors and the mood of the service change throughout the service, so that by the
end of the service, we can feel ourselves at the cusp of the Resurrection.

There are 176 Lamentations, divided into three stanzas, and traditionally, one verse of Psalm 118 is
intoned before each of them. In modern parish usage, we do not chant all 176 of them and the verses
are usually omitted.

In this book, you'll find 17 verses of the first stanza, 12 verses of the second stanza, and 30 verses of the
third stanza. The first verse of each stanza is chanted by the priest, and then repeated by the people.
The first verse of each stanza is also chanted again at the end of each stanza.

The Lamentations are offered in front of the Tomb of Christ, which is called a Kouvouklion. The
embroidered cloth that has been placed in the Tomb, that depicts Christ being laid in the grave is called
the “Epitaphios,” which literally translates “Into the Tomb.” It is customary in most parishes for young
girls to surround the Tomb of Christ, representing the myrrh-bearing women who ministered to Christ
in death, and who were present when He was laid in the grave.

Please sing along with the priest and the choir. The verses that are chanted by the priest may be
chanted by the people as well.




A Guide to English Phonetics

While the exact sound of the Greek alphabet cannot be fully expressed through English phonetics, a
close approximation is possible. * Please use the following pronunciation key when using this book:

a asin “ah” u as in “too”
ch and h as in “hefty” e as in “met”
d as in “then” or “that” s as in “sing”

. . y7i V74 b 1" 7
iasin “bee g as in “good
th as in “think” o as in “foam”
y as in “bee” z as in “zebra”

*As explained by Rev. Fr. Anthony Moschonas.
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In a grave they laid You,

O my Life and my Christ;

and the armies of angels were amazed,

as they sang praise of Your sacrificial love.

How, O Life, can You die?

or abide in a grave?

For You did destroy the Kingdom of death,
O Lord

and You raise up the dead of Hades’ realm.

We magnify You,

O Lord Jesus, our King;

and we venerate Your Passion and Burial,
whereby from corruption’s curse we are
redeemed.

You Who did establish

the earth’s bounds does now dwell

in a new tomb, O my Jesus, King of all
Who does call the dead to leave their graves
and rise.

H Cwn) ev tapw
KkatetéOng Xoloté

Kal Ayyédwv otoatial eEeMANTOVTO

ovykatafaoctv dofalovoal tTnv
onv.

H Cwn mwg Ovrjokelg

MG KAl TAPW OLKELG

ToV Oavatov 1o Bacidelov Avelg O¢
Kal ToU Adov ToVg vekQOUg
eEaviotac.

MeyaAvvouév Le

Inoov Baoidev

KAl TIH@UEV TV TAQTV KAl Th
naon Xov

Ol wv é0woag NUAG ek tr)6 POoAG.

Métga yng o atnoag,
€V OUIKQW KATOLKEIG,

Inoo? IlappaoctAed, ta@w oruegov,

EK VN UATWV TOUG Oavovtag
AVIOTWV.

First Stanza

I Zo-i en ta-fo

ka-te-te-this Chri-ste,

ke An-ge-lon stra-ti-e ex-e-pli-ton-do
sin-ka-ta-va-sin do-xa-zou-se tin Sin.

I Zo-i pos thni-skis

pos ke ta-fo i-kis

tou tha-na-tou to va-si-li-on li-is de
Ke tou Ad-hou tous ne-krous
ex-a-ni-stas.

Me-ga-li-no-men Se

I-i-sou Va-si-lef

ke ti-mo-men tin ta-fin ke ta pa-thi
Sou

Dhi on e-so-sas i-mas ek tis ftho-ras.

Me-tra yis o sti-sas

en smi-kro ka-ti-kis

I-i-sou Pam-va-si-lef ta-fo si-me-ron
Ek mni-ma-ton tous tha-non-das
a-nis-ton.




O my dear Christ Jesus,

King and Ruler of all,

why to them that dwell in Hades did You
descend?

Was it not to set the race of mortals free?

The Master of All

of creation is dead

and is buried in a tomb never used before,
He that emptied all the tombs of all their
dead.

In a grave they laid You,

O my Life and my Christ.

Yet, behold now, by Your death,

You destroyed death,

And You pour forth Life’s streams for all the
world.

You, O Christ, were numbered
with men of evil deeds
as one evil, and did also deliver us

from the ancient schemer’s evil works and
deeds.

O my sweetest Jesus,

my Salvation, my Light:

How are You now hidden in a dark tomb?
Your burial surpasses understanding.

Inoov Xgwoté pov,

BaoiAev Tov mavtog,

Ti {NTV Toig &V Tw Adn eANAvOag,
1) TO YévOG amoAvoal Twv BeoTtwv.

O Aeomotng mavTwv
KaBogdtal vekQog
KAL €V UVIHATL KAV KaTaTifetal

0 KEVWO QG TA UVTUELR TWV VEKQWV.

H Cwm) ev tapw

KatetéOng Xoloté

Kat Oavatw oov Tov Oavatov
wAegoag

KAl M yaoas 1w kOoUw TNV Cwnv.

Meta Twv kakovEywv

WG KAKovUEYOGs XQLOTE,

eAoyioOng dikalwv nuag anavrag
KAKOLQYLAG TOV apXailov
TMTEQVLOTOV.

Inoov yAvkv pot

KQL OWTNOLOV PWG,

TAPW MWG EV OKOTELVQW
KatakékQupe

0 APATOV KAl AQETTOL AVOXNG.

I-i-sou Chri-ste mou

Va-si-lef tou pan-dos

ti zi-ton tis en to A-dhi e-li-li-thas
i to ye-nos a-po-li-se ton vro-ton.

O De-spo-tis pan-don

ka-tho-ra-te ne-kros

ke en mni-ma-ti ke-no ka-ta-ti-the-te
o ke-no-sas ta mni-mi-a ton ne-kron.

I Zo-i en ta-fo

ka-te-te-this Chri-ste

ke tha-na-to sou ton tha-na-ton
o-le-sas

Ke e-pi-ga-sas to kos-mo tin zo-in.

Me-ta ton ka-kour-gon

os ka-kour-gos Chri-ste

e-lo-yis-this di-ke-on i-mas a-pan-das
ka-kour-yi-as tou ar-che-ou
pter-nis-tou.

I-i-sou gli-ki mi

ke so-ti-ri-on fos

ta-fo pos en sko-ti-no
ka-ta-ke-krip-se

o a-fa-tou ke a-ri-tou a-no-chis.




10.

11.

12.

13.

14.

Both the mind of nature

and the bodiless angels

cannot comprehend the mystery, O Christ,
of Your inexplicable entombment.

Lo, how strange are these wonders
things amazing and strange

for the Giver of my life is carried lifeless
forth

to the tomb by the hands of weeping Joseph.

When, O Christ our Maker,

You were laid in Your tomb,

the foundation of Hades shook with ruin
and the graves of mortal men were opened
wide.

Your pure Mother

weeping bitter tears for You,

O my Jesus, she cried out to You,

O my Son, how can I lay You in the grave?

I adore Your Passion,

Your entombing I praise,

and I magnify Your might, O Friend of all;
by which I am set free from corrupting
passions.

Amogel kat @volg
voeQd kait mAN0vg
1 A0wWHATOG XQLOTE TO HUOTI|QLOV
TG APATOV KAl KQET)TOV AVOXTG.

Q Oavpatwv Eévwv

W MOAYHATWY KALVWYV,

0 TIVOT)G MOl X0QN YOG ATVOUG
pépetal

Kkndevopevog xegot Tov lworg.

Lov te0évtog Tdpw

nAaototoyéta XQLoTé,

T ToU Adov e0adevOn OepéAdia
Kal pvnueia nvewxon twv pootwv.

Aaxpuvpoovg Bgrvoug,

emi o€ n Ayvn,

unTokws, w Inoov emppaivovoa
avePoa, mwe knNdevow ot YIE.

ITpooxkvvw t6 mabog,
AVUUV@ TTV TOPTV
peyaAvvw Lov TO KQATOG
DiravOgowme

ol wv AéAvpar mtaBwv @Oogomnotwv.

A-po-ri ke fi-sis

No-er-a ke pli-this

i a-so-ma-tos Chris-te to mi-sti-ri-on
tis a-fa-tou ke a-ri-tou a-no-chis.

O thav-ma-ton xe-non

0 prag-ma-ton ke-non

0 pno-is mi ho-ri-gos ap-nous
fe-re-te

ki-de-vo-me-nos her-si tou I-o-sif.

Sou te-then-dos ta-fo

pla-stour-ge-ta Chri-ste

ta tou A-dou e-sa-le-fthi the-me-li-a
ke mni-mi-a i-ne-och-thi ton vro-ton.

Da-kri-ro-ous thri-nous

epi Sei Ag-ni

mi-tri-kos o I-i-sou e-pi-re-nou-sa
a-ne-vo-a pos ki-dev-so se I-ie.

Pros-ki-no to pa-thos

a-nim-no tin ta-fin

me-ga-li-no Sou to kra-tos
Fi-lan-thro-pe

di on le-li-me pa-thon ftho-ro-pi-on.




15.

16.

17.

“Who will give me water

and the fountain of tears?”

So the Virgin wed to God cried with loud
lament,

“that for my beloved Jesus I may weep.”

Glory to the Father and the Son
and the Holy Spirit.

Word of God, we praise You.

the God of all things,

with Your Father and the Holy Spirit;
and we glorify Your burial divine.

Both now and forever
and unto the ages of ages.
Amen.

We call you blessed,

Theotokos most pure,

and with faithful hearts we honor the burial
suffered three days by Your Son Who is our
God.

Tig pot dwon VOwE

Kal dakgvwv MNyYdg;

1 Oeovupgog IaOévog
ekgavyalev

va KAaVOow TOV YAUKUV Hov
Inocovv.

Ad&a Ilatol kat Yiw
Kal Ayiw ITvevpart.

Avvpvovpev Aoye

Lé twv mavtwv Oeov

ovv Ilatet kai tw Ayiw Xov
IMvevpatt

Kat do&alopev v Oeiav Lov

TOPNV.

Kat vOv kat aet

KAl €16 TOUG ALWVAG TWV ALWVWV.

Apnv.

MaxagiCopév oe

BcotoKe Ayvr)

KAL TIHWLEV TV TA@TV

TT)V TOLTLLEQOV

ToU Y100 oov kai Oeov nuwv
MUOTWG.

Tis mi do-si i-dor

ke dha-kri-on pi-gas

I The-o-nim-fos Par-the-nos
e-krav-ga-zen

i-na klaf-so ton gli-kin mou
I-i-soun.

Do-xa Pa-tri ke I-o
ke A-yi-o Pnev-ma-ti.

A-ni-mnou-men Lo-ge

se ton pan-don The-on

sin Pa-tri ke to A-gi-o Sou
Pnev-ma-ti

ke do-xa-zo-men tin thi-an Sou
ta-fin.

Ke nin ke a-i
ke is tous e-o-nas ton e-o-non.
A-min.

Ma-ka-ri-zo-men se
The-o-to-ke Ag-ni

ke ti-mo-men tin ta-fin

tin tri-i-me-ron

tou I-i-ou sou ke The-ou i-mon
pi-stos.




1. In agrave they laid You, H (N ev tadpw I Zo-i en ta-fo
O my Life and my Christ; KatetéOng XoLoté ka-te-te-this Chri-ste,
and the armies of angels were amazed, ke An-ge-lon stra-ti-e ex-e-pli-ton-do

" e Kal Ayyélwv otoatial eEemAntovio : il
as they sang praise of Your sacrificial love. sin-ka-ta-va-sin do-xa-zou-se tin Sin.

ovykatapaoctv dosalovoal TV
onv.

Priest: Again and again in peace, let us pray to the Lord.

People: Lord have mercy.

Priest: Help us, save us, have mercy on us, and protect us, O God by Your Grace.
People: Lord have mercy.

Priest: Commemorating our most holy, pure, blessed and glorious Lady, the Theotokos, and ever-Virgin Mary, with all
the Saints, let us commit ourselves and one another and all our whole life unto Christ our God.

People: To Thee O Lord.

Priest: For Your Name has been blessed and Your Kingdom has been glorified, of the Father and of the Son and of the
Holy Spirit, now and forever and to the ages of ages.

People: Amen
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Right it is indeed,

Life-bestowing Lord, to magnify You,

for upon the Cross were Your most pure
hands outspread,

and the strength of our dread foe have You
destroyed.

Right it is indeed,

Maker of all things, to magnify You:
for by Your sufferings have we all now
attained

freedom from suffering and corruption.

The earth quaked and trembled,

and the sun concealed his face with
darkness:

for the light unwaning that has shone forth
from You,

with Your Body sank to darkness and the
grave.

In Your suffering,

neither form had You, O Word, nor beauty:
but when You did rise up You did
illuminate

and shed beauty upon all with rays divine.

A&ov g0,

peyaAvverv e tov Zwodotnv
TOV €V T LTAVQW TAG XELQAG
eKkTEIVAVTA

Kal guvTEIPavTa To KQATOG TOV
ex0o00.

Aéow eoTi,

HEYAAVVELV OE TOV MAVIWYV KTLOTNYV,

toic Loig yap madnuaotv éxopev
Vv anaBeiav guoOévteg tng
pOopac.

Egoievn yn

Kal o Atog ZwteQ exkQLPn),

LoV TOU AVEGTIEQOV (PEYYOVG
Xototé

OVVAVTOG €V TAPW CWHATIKWG.

KaAAog Aovye motv,

0V 100G €V TW TTATXELV €E0XEG
aA)” eEavaotag vegédappag
KaAdomioag Tovg Pootovg Oeiaig
avyaig.

Second Stanza

A-xi-on e-stin,

Me-ga-li-nin se ton zo-o-dho-tin

ton en to Sta-vro tas chi-ras
ek-tin-an-da

ke sin-tri-psan-da to kra-tos tou ech-
throu.

A-xi-on e-stin,

Me-ga-li-nin se ton pan-don kti-stin
tis Sis gar path-i-ma-sin e-cho-men
tin a-pa-thi-an ris-then-des tis
ftho-ras.

E-fri-xen I gi

ke o i-li-os so-ter e-kri-vi

sou tou a-nes-pe-rou fen-gous
Chri-ste

di-nan-dos en ta-fo so-ma-ti-kos.

Ka-los Lo-ge prin

ou-de en to pa-schin es-ches

al exa-na-stas i-pe-re-lem-psas
ka-lo-pi-sas tous bro-tous thi-es
av-ges.




Both the sun and moon

were completely darkened, O my Savior,
thus portraying servants obedient,

who have clothed themselves in black from
their great grief.

Seeing You, O Christ,

the Unwaning and Unseen Light, lying
hidden in a grave, without form or breath,
the sun hid his face behind a veil of gloom.

Wailing bitter tears,

Word of God, Your spotless Mother
mourned You,

when she saw that You were laid in a grave,
O Ineffable and Everlasting God.

Witnessing Your death,

Your supremely undefiled Mother

cried with bitter grief, O Christ, and said to
You:

Tarry not among the dead, O Life of all.

Hades, that dread foe,

shook with terror when he looked upon You,
O Daystar of Glory, only Immortal Lord;
and he yielded up his captives then in haste.

‘HAlog opov

KaL oeAf)vn okoTtio0évtog XwteQ
O0VAoVG¢ evvooVvTAag elkOVI(OV

oL HEAQLVAG AP@PLEVUVTAL OTOAAQG.

‘Eqpoiéev edwv,

TO A0QATOV Pws o€ XOLOTE HOV
HVI|LULOTL KQUTUTOUEVOV

ATIVOUG TE

KAl E0KOTATEV 0 NALOG TO PWG.

‘ExAatie mkQwg

1 Havapwpog Mrtne cov Aoye
OTE EV TW TAPW EWQAKE

O€ TOV APEACTOV KAl AVAQXOV
Oeov.

Néxowowv tnv onv
1 IHava@Bopdc Xgroté cov Mntne
PAémovoa mikQwe oot epOeyyeTo

un Boadvvng n Cwn €v TOLG VEKQOIG.

Adnc o dervog
oUVETEOUAEEV OTAV O¢€ €ldEV
NALe TG 00EnNc abavarte
Kat £didov Tovg deauiovg v
gmovdn.

I-li-os o-mou

ke se-li-ni sko-tis-then-des So-ter
dou-lous ev-no-oun-das i-ko-ni-zon
i me-le-nas am-fi-e-nin-de sto-las.

E-fri-xen i-don

to a-o-ra-ton fos se Chri-ste mou
mni-ma-ti krip-to-me-non
ap-nous te

ke es-ko-ta-sen o i-li-os to fos.

Ek-le-e pi-kros

i Pa-na-mo-mos Mi-tir sou Lo-ge
o-te en to ta-fo e-o-ra-ke

se ton a-fra-ston ke a-nar-chon
The-on.

Ne-kro-sin tin sin

i Pa-naf-tho-ros Chri-ste sou Mi-tir
vle-pou-sa pi-kros si ef-then-ge-to
mi vra-di-nis i zo-i en tis ne-kris.

A-dis o di-nos
si-ne-tro-ma-xen o-tan se i-den
i-li-e tis do-xis a-tha-na-te

ke e-di-dou tous des-mi-ous en
spou-di.




10.

11.

12.

With our hymns, O Christ,
we, Your faithful people, now acclaim Your
holy Crucifixion and Blessed Burial;

for Your Burial has ransomed us from death.

Glory to the Father and the Son
and the Holy Spirit.

O Eternal God,

Co-eternal Word and Holy Spirit:

As arighteous Lord strengthen our rulers
against heresies and all wars.

Both now and forever
and unto the ages of ages.
Amen.

Birthgiver of Life,
O most blameless and most holy Virgin:

Quell every offense within our most Holy
Church,

blessing us with peace forever, Blessed One.

Yuvorg oov Xoroté

VUV TNV 0TAUQWOLV KAL TNV
TOPNV TE

anavteg motol exOetalopev

ot Oavartov AvtpwOévTeg T Tap.

Aola ITatol kai Yiw
Kal Ayiw ITvevpart.

Avagxe Oeg

Luvaidie Aoye kau [Ivevpa
OKTTTOX TWV AVAKTWV
KoaTAlwoov

KATA MoAgpiwv weg ayadog.

Kai vOov kat acet
KAl €16 TOUG ALWVAG TWV ALWVWV.

Apnv.

TéEaoa Cawonv
Mavapwunte ayvn [lagOéve
MAVOOV EKKATOLAG TA OKAVOAAX

KaL foapevoov elpnvnv we ayadn.

Im-nis sou Chri-ste

nin tin sta-vro-sin ke tin

ta-fin te

a-pan-des pi-sti ek-thi-a-zo-men

i tha-na-tou li-tro-then-des ti ta-fi.

Do-xa Pa-tri ke I-o
ke A-gi-o Pnev-ma-ti.

A-nar-che the-e

Si-na-i-di-e lo-ge ke Pnev-ma
skip-tra ton a-nak-ton
kra-te-o-son

ka-ta po-le-mi-on os a-ga-thos.

Ke nin ke a-i
ke is tous e-o0-nas ton
e-0-non. A-min.

Te-xa-sa zo-in

Pa-na-mo-mi-te ag-ni Par-the-ne
paf-son ek-li-si-as ta skan-da-la
ke vra-vef-son i-rin-in os ag-a-thi.




1. Rightitisindeed, A&ov g0,
Life'beStOWing Lord, to magnify You, HEY(XA{)V{':[V N rtév ZwoaéTnv
for upon the Cross were Your most pure

TOV €V T LTAVQW TAG XELQAG
hands outspread, ° ?

EKTEIVAVTA
and the strength of our dread foe have You ’ ) /
destroyed KAl guvTEIPAvVTA TO KQATOG TOV
ex0000.

Priest: Again and again in peace, let us pray to the Lord.
People: Lord have mercy.
Priest: Help us, save us, have mercy on us, and protect us, O God by Your Grace.

People: Lord have mercy.

Priest: Commemorating our most holy, pure, blessed and glorious Lady, the Theotokos, and ever-Virgin Mary, with all

A-xi-on e-stin,

me-ga-li-nin se ton zo-o-dho-tin
ton en to Sta-vro tas chi-ras
ek-tin-an-da

ke sin-tri-psan-da to kra-tos tou
ech-throu.

the Saints, let us commit ourselves and one another and all our whole life unto Christ our God.

People: To Thee O Lord.

Priest: For You are Holy our God, Who sits on the throne of glory of the Cherubim and to You we offer glory, together

with Your Eternal Father and Your All-Holy, Good, and Life-Creating Spirit now and forever and to the ages of ages.

People: Amen
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Ev'ry generation
offers hymns of praise
at Your entombment, O Christ.

The Arimathaean
took You down from the wood
and laid You in a new tomb.

The Myrrh-bearing women
with loving preparation,
came to give myrrh to You.

Come, all things created,
let us sing a funeral hymn
to honor our Creator.

Let us like the myrrh-bearers

with myrrh and true knowledge

anoint as dead, Him, who lives.

O thrice-blessed Joseph,
bury now the Body
of Christ the Life-bestower.

Ai yeveai maoat,
Ouvov ) Tagr oov,
mEOO@EéQoVat, XQLOTE Hov.

KaBeAwv tov E0Aov,
0 ApipaBaiag,
&v Td@w o€ kndeveL

Mvgogopot nABov
pvoa Lot XpLoté pov
Kopifovoal MEOYEOVWS.

Agvgo maoca kTiolLg,
Upvoug €€odiovg,
noooiowpev Tw Krtiot.

Q¢ vexov Tov Cwvta
OUV HUQOPOQOLG TIAVTEG
HUQLOWUEV ERPEOVWG.

Twon @ TolopuakaQ
kndevoov to Zwpa
Xgtotov Tov (wodoTOL.

Third Stanza

E ye-ne-e pa-se
Im-non ti ta-fi Sou
pros-fe-rou-si Chri-ste mou.

Ka-the-lon tou xi-lou,
0 A-ri-ma-the-as,
en ta-fo se ki-de-vi.

Mi-ro-fo-ri il-thon
mi-ra Si Chri-ste mou
ko-mi-zou-se pro-fro-nos.

De-vro pa-sa kti-sis
im-nous e-xo-di-ous
pro-si-xo-men to Kti-sti.

Os ne-kron ton zon-da
sin mi-ro-fo-ris pan-des
mi-ri-so-men em-fro-nos.

I-o-sif tris-ma-kar
Ki-def-son to So-ma
Chri-stou tou zo-o-do-tou.




10.

11.

12.

13.

Those He fed with manna
lifted heels of judgment
against their Benefactor.

O, the utter hatred,
brimming with Christ’s murder,
of them that slew the prophets.

Taught the inner myst'ries,
he, the foolish servant,
betrayed Eternal Wisdom.

He that sold his Savior
sold himself as captive,
that crafty traitor, Judas.

Joseph does entomb now
Helped by Nicodemus,
the Body of his Maker.

O, my most sweet Springtime!
my most beloved Child,
whither has gone your beauty?

Your All-holy Mother
was moved to tears lamenting
seeing as Dead, You, the Word.

Ovg £€00ee TO pavva,
gkivroav TNV nTégvay,
kata tov Evegyétov

"Q TG MAPAYEOTUVVNG,
Kkal Tng XgLotokToviag,
TNG TWV MEOPNTOKTOVWV.

Q¢ apowv vmnEétng,
mEOdEdwWKEV O pvOTNG,
TNV &pvooov copiac.

Tov gvotnv 0 TwAnoag,
Al ULAAWTOG KATEDTT),
0 00A10¢ Tovdac.

Twor)@ kndevey,
ovv T Nikodnuw,

vekgompenws Tov Ktiotnv.

"Q yYAvukV pov €ag,
YAvkUTatov pov Téxvov,
mov €0V Lov T0 KAAAOG;

®pnvov ovvekivel
n IlIavayvog Zov Mrtng,
Lov Aoye vekpwOévrog.

Ous e-thre-pse to ma-na
e-ki-ni-san tin pter-nan
ka-ta tou E-ver-ge-tou.

O tis pa-ra-fro-si-nis
ke tis Chri-sto-kto-ni-as
tis ton pro-fi-tok-to-non.

Os af-ron i-pi-re-tis
pro-de-do-ken o mis-tis
tin a-vi-son so-fi-as.

Ton ris-tin o po-li-sas
ech-ma-lo-tos ka-te-sti
o do-li-os I-ou-das.

I-o-sif ki-de-vi
sin to Ni-ko-di-mo
ne-kro-pre-pos ton kti-stin.

O gli-ki mou e-ar
gli-ki-ta-ton mou Tek-non
pou e-di Sou to ka-los.

Thri-non si-ne-ki-ni
I Pa-nag-nos Sou Mi-tir
Sou Lo-ge ne-kro-then-dos.




14.

15.

16.

17.

18.

19.

20.

Women to anoint Him
with their myrrh, are coming now
to Christ, Who is Divine Myrrh.

Deceived is the deceiver;
deceived man is now redeemed,

through Your great wisdom, my God.

O Son of God, Almighty,
O my God and Maker,
where came Your will to suffer?

When Your Mother saw You
suspended on the Cross
she cried out: O my Young Child!

Fervently the maiden
crying out and weeping
the sorrow piercing her heart.

O Light of my eyes,
O, my sweetest Child,
how can a tomb now hide You?

I praise You O my Son
for Your great compassion
which moved You thus to suffer.

I''vaa ovv povgotg
T|KOVOL HVELat
Xototov to Ociov pvgov.

IMemAavntal o mTAdvog
o mAavnBeig AvtgovTat
go@ia Lot O pov.

Yie Ocov ITavtavag,
®¢é pov IMAaotovYé pov,
nws abog katedéEw;

H dapalAis tov pooyxov
ev E0AwW kEepaoBévTa
wAdAalev ogwaoa.

Avéxpalev 11 Koon,
Oeopwg daxkgueooovoa,
TO OTMAAYX VA KEVTOUUEVT).

Q Ppws TV 0POaApw@v pov,
YAUKUTATOV POV TEKVOV,
MWG TAPW VOV KAAUTTT).

Aofalw oov Yié pov,
TNV AKQAV eDOTTAAYXVIAV,
16 XAQLV TAVTA MATXELG.

Yi-ne-a sin mi-ris
i-kou-si mi-ri-e
Chris-ton to Thi-on mi-ron.

Pe-pla-ni-te o pla-nos
o pla-ni-this li-trou-te
so-fi-a Si The-e mou.

I-e The-ou Pan-da-nax
The-e mou Pla-stour-ge mou,
pos pa-thos ka-te-de-xo.

I da-ma-lis ton mos-chon
en xi-lo kre-mas-then-da
o-la-la-zen o-ro-sa.

A-nek-ra-zen I ko-ri
Ther-mos da-kri-ro-ou-sa
ta splach-na ken-dou-me-ni.

O fos ton of-thal-mon mou
gli-ki-ta-ton mou tek-non
pos ta-fo nin ka-lip-ti.

Do-xa-zo sou I-e mou
tin ak-ran ef-splach-ni-an
is cha-rin taf-ta pas-chis.




21.

22.

23.

24.

25.

26.

Arise, O Lord of Mercy,
raising us up also
who languish deep in Hades.

Arise, O Life-giver,
cried out she that bore You,
even Your weeping Mother.

All the hosts of Heaven
stood with fear, confounded,
beholding Your dead Body.

Once a Joseph fled with You
into exile, Savior;
another now buries You.

Weeping and lamenting,
Your most holy Mother

mourns for You, my slain Savior.

Hearts must tremble seeing,
the Maker of creation,

Your strange and awful burial.

AvaotnOL oiktiguov,
Nuag éx Twv pagadowyv,
eEaviotwv Tov Adov.

Avaota Zwodorta,
1 ¢ tekovoa Mntno,
daxpueQoovoa Aéyel.

Ovpaviatl Avvapetg,
¢géotnoav e Qopw,
vekov Le kaBogwoat.

Dégwv mAAan pevyeL
Lwrte lwonp Le
KoL vOv Xe aAAog Oamtet.

KAaiet kot Ognvei Ze
n [avayvog Zov Mo
Lwtr)e Hov vekpwOévta.

dpitrovoty o1 voeg
TV {EVIV KAt PPIKTIV X0V
tagnv tov naviov Kriotoo.

A-nas-ti-thi ik-tir-mon
i-mas ek ton va-ra-thron
ex-an-is-ton tou A-dou.

A-na-sta Zo-o-do-ta
I Se te-kou-sa Mi-tir
da-kri-ro-ou-sa le-gi.

Ou-ra-ni-e di-na-mis
e-xe-sti-san to fo-vo
Ne-kron Se ka-tho-ro-se.

Fe-ron pa-le fev-gi
So-ter I-o-sif Se
ke nin Se a-los thap-ti.

Kle-i ke thri-ni Se
i Pa-nag-nos Sou Mi-tir
So-tir mou ne-kro-then-da.

Fri-tou-sin I no-es
tin xe-nin ke frik-tin Sou
ta-fin tou pan-don Ktis-tou.

While the next verse is being sung several times,
the Priest will sprinkle rose water on the
Epitaphios and the people and around the sanctuary.




27.

28.

29.

30.

Sprinkling Your Sepulchre,
the myrrh-bearing women

before the dawn came to the tomb.

Grant peace unto Your Church,
by Your Resurrection,
and to Your flock salvation.

Glory to the Father and the Son
And the Holy Spirit.

O Triune God,
Father, Son, and Spirit,
have mercy on the world.

Both now and forever
and unto the ages of ages.
Amen.

Grant that we who serve you
may see the Resurrection
of your Son, O blessed Virgin.

Ev'ry generation
offers hymns of praise
at Your entombment, O Christ.

"EQoavav Tov ta@ov,
ai Mvgogadgot pvoa,
Alav mEwt éABovoat.

Eignyvnv ExkAnoiq,
Aaw Lov cwtnoiay,
owenoal L éyépoeL

Ao&a Ilatotl kai Yiw
Kkatl Ayiw ITvevpart.

"Q Towag Ot pov,
IMatne Yiog kat ITvevpa,
EAéNoov TOV KOGUOV.

Kai vOv kal aet
KAl €16 TOUG KLWVAGS TWV KLWVWV.

Apnv.

Idetv trv Tov Yiov oov,
avaotaow IIagBéve,
a&lwoov oovg dovAove.

Ai yeveai maoat,
Ouvov ) tagn oov,
MEOOPEQOVOL, XQLOTE HOU.

E-ra-nan ton ta-fon
e mi-ro-fo-ri mi-ra
li-an pro-i el-thou-se.

I-ri-nin Ek-li-si-a
la-o Sou so-ti-ri-an
do-ri-se Si e-yer-si.

Do-xa Pa-tri ke I-o
ke A-gi-o Pnev-ma-ti.

O Tri-as The-e mou
Pa-tir I-os ke Pnev-ma
e-le-i-son ton kos-mon.

Ke nin ke a-i
ke is tous e-o-nas ton e-o-non.
A-min.

I-din tin tou I-ou sou
a-nas-ta-sin Par-the-ne
a-xi-o-son sous dou-lous.

E ye-ne-e pa-se
Im-non ti ta-fi sou
pro-sfe-rou-si Chri-ste mou.




Priest: Again and again in peace, let us pray to the Lord.

People: Lord have mercy.

Priest: Help us, save us, have mercy on us, and protect us, O God by Your Grace.
People: Lord have mercy.

Priest: Commemorating our most holy, pure, blessed and glorious Lady, the Theotokos, and ever-Virgin Mary,
with all the Saints, let us commit ourselves and one another and all our whole life unto Christ our God.

People: To Thee O Lord.
Priest: For You are the King of Peace and the Savior of our souls, O Christ our God, and to You we offer glory,
together with Your Eternal Father and Your All-Holy, Good, and Life-Creating Spirit now and forever and to

the ages of ages.

People: Amen.

Please return to page 395 in the black Holy Week book for the remainder of the service.




IN LOVING MEMORY OF
TED AND FREDA KLADIS




