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Τὰ Ἐγκώμια The Lamentations. 

Στάσις Αʹ. Ἦχος πλ. αʹ. First Stanza. Mode pl. 1. 

Ἡ ζωὴ ἐν τάφῳ, κατετέθης 

Χριστέ, καὶ Ἀγγέλων στρατιαὶ 

ἐξεπλήττοντο, συγκατάβασιν 

δοξάζουσαι τὴν σήν. 

You, O Life, were buried * in a 

tomb, O my Christ, * and angelic 

hosts were struck with 

astonishment, * glorifying Your 

ineffable descent. 

Ἡ ζωὴ πῶς θνῄσκεις; πῶς καὶ 

τάφῳ οἰκεῖς; τοῦ θανάτου τὸ 

βασίλειον λύεις δέ, καὶ τοῦ Άδου 

τοὺς νεκροὺς ἐξανιστᾷς. 

You are dead and buried. * O Life, 

how can this be! * You are 

devastating death and its realm, 

O Lord. * From the netherworld 

You resurrect the dead. 

Μεγαλύνομέν σε, Ἰησοῦ 

Βασιλεῦ, καὶ τιμῶμεν τὴν Ταφὴν 

καὶ τὰ Πάθη σου, δι' ὧν ἔσωσας 

ἡμᾶς ἐκ τῆς φθορᾶς. 

You are King, O Jesus, and we 

magnify You; * and we honor 

Your entombment and suffering, * 

by which You, O Lord, have 

salvaged us from doom. 

Μέτρα γῆς ὁ στήσας, ἐν σμικρῷ 

κατοικεῖς, Ἰησοῦ παμβασιλεῦ 

τάφῳ σήμερον, ἐκ μνημάτων 

τοὺς θανέντας ἀνιστῶν. 

You who laid the measures * of 

the earth lie today * in a narrow 

tomb, O Jesus the King of all, * 

resurrecting many dead from 

opened tombs. 

Ἰησοῦ Χριστέ μου, Βασιλεῦ τοῦ 

παντός, τί ζητῶν τοῖς ἐν τῷ Άδῃ 

ἐλήλυθας; ἢ τὸ γένος ἀπολῦσαι 

τῶν βροτῶν; 

Jesus Christ, my Savior, * what 

did You, King of all, * seek to do, 

going to Hades? In fact it was * to 

deliver and release the human 

race. 

Ὁ Δεσπότης πάντων, καθορᾶται 

νεκρός, καὶ ἐν μνήματι καινῷ 

κατατίθεται, ὁ κενώσας τὰ 

μνημεῖα τῶν νεκρῶν. 

The almighty Master * is observed 

to be dead. * He is laid within a 

new, unused sepulcher, * He who 

emptied many graves of those 

who died. 
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Ἡ ζωὴ ἐν τάφῳ κατετέθης 

Χριστέ, καὶ θανάτῳ σου τὸν 

θάνατον ὤλεσας, καὶ ἐπήγασας 

τῷ Κόσμῳ, τὴν ζωήν. 

You, O Life, were buried * in a 

tomb, O my Christ. * You 

destroyed the realm of death by 

Your death, O Lord, * and became 

the source of life for all the world. 

Μετὰ τῶν κακούργων, ὡς 

κακοῦργος Χριστέ, ἑλογίσθης 

δικαιῶν ἡμᾶς ἅπαντας, 

κακουργίας τοῦ ἀρχαίου 

πτερνιστοῦ. 

With those malefactors * You 

were counted, O Christ, * as a 

criminal, while You vindicated us 

* from the ancient villain's crime 

against us all. 

Ὁ ὡραῖος κάλλει, παρὰ πάντας 

βροτούς, ὡς ἀνείδεος νεκρὸς 

καταφαίνεται, ὁ τὴν φύσιν 

ὡραΐσας τοῦ παντός. 

He was called the fairest * and 

most handsome of men. * He who 

beautified the nature of all 

appears * as a corpse bereft of 

majesty and form. 

Άδης πῶς ὑποίσει, παρουσίαν 

τὴν σήν, καὶ μὴ θᾶττον 

συνθλασθείη σκοτούμενος, 

ἀστραπῆς φωτός σου αἴγλῃ 

τυφλωθείς; 

How will Hades bear it * when 

You go there, O Christ, * being 

swiftly crushed and blinded and 

stupefied * by the flash and 

gleaming glory of Your light? 

Ἰησοῦ γλυκύ μοι, καὶ σωτήριον 

φῶς, τάφῳ πῶς ἐν σκοτεινῷ 

κατακέκρυψαι; ὢ ἀφάτου καὶ 

ἀῤῥήτου ἀνοχῆς! 

How can You be hidden * in a 

dark, unlit tomb, * O my Jesus, 

being sweet and salvific light? * 

Your forbearance is ineffable, O 

Lord. 

Ἀπορεῖ καὶ φύσις, νοερὰ καὶ 

πληθύς, ἡ ἀσώματος Χριστὲ τὸ 

μυστήριον, τῆς ἀφράστου καὶ 

ἀῤῥήτου σου ταφῆς. 

All noetic beings * and the 

bodiless hosts * are bewildered 

and perplexed by the mystery * of 

Your awe-inspiring burial, O 

Christ. 

Ὢ θαυμάτων ξένων! ὢ 

πραγμάτων καινῶν! Ὁ πνοῆς 

As a breathless body, * He who 

gave me my breath * is by 
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μοι χορηγὸς ἄπνους φέρεται, 

κηδευόμενος χερσὶ τοῦ Ἰωσήφ. 

Joseph's hands prepared now for 

burial. * Oh the strange and novel 

wonders we behold! 

Καὶ ἐν τάφῳ ἔδυς, καὶ τῶν 

κόλπων Χριστέ τῶν πατρῴων 

οὐδαμῶς ἀπεφοίτησας· τοῦτο 

ξένον καὶ παράδοξον ὁμοῦ. 

It is paradoxal * and amazing, O 

Christ, * that You lay within the 

tomb here on earth and yet * 

never left Your Father's bosom in 

the heights. 

Ἀληθὴς καὶ πόλου, καὶ τῆς γῆς 

Βασιλεύς, εἰ καὶ τάφῳ 

σμικροτάτῳ συγκέκλεισαι, 

ἐπεγνώσθης πάσῃ κτίσει Ἰησοῦ. 

Jesus, all creation * recognized 

You as true * King of heaven and 

of earth, even when You were * in 

a dark and narrow sepulcher 

enclosed. 

Σοῦ τεθέντος τάφῳ, 

πλαστουργέτα Χριστέ, τὰ τοῦ 

Ἄδου ἐσαλεύθη θεμέλια, καὶ 

μνημεῖα ἠνεῴχθη τῶν βροτῶν. 

After You, O Maker, * had been 

laid in a tomb, * the foundations 

of the netherworld quaked, O 

Christ, * and the tombs opened of 

people who had died. 

Ὁ τὴν γῆν κατέχων, τῇ δρακὶ 

νεκρωθείς, σαρκικῶς ὑπὸ τῆς 

γῆς νῦν συνέχεται, τοὺς νεκροὺς 

λυτρῶν τῆς Ἄδου συνοχῆς. 

Jesus, who is holding * all the 

earth in His hand, * has been 

killed, and underground is His 

body held, * as He liberates the 

dead from Hades' hold. 

Ἐκ φθορᾶς ἀνέβης, ἡ ζωή μου 

Σωτήρ, σοῦ θανόντος καὶ 

νεκροῖς προσφοιτήσαντος, καὶ 

συνθλάσαντος τοῦ Άδου τοὺς 

μοχλούς. 

O my life and Savior, * when You 

died, You went down * to the 

place where all the dead were and 

smashed the bars * of the 

netherworld and rose again from 

death. 

Ὡς φωτὸς λυχνία, νῦν ἡ σάρξ 

τοῦ Θεοῦ, ὑπὸ γῆν ὡς ὑπὸ 

The Lord's holy body, * the 

proverbial lamp * that was put 

under a bushel, is hidden now * 
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μόδιον κρύπτεται, καὶ διώκει τὸν 

ἐν Άδη σκοτασμόν. 

underground, driving away the 

nether gloom. 

Νοερῶν συντρέχει, στρατιῶν ἡ 

πληθύς, Ἰωσὴφ καὶ Νικοδήμῳ 

συστεῖλαί σε, τὸν ἀχώρητον ἐν 

μνήματι σμικρῷ. 

The angelic armies * came to 

watch Joseph help * Nicodemus 

wrap Your body and bury it * in a 

tomb, O Lord whom nothing can 

contain. 

Νεκρωθεὶς βουλήσει, καὶ τεθεὶς 

ὑπὸ γῆν, ζωοβρύτα Ἰησοῦ μου 

ἐζώωσας, νεκρωθέντα 

παραβάσει με πικρᾷ. 

Fount of life, my Jesus, * by Your 

own will You died * and were 

buried in the earth and gave life 

to me, * who through tragic 

disobedience had died. 

Ἠλλοιοῦτο πᾶσα, κτίσις πάθει 

τῷ σῷ· πάντα γάρ σοι Λόγε 

συνέπασχον, συνοχέα σε 

γινώσκοντα παντός. 

By Your Passion, all things * were 

affected, O Lord. * All creation 

joined You suffering, knowing 

You * as the Logos and 

maintainer of all things. 

Τῆς ζωῆς τὴν πέτραν ἐν κοιλίᾳ 

λαβών, Άδης ὁ παμφάγος 

ἐξήμεσεν, ἐξ αἰῶνος οὓς κατέπιε 

νεκρούς. 

When voracious Hades * 

swallowed You, Rock of life, * and 

had You inside its belly, it 

vomited * and expelled the dead 

it swallowed from all time. 

Ἐν καινῷ μνημείῳ, κατετέθης 

Χριστέ, καὶ τὴν φύσιν τῶν 

βροτῶν ἀνεκαίνισας, ἀναστὰς 

θεοπρεπῶς ἐκ τῶν νεκρῶν. 

You, O Christ, were buried * in a 

new, unused tomb. * Then You 

rose within three days from the 

dead as God, * and You made our 

human nature new again. 

Ἐπὶ γῆς κατῆλθες, ἵνα σώσῃς 

Ἀδάμ, καὶ ἐν γῆ μὴ εὑρηκὼς 

τοῦτον Δέσποτα, μέχρις Άδου 

κατελήλυθας ζητῶν. 

You came down, O Master, * to 

save Adam on earth. * But not 

finding him on earth, You went 

further down * into Hades, and 

You sought to find him there. 
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Συγκλονεῖται φόβῳ, πᾶσα Λόγε 

ἡ γῆ, καὶ Φωσφόρος τὰς ἀκτῖνας 

ἀπέκρυψε, τοῦ μεγίστου γῇ 

κρυβέντος σου φωτός. 

All the earth was quaking, * and it 

trembled with fear; * and the sun 

concealed its light, when the 

greatest Light, * You the Logos, 

were concealed beneath the earth. 

Ὡς βροτὸς μὲν θνῄσκεις, 

ἑκουσίως Σωτήρ, ὡς Θεὸς δὲ 

τοὺς θνητοὺς ἐξανέστησας, ἐκ 

μνημάτων καὶ βυθοῦ ἁμαρτιῶν. 

Willingly, O Savior, * as a mortal 

You died; * and as God You 

resurrected the dead from graves 

* and all people from the hellish 

pit of sin. 

Δακρυῤῥόους θρήνους, ἐπὶ σὲ ἡ 

Ἁγνή, μητρικῶς ὦ Ἰησοῦ 

ἐπιῤῥαίνουσα, ἀνεβόα· Πῶς 

κηδεύσω σε Υἱέ; 

Tearful lamentations * did the 

pure Lady pour * over You, O 

sweetest Jesus, maternally * 

crying out, "How can I bury You, 

my Son?" 

Δόξα Πατρὶ καὶ Υἱῷ καὶ Ἁγίῳ 

Πνεύματι. 

Glory to the Father and the Son 

and the Holy Spirit. 

Ἀνυμνοῦμεν Λόγε σὲ τὸν 

πάντων Θεόν, σὺν Πατρὶ καὶ τῷ 

Ἁγίῳ σου Πνεύματι, καὶ 

δοξάζομεν τὴν θείαν σου 

Ταφήν. 

Lord of all and Logos, * we extol 

You as God * with Your Father 

and Your Spirit, and glorify * 

Your divine and holy burial, O 

Christ. 

Καὶ νῦν καὶ ἀεί, καὶ εἰς τοὺς 

αἰῶνας τῶν αἰώνων. Ἀμήν. 

Both now and ever and to the ages 

of ages. Amen. 

Μακαρίζομέν σε, Θεοτόκε ἁγνή, 

καὶ τιμῶμεν τὴν Ταφὴν τὴν 

τριήμερον, τοῦ Υἱοῦ σου καὶ 

Θεοῦ ἡμῶν πιστῶς. 

Virgin Theotokos, * now we all 

call you blessed, * and we honor 

the divine three-day burial * of 

your Son, our God, with ardent 

faith and love. 

(Καὶ πάλιν τὸ πρῶτον.) (End with the first one again.) 

Ἡ ζωὴ ἐν τάφῳ, κατετέθης 

Χριστέ, καὶ Ἀγγέλων στρατιαὶ 

You, O Life, were buried * in a 

tomb, O my Christ, * and angelic 

hosts were struck with 
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ἐξεπλήττοντο, συγκατάβασιν 

δοξάζουσαι τὴν σήν. 

astonishment, * glorifying Your 

ineffable descent. 

ΔΙΑΚΟΝΟΣ DEACON 

Ἔτι καὶ ἔτι ἐν εἰρήνῃ τοῦ 

Κυρίου δεηθῶμεν. 

Again and again, in peace, let 

us pray to the Lord. 

( Κύριε, ἐλέησον. ) ( Lord, have mercy. ) 

Ἀντιλαβοῦ, σῶσον, ἐλέησον 

καὶ διαφύλαξον ἡμᾶς, ὁ Θεός, τῇ 

σῇ χάριτι. 

Help us, save us, have mercy 

on us, and protect us, O God, by 

Your grace. 

( Κύριε, ἐλέησον. ) ( Lord, have mercy. ) 

Τῆς παναγίας, ἀχράντου, 

ὑπερευλογημένης, ἐνδόξου, 

δεσποίνης ἡμῶν Θεοτόκου καὶ 

ἀειπαρθένου Μαρίας μετὰ 

πάντων τῶν ἁγίων 

μνημονεύσαντες, ἑαυτοὺς καὶ 

ἀλλήλους καὶ πᾶσαν τὴν ζωὴν 

ἡμῶν Χριστῷ τῷ Θεῷ 

παραθώμεθα. 

Commemorating our most 

holy, pure, blessed, and glorious 

Lady, the Theotokos and ever-

virgin Mary, with all the saints, 

let us commend ourselves and 

one another and our whole life to 

Christ our God. 

( Σοί, Κύριε. ) ( To You, O Lord. ) 

ΙΕΡΕΥΣ PRIEST 

Ὅτι ηὐλόγηταί σου τὸ ὄνομα, 

καὶ δεδόξασταί σου ἡ βασιλεία, 

τοῦ Πατρὸς καὶ τοῦ Υἱοῦ καὶ τοῦ 

Ἁγίου Πνεύματος, νῦν καὶ ἀεὶ 

καὶ εἰς τοὺς αἰῶνας τῶν αἰώνων. 

For blessed is Your name, and 

glorified is Your kingdom, of the 

Father and the Son and the Holy 

Spirit, now and forever and to the 

ages of ages. 

( Ἀμήν. ) ( Amen. ) 

  

Στάσις Βʹ. Ἦχος πλ. αʹ. Second Stanza. Mode pl. 1. 

Ἄξιόν ἐστι, μεγαλύνειν σε τὸν 

Ζωοδότην, τὸν ἐν τῷ Σταυρῷ 

τὰς χεῖρας ἐκτείναντα, καὶ 

Right it is to sing * magnifying 

You, life-giving Savior. * You 

stretched out Your arms on the 
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συντρίψαντα τὸ κράτος τοῦ 

ἐχθροῦ. 

Cross, O Lord, * and You 

shattered the dominion of the foe. 

Ἄξιόν ἐστι, μεγαλύνειν σε τὸν 

πάντων Κτίστην· τοῖς σοῖς γὰρ 

παθήμασιν ἔχομεν, τὴν 

ἀπάθειαν ῥυσθέντες τῆς 

φθορᾶς. 

Right it is to sing * magnifying 

You who made the cosmos. * By 

Your Passion saved from 

destructive death, * we may now 

attain dispassion in our lives. 

Ἔφριξεν ἡ γῆ, καὶ ὁ ἥλιος Σῶτερ 

ἐκρύβη, σοῦ τοῦ ἀνεσπέρου 

φέγγους Χριστέ, δύναντος ἐν 

τάφῳ σωματικῶς. 

Never-setting Sun, * buried 

physically, You set, O Savior. * 

Earth expressed its horror and 

quaked, O Christ, * and the sun in 

awe and protest was eclipsed. 

Μόνη γυναικῶν, χωρὶς πόνον 

ἔτεκόν σε Τέκνον, πόνους δὲ νῦν 

φέρω πάθει τῷ σῷ, ἀφορήτους, 

ἔλεγεν ἡ Σεμνή. 

Virgin Mary said, * "Son, I bore 

You as the only woman * who 

gave birth with no pain. But 

watching now * as You suffer, I 

feel agonizing pain." 

Ἄνω σε Σωτήρ, ἀχωρίστως τῷ 

Πατρὶ συνόντα, κάτω δὲ νεκρὸν 

ἡπλωμένον γῇ, φρίττουσιν 

ὁρῶντα τὰ Σεραφίμ. 

Seraphim see You, * who on high 

are never separated * from the 

Father, Savior, below on earth * 

lying dead, and they are 

shuddering in awe. 

Ῥήγνυται ναοῦ, καταπέτασμα 

τῇ σῇ σταυρώσει, κρύπτουσι 

φωστῆρες Λόγε τὸ φῶς, σοῦ 

κρυβέντος Ἥλιε ὑπὸ γῆν. 

You were crucified, * and the 

curtain of the Temple ruptured. * 

You, the Sun, were hidden 

beneath the earth, * and the stars 

above, O Logos, hid their light. 

Γῆς ὁ καταρχάς, μόνῳ νεύματι 

πήξας τὸν γῦρον, ἄπνους ὡς 

βροτὸς καθυπέδυ γῆν· φρῖξον 

τῷ θεάματι Οὐρανέ. 

He who simply willed * and made 

planet earth in the beginning * 

goes now as a dead man beneath 

the earth. * At this spectacle, O 

Heaven, be amazed! 
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Άδου μὲν ταφείς, τὰ βασίλεια 

Χριστὲ συντρίβεις, θάνατον 

θανάτῳ δὲ θανατοῖς, καὶ 

φθορᾶς λυτροῦσαι τοὺς 

γηγενεῖς. 

Christ, You were entombed, * and 

You crushed the mighty realm of 

Hades; * death You put to death 

by Your death, O Lord; * from 

destruction You have saved us 

born on earth. 

Ῥεῖθρα τῆς ζωῆς, ἡ προχέουσα 

Θεοῦ σοφία, τάφον ὑπεισδῦσα 

ζωοποιεῖ, τοὺς ἐν τοῖς ἀδύτοις 

Άδου μυχοῖς. 

Christ, the Wisdom of God, * 

pouring forth the streams of life, 

was buried, * went into the 

depths of the netherworld, * and 

gave life to those who languished 

in its cells. 

Ἵνα τὴν βροτῶν, καινουργήσω 

συντριβεῖσαν φύσιν, πέπληγμαι 

θανάτῳ θέλων σαρκί. Μῆτερ 

οὖν μὴ κόπτου τοῖς ὀδυρμοῖς. 

By My death I wish * to renew 

destructed human nature. * So, I 

let them whip me and scar my 

flesh. * Therefore, Mother, do not 

grieve and beat your breasts. 

Τάφῳ Ἰωσήφ, εὐλαβῶς σε τῷ 

καινῷ συγκρύπτων, ὕμνους 

ἐξοδίους θεοπρεπεῖς, τοῖς 

συμμίκτοις θρήνοις μέλπει σοι 

Σωτήρ. 

Joseph reverently * in his own 

new tomb inters Your body. * 

Mixing lamentations with funeral 

hymns * fit for God, he sings to 

You, O Savior Christ. 

Τέτρωμαι δεινῶς, καὶ 

σπαράττομαι τὰ σπλάγχνα 

Λόγε, βλέπουσα τὴν ἄδικόν σου 

σφαγήν, ἔλεγεν ἡ Πάναγνος ἐν 

κλαυθμῷ. 

"I am pained and pricked * to the 

heart, my Son and Logos, 

watching * You unjustifiably be 

put to death," * said the all-pure 

Virgin Mary as she wept. 

Ὄμμα τὸ γλυκύ, καὶ τὰ χείλη 

σου πῶς μύσω Λόγε; πῶς 

νεκροπρεπῶς δὲ κηδεύσω σε; 

φρίττων ἀνεβόα ὁ Ἰωσήφ. 

"How am I to shut * Your sweet 

eyes and lips, O Lord and Logos? 

* How can I prepare You for 

burial?" * Joseph shuddered as he 

uttered this to Christ. 
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Ὕμνους Ἰωσήφ, καὶ Νικόδημος 

ἐπιταφίους, ᾄδουσι Χριστῷ 

νεκρωθέντι νῦν· ᾄδει δὲ σὺν 

τούτοις καὶ Σεραφίμ. 

Graveside hymns are sung * now 

by Joseph and by Nicodemus * 

unto Christ who died for the sake 

of all. * They are joined in sacred 

song by Seraphim. 

Ἥλιος φαιδρόν, ἀπαστράπτει 

μετὰ νύκτα Λόγε· καὶ σὺ δ' 

ἀναστὰς ἐξαστράψειας, μετὰ 

θάνατον φαιδρῶς ὡς ἐκ παστοῦ. 

After night the sun * brightly 

shines, and likewise You, O 

Logos, * after death will rise and 

will brightly shine * from Your 

chamber as the Bridegroom that 

You are. 

Γῆ σε πλαστουργέ, ὑπὸ κόλπους 

δεξαμένη τρόμῳ, συσχεθεῖσα 

Σῶτερ τινάσσεται, ἀφυπνώσασα 

νεκροὺς τῷ τιναγμῷ. 

Savior, earth received * You, its 

Maker, in its lowest caverns. * 

Trembling under pressure, it 

quaked with fear * and by 

quaking woke the dead who were 

asleep. 

Μύροις σε Χριστέ, ὁ Νικόδημος 

καὶ ὁ Εὐσχήμων, νῦν 

καινοπρεπῶς περιστείλαντες· 

Φρῖξον, ἀνεβόων, πᾶσα ἡ γῆ. 

Nicodemus brought * myrrh and 

aloes and with Joseph wrapped 

You * in a manner new and 

unique, O Christ; * and they cried, 

"Behold and shudder, all the 

earth!" 

Ἔδυς Φωτουργέ, καὶ συνέδυ σοι 

τὸ φῶς ἡλίου· τρόμῳ δὲ ἡ Κτίσις 

συνεχεται, πάντων σε 

κηρύττουσα Ποιητήν. 

You created light. * Now You set, 

and with You sets the sun's light. 

* All creation trembles, 

proclaiming You * as the Maker of 

the universe, O Christ. 

Σὺ ὡς ὢν ζωῆς, χορηγὸς Λόγε 

τοὺς Ἰουδαίους, ἐν Σταυρῷ 

ταθεὶς οὐκ ἐνέκρωσας· ἀλλ' 

O Giver of life,* even stretched 

out on the Cross, O Logos, * You 

refused to put any Jews to death; * 
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ἀνέστησας καὶ τούτων τοὺς 

νεκρούς. 

on the contrary You raised their 

dead as well. 

Κάλλος Λόγε πρίν, οὐδὲ εἶδος ἐν 

τῷ πάσχειν ἔσχες, ἀλλ' 

ἐξαναστὰς ὑπερέλαμψας, 

καλλωπίσας τους βροτοὺς 

θείαις αὐγαῖς. 

Lord, You had no form * neither 

comeliness during Your Passion. * 

But once You arose, You shone 

brilliantly, * and You beautified 

mankind with light divine. 

Ἔδυς τῇ σαρκί, ὁ ἀνέσπερος εἰς 

γῆν φωσφόρος· καὶ μὴ φέρων 

βλέπειν ὁ ἥλιος, ἐσκοτίσθη 

μεσημβρίας ἐν ἀκμῇ. 

Never-setting Sun, * when You set 

beneath the earth in body, * in the 

sky the sun could not bear to 

watch, * and at high noon it went 

dark and hid its light. 

Οἶδέ σε Θεόν, Ἑκατόνταρχος 

κἂν ἐνεκρώθης· πῶς σὲ οὖν Θεέ 

μου ψαύσω χερσί; φρίττω, 

ἀνεβόα ὁ Ἰωσήφ. 

Joseph cried aloud, * "The 

Centurion has recognized You * 

as God, even after You died, O 

Lord. * O my God, how can I 

touch You with my hands?" 

Ὕπνωσας μικρόν, καὶ ἐζώωσας 

τοὺς τεθνεῶτας, καὶ ἐξαναστὰς 

ἐξανέστησας, τοὺς ὑπνοῦντας 

ἐξ αἰῶνος Ἀγαθέ. 

You, O Savior, slept * for a short 

time and reanimated * the dead, 

O good Lord; and since You 

arose, * You have raised those 

who for ages slept in death. 

Ὥσπερ πελεκάν, τετρωμένος 

τὴν πλευράν σου Λόγε, σοὺς 

θανέντας παῖδας ἐζώωσας, 

ἐπιστάξας ζωτικοὺς αὐτοῖς 

κρουνούς. 

From Your wounded side * You 

shed vivifying streams, O Logos, * 

and revived Your children when 

we were dead, * as the pelican of 

lore revived her young. 

Κόλπων πατρικῶν, 

ἀνεκφοίτητος μείνας Οἰκτίρμον, 

καὶ βροτὸς γενέσθαι εὐδόκησας, 

καὶ εἰς Άδην καταβέβηκας 

Χριστέ. 

Tender-loving Lord, * You were 

ever in the Father's bosom, * and 

You were well pleased to became 

a man, * and to Hades You 

descended, O Christ. 
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Οἴμοι ὦ Υἱέ! ἡ Ἀπείρανδρος 

θρηνεῖ καὶ λέγει· ὃν ὡς Βασιλέα 

γὰρ ἤλπιζον, κατάκριτον νῦν 

βλέπω ἐν Σταυρῷ. 

"Woe is me, O Son!" * said the 

Virgin Mary and lamented. * "You 

have been condemned and are 

crucified, * You whom I had 

hoped would reign as King of all!" 

Ἔφριξεν ἰδών, τὸ ἀόρατον φῶς 

σὲ Χριστέ μου, μνήματι 

κρυπτόμενον ἄπνουν τε, καὶ 

ἐσκότασεν ὁ ἥλιος τὸ φῶς. 

When the sun beheld * You the 

unseen Light, O Christ my Savior, 

* a dead corpse concealed in a 

sepulcher, * it was horrified and 

hid its midday light. 

Ἔκλαιε πικρῶς, ἡ πανάμωμος 

Μήτηρ σου Λόγε, ὅτε ἐν τῷ 

τάφῳ ἑώρακε, σὲ τὸν ἄφραστον 

καὶ ἄναρχον Θεόν. 

Your immaculate * and all-

blameless Mother cried her eyes 

out, * watching You be laid in a 

tomb, O Christ * the ineffable 

eternal Word and God. 

Νέκρωσιν τὴν σήν, ἡ 

πανάφθορος Χριστέ σου Μήτηρ, 

βλέπουσα πικρῶς σοι 

ἐφθέγγετο· Μὴ βραδύνῃς ἡ ζωὴ 

ἐν τοῖς νεκροῖς. 

When she saw Your death, * O 

my Christ, Your ever-virgin 

Mother * poignantly cried out, "O 

my Son and life, * do not stay 

among the dead for very long." 

Άδης ὁ δεινός, συνετρόμαξεν 

ὅτε σε εἶδεν, Ἤλιε τῆς δόξης 

ἀθάνατε, καὶ ἐδίδου τοὺς 

δεσμίους ἐν σπουδῇ. 

When it saw You, Lord * and 

immortal Sun of glory, enter, * 

frightful Hades, frightened, was 

terrified * and at once released its 

prisoners to You. 

Ὕμνοις σου Χριστέ, νῦν τὴν 

Σταύρωσιν καὶ τὴν Ταφήν τε, 

ἅπαντες πιστοὶ ἐκθειάζομεν, οἱ 

θανάτου λυτρωθέντες σῇ ταφῇ. 

With these hymns, O Christ, * we 

the faithful all extol Your Passion 

* and Your Crucifixion and Burial. 

* By Your death, O Lord, You 

rescued us from death. 

Δόξα Πατρὶ καὶ Υἱῷ καὶ Ἁγίῳ 

Πνεύματι. 

Glory to the Father and the Son 

and the Holy Spirit. 
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Ἄναρχε Θεέ, συναΐδιε Λόγε καὶ 

Πνεῦμα, σκῆπτρα τῶν Ἀνάκτων 

κραταίωσον, κατὰ πολεμίων ὡς 

ἀγαθός. 

O eternal God, * co-eternal Word, 

and Holy Spirit, * fortify our 

country and drive away * foreign 

enemies, O Lord, as You are good. 

Καὶ νῦν καὶ ἀεί, καὶ εἰς τοὺς 

αἰῶνας τῶν αἰώνων. Ἀμήν. 

Both now and ever and to the ages 

of ages. Amen. 

Τέξασα ζωήν, Παναμώμητε 

ἁγνὴ Παρθένε, παῦσον 

Ἐκκλησίας τὰ σκάνδαλα, καὶ 

βράβευσον εἰρήνην ὡς ἀγαθή. 

Mother of our life, * O good Lady, 

pure and blameless Virgin, * put 

an end to scandals within the 

Church, * and restore her peace 

and unity once more. 

(Καὶ πάλιν τὸ πρῶτον.) (End with the first one again.) 

Ἄξιόν ἐστι, μεγαλύνειν σε τὸν 

Ζωοδότην, τὸν ἐν τῷ Σταυρῷ 

τὰς χεῖρας ἐκτείναντα, καὶ 

συντρίψαντα τὸ κράτος τοῦ 

ἐχθροῦ. 

Right it is to sing * magnifying 

You, life-giving Savior. * You 

stretched out Your arms on the 

Cross, O Lord, * and You 

shattered the dominion of the foe. 

ΔΙΑΚΟΝΟΣ DEACON 

Ἔτι καὶ ἔτι ἐν εἰρήνῃ τοῦ 

Κυρίου δεηθῶμεν. 

Again and again, in peace, let 

us pray to the Lord. 

( Κύριε, ἐλέησον. ) ( Lord, have mercy. ) 

Ἀντιλαβοῦ, σῶσον, ἐλέησον 

καὶ διαφύλαξον ἡμᾶς, ὁ Θεός, τῇ 

σῇ χάριτι. 

Help us, save us, have mercy 

on us, and protect us, O God, by 

Your grace. 

( Κύριε, ἐλέησον. ) ( Lord, have mercy. ) 

Τῆς παναγίας, ἀχράντου, 

ὑπερευλογημένης, ἐνδόξου, 

δεσποίνης ἡμῶν Θεοτόκου καὶ 

ἀειπαρθένου Μαρίας μετὰ 

πάντων τῶν ἁγίων 

μνημονεύσαντες, ἑαυτοὺς καὶ 

ἀλλήλους καὶ πᾶσαν τὴν ζωὴν 

Commemorating our most 

holy, pure, blessed, and glorious 

Lady, the Theotokos and ever-

virgin Mary, with all the saints, 

let us commend ourselves and 

one another and our whole life to 

Christ our God. 
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ἡμῶν Χριστῷ τῷ Θεῷ 

παραθώμεθα. 

( Σοί, Κύριε. ) ( To You, O Lord. ) 

ΙΕΡΕΥΣ PRIEST 

Ὅτι ἅγιος εἲ ὁ Θεὸς ἡμῶν, ὁ 

ἐπὶ θρόνου δόξης τῶν Χερουβεὶμ 

ἐποχούμενος, καὶ σοὶ τὴν δόξαν 

ἀναπέμπομεν, σὺν τῷ ἀνάρχῳ 

σου Πατρὶ καὶ τῷ Παναγίῳ καὶ 

ἀγαθῷ καὶ ζωοποιῷ σου 

Πνεύματι, νῦν καὶ ἀεί, καὶ εἰς 

τοὺς αἰῶνας τῶν αἰώνων. 

For holy are You, our God, 

resting on the glorious throne of 

the cherubim, and to You we send 

up glory, together with Your 

eternal Father and Your all-holy, 

good, and life-giving Spirit, now 

and ever and to the ages of ages. 

( Ἀμήν. ) ( Amen. ) 

  

Στάσις Γʹ. Ἦχος γʹ. Third Stanza. Mode 3. 

Αἱ γενεαὶ πᾶσαι, ὕμνον τῇ Ταφῇ 

σου, προσφέρουσι Χριστέ μου. 

All generations offer * these 

hymns, O Christ my Savior, * to 

honor Your entombment.[ 

Καθελὼν τοῦ ξύλου, ὁ 

Ἀριμαθαίας, ἐν τάφῳ σε 

κηδεύει. 

The Arimathean * from the Cross 

removed You, * O Christ, and he 

entombed You. 

Μυροφόροι ἦλθον, μύρα σοι 

Χριστέ μου, κομίζουσαι 

προφρόνως. 

O Christ, Myrrh-bearing women * 

prepared their fragrant ointments 

* and brought them to anoint You. 

Δεῦρο πᾶσα κτίσις, ὕμνους 

ἐξοδίους, προσοίσωμεν τῷ 

Κτίστῃ. 

All creation, come now, * sing to 

our Creator * these graveside 

lamentations. 

Ὡς νεκρὸν τὸν ζῶντα, σὺν 

Μυροφόροις πάντες, μυρίσωμεν 

ἐμφρόνως. 

As if Myrrh-bearing women, * 

knowingly we perfume * as dead 

the living Savior. 
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Ἰωσὴφ τρισμάκαρ, κήδευσον τὸ 

σῶμα, Χριστοῦ τοῦ ζωοδότου. 

Bury now the body * of Christ 

who is the Giver * of life, thrice-

blessed Joseph. 

Οὓς ἔθρεψε τὸ μάννα, ἐκίνησαν 

τὴν πτέρναν, κατὰ τοῦ 

Εὐεργέτου. 

Descendants of the people * who 

ate the manna lifted * their heel 

against their Savior. 

Οὓς ἔθρεψε τὸ μάννα, φέρουσι 

τῷ Σωτῆρι, χολὴν ἅμα καὶ ὄξος. 

Descendants of the people * who 

ate sweet manna offer * their 

Savior sour wine mingled. 

Ὢ τῆς παραφροσύνης, καὶ τῆς 

Χριστοκτονίας, τῆς τῶν 

προφητοκτόνων! 

Madness was the killing * of their 

own Messiah * of those who 

killed the Prophets. 

Ὡς ἄφρων ὑπηρέτης, 

προδέδωκεν ὁ μύστης, τὴν 

ἄβυσσον σοφίας. 

As a foolish servant, * Judas the 

disciple * betrayed the sea of 

wisdom. 

Ἰωσὴφ κηδεύει, σὺν τῷ 

Νικοδήμῳ, νεκροπρεπῶς τὸν 

Κτίστην. 

With help from Nicodemus, * 

Joseph buries Jesus, * decedent 

and Creator. 

Ζωοδότα Σῶτερ, δόξα σου τῷ 

κράτει, τὸν Άδην καθελόντι. 

O life-giving Savior, * glory to 

You power, * by which You 

conquered Hades! 

Ὕπτιον ὁρῶσα, ἡ Πάναγνός σε 

Λόγε, μητροπρεπῶς ἐθρήνει. 

Seeing You, O Logos, * lying 

dead, the Virgin * maternally 

lamented. 

Ὧ γλυκύ μου ἔαρ, γλυκύτατόν 

μου Τέκνον, ποῦ ἔδυ σου τὸ 

κάλλος; 

O my sweetest Child, * my 

refreshing springtime, * why has 

Your beauty wilted? 

Θρῆνον συνεκίνει, ἡ πάναγνός 

σου Μήτηρ, σοῦ Λόγε 

νεκρωθέντος. 

Moved to lamentation * was Your 

all-pure Mother, * seeing You 

dead, O Logos. 
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Υἱὲ Θεοῦ παντάναξ, Θεέ μου 

πλαστουργέ μου, πῶς πάθος 

κατεδέξω; 

O Son of God, my Maker * and 

King of all, how did You * submit 

and bear the Passion! 

Σῶμα τὸ ζωηφόρον, ὁ Ἰωσὴφ 

κηδεύει, μετὰ τοῦ Νικοδήμου. 

With help from Nicodemus, * 

Joseph wraps and buries * the 

vivifying body. 

Ἀνέκραζεν ἡ Κόρη, θερμῶς 

δακρυῤῥοοῦσα, τὰ σπλάγχνα 

κεντουμένη. 

The Virgin cried in anguish; * her 

heart was pierced with sorrow: * 

she wept hot tears lamenting. 

Ὦ φῶς τῶν ὀφθαλμῶν μου, 

γλυκύτατόν μου Τέκνον, πῶς 

τάφῳ νῦν καλύπτῃ; 

The sepulcher conceals You * 

from me. Alas! O Jesus, * light of 

my eyes, my sweet Son! 

Τὸν Ἀδὰμ καὶ Εὔαν, 

ἐλευθερῶσαι Μῆτερ, μὴ θρήνει, 

ταῦτα πάσχω. 

Do not lament, O Mother. * I 

suffer this to rescue * Adam and 

Eve from Hades. 

Δοξάζω σου Υἱέ μου, τὴν ἄκραν 

εὐσπλαγχνίαν, ἧς χάριν ταῦτα 

πάσχεις. 

My Son, I glorify You * and Your 

sublime compassion, * because of 

which You suffer. 

Ὄξος ἐποτίσθης, καὶ χολὴν 

Οἰκτίρμον, τὴν πάλαι λύων 

γεῦσιν. 

To cancel the illicit * taste of old, 

O Savior, * You tasted gall and 

sour wine. 

Αἱ Μυροφόροι Σῶτερ, τῷ τάφῳ 

προσελθοῦσαι, προσέφερόν σοι 

μύρα. 

Women came with spices * to 

Your tomb, O Savior. * Now they 

are called Myrrh-bearers. 

Ἀνάστηθι Οἰκτίρμον, ἡμᾶς ἐκ 

τῶν βαράθρων, ἐξανιστῶν τοῦ 

Άδου. 

Arise, O loving Savior, * and also 

resurrect us * from Hades and 

perdition. 

Ἀνάστα Ζωοδότα, ἡ σὲ τεκοῦσα 

Μήτηρ, δακρυῤῥοοῦσα λέγει. 

Your Mother weeps a faucet * of 

tears as she is saying, * "Arise 

now, O Life-giver!" 
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Οὐράνιοι Δυνάμεις, ἐξέστησαν 

τῷ φόβῳ, νεκρὸν σε καθορῶσαι. 

The Powers of the heavens * were 

struck with fear and wonder, * 

seeing You dead and buried. 

Τοῖς πόθῳ τε καὶ φόβῳ, τὰ πάθη 

σου τιμῶσι, δίδου πταισμάτων 

λύσιν. 

Forgive every transgression * of 

those who now with longing * 

and love extol Your Passion. 

Ὢ φρικτὸν καὶ ξένον, θέαμα 

Θεοῦ Λόγε! πῶς γῆ σε 

συγκαλύπτει; 

How can earth conceal You! * 

This scene is horrifying * and 

strange, O God and Logos. 

Φέρων πάλαι φεύγει, Σῶτερ 

Ἰωσὴφ σε, καὶ νῦν σε ἄλλος 

θάπτει. 

One Joseph long ago, Lord, * took 

You and departed; * another now 

entombs You. 

Κλαίει καὶ θρηνεῖ σε, ἡ 

πάναγνός σου Μήτηρ, Σωτήρ 

μου νεκρωθέντα. 

Your all-holy Mother * sees You 

dead, O Savior; * and weeping, 

she laments You. 

Φρίττουσιν οἱ νόες, τὴν ξένην 

καὶ φρικτήν σου, Ταφὴν τοῦ 

πάντων Κτίστου. 

The Angels shudder, seeing * the 

strange and dread entombment * 

of You the world's Creator. 

Ἔῤῥαναν τὸν τάφον, αἱ 

Μυροφόροι μύρα, λίαν πρωῒ 

ἐλθοῦσαι. 

Coming very early, * Myrrh-

bearing women sprinkled * Your 

sepulcher with perfume. 

Τὸ ἑπόμενον λέγεται πολλές 

φορές. 

Repeat the following verse several 

times, as the priest sprinkles the tomb 

and the people. 

Ἔῤῥαναν τὸν τάφον, αἱ 

Μυροφόροι μύρα, λίαν πρωῒ 

ἐλθοῦσαι. 

Coming very early, * Myrrh-

bearing women sprinkled * Your 

sepulcher with perfume. 

Εἰρήνην Ἐκκλησίᾳ, λαῷ σου 

σωτηρίαν, δώρησαι σῇ Ἐγέρσει. 

By Your resurrection, * reconcile 

Your churches, * O Lord, and save 

Your people. 
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Στίχ. Δόξα Πατρὶ καὶ Υἱῷ καὶ 

Ἁγίῳ Πνεύματι. 

Verse: Glory to the Father and the 

Son and the Holy Spirit. 

Ὢ Τριὰς Θεέ μου, Πατὴρ Υἱὸς 

καὶ Πνεῦμα, ἐλέησον τὸν 

Κόσμον. 

O Trinity, my one God, * Father, 

Son, and Spirit, * grant the world 

Your mercy. 

Στίχ. Καὶ νῦν καὶ ἀεί, καὶ εἰς 

τοὺς αἰῶνας τῶν αἰώνων. Ἀμήν. 

Verse: Both now and ever and to 

the ages of ages. Amen. 

Ἰδεῖν τὴν τοῦ Υἱοῦ σου, 

Ἀνάστασιν Παρθένε, ἀξίωσον 

σοὺς δούλους. 

We pray you, Virgin Mother * of 

Christ, to count us worthy * to see 

His resurrection. 

(Καὶ πάλιν τὸ πρῶτον.) (End with the first one again.) 

Αἱ γενεαὶ πᾶσαι, ὕμνον τῇ Ταφῇ 

σου, προσφέρουσι Χριστέ μου. 

All generations offer * these 

hymns, O Christ my Savior, * to 

honor Your entombment. 

ΔΙΑΚΟΝΟΣ DEACON 

Ἔτι καὶ ἔτι ἐν εἰρήνῃ τοῦ 

Κυρίου δεηθῶμεν. 

Again and again, in peace, let 

us pray to the Lord. 

( Κύριε, ἐλέησον. ) ( Lord, have mercy. ) 

Ἀντιλαβοῦ, σῶσον, ἐλέησον 

καὶ διαφύλαξον ἡμᾶς, ὁ Θεός, τῇ 

σῇ χάριτι. 

Help us, save us, have mercy 

on us, and protect us, O God, by 

Your grace. 

( Κύριε, ἐλέησον. ) ( Lord, have mercy. ) 

Τῆς παναγίας, ἀχράντου, 

ὑπερευλογημένης, ἐνδόξου, 

δεσποίνης ἡμῶν Θεοτόκου καὶ 

ἀειπαρθένου Μαρίας μετὰ 

πάντων τῶν ἁγίων 

μνημονεύσαντες, ἑαυτοὺς καὶ 

ἀλλήλους καὶ πᾶσαν τὴν ζωὴν 

ἡμῶν Χριστῷ τῷ Θεῷ 

παραθώμεθα. 

Commemorating our most 

holy, pure, blessed, and glorious 

Lady, the Theotokos and ever-

virgin Mary, with all the saints, 

let us commend ourselves and 

one another and our whole life to 

Christ our God. 

( Σοί, Κύριε. ) ( To You, O Lord. ) 
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ΙΕΡΕΥΣ PRIEST 

Σὺ γὰρ εἲ ὁ Βασιλεὺς τῆς 

εἰρήνης καὶ Σωτὴρ τῶν ψυχῶν 

ἡμῶν, Χριστὲ ὁ Θεὸς ἡμῶν, καὶ 

σοὶ τὴν δόξαν ἀναπέμπομεν, 

σὺν τῷ ἀνάρχῳ σου Πατρὶ καὶ 

τῷ Παναγίῳ καὶ ἀγαθῷ καὶ 

ζωοποιῷ σου Πνεύματι, νῦν καὶ 

ἀεί, καὶ εἰς τοὺς αἰῶνας τῶν 

αἰώνων. 

For You are the King of peace 

and the Savior of our souls, O 

Christ our God, and to You we 

send up glory, together with Your 

eternal Father and Your all-holy, 

good, and life-giving Spirit, now 

and ever and to the ages of ages. 

( Ἀμήν. ) ( Amen. ) 
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