
 

 The sinful الʙʸأة الʚانॻة  
woman  

Matins of Holy 
Wednesday 

 
  

ʥت  الؒاهॺ ʙِلى دهȀالآن وؕلّ أوانٍ و ،ʥٍʻاركَ اللهُ إلهُʹا ؕلّ ح
.ʥȂʙاهʗال  

 ʖعʷال  .ʧʽآم  
ʥالؒاه  .ʣل ʗُʱʸا إلهَʹا الǻ ʣَل ʗُʱʸال  

   ُy روحُ الȖʲِّ الʲاضȏ ʙُ، عʚّ أيُّها الʸلʣُ الʸʴاوȏّ ال
في ؕلِّ مȜانٍ، الʸالئُ الؒل، ؕʹʚُ الʶالʲاتِ ورازقُ 
 ʛٍَؕلِّ دَن ʥْنا مʙْ الॻʲاة، هلʤَّ واسʥْȜُ فʻʹا وʟَهِّ

  وخلʝّْ أيّها الʶالحُ نفʦسَʹا.
  

 ʖعʷتُ،   الʨʺǽ لا ȑʚوسٌ الʙُّق ،ȑʨوسٌ القʙُّوسٌ اللهُ، قʙُّق
    .(ثلاʬً)ارحʺʻا



ʙُ للآب والا ْr َ̋ لَّ أوانٍ  وا  بʧِ ال لʛّوح القʙس، الآن وؗ
 .ʧʽآم ،ʧȄʛِاهʙال ʛِْلى دهȂو  

أيّها الʲالʨثُ القʙُّوس ارْحَʺʻا، ǽا ربُّ اغْفʛْ خʢاǽانا،  
ǽا سʙّ̔ تʳاوَزْ عʧ سʯِّ̔اتʻِا، ǽا قʙُّوس اʡَّلِع وَاشْفِ  
 َʥِ̋   ،أمʛاضʻَا مʧِْ أجلِ اس

ʦَا ربُّ ارْحǽ  .(ʬًثلا)  
ʙُ للآب والابʧِ و  ْr َ̋ لَّ أوانٍ   وحِ لʛّ ا ال القʙس، الآنَ وؗ

 .ʧʽآم ،ʧȄʛاهʙال ʛِْلى دهȂو  
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Matins of Holy Wednesday 
 

 
Priest Blessed is our God always: now and 

forever, and to the ages of ages.   
Choir Amen. 

 
Priest Glory to You, our God, glory to You. 

O heavenly King, Comforter, and Spirit 
of truth, You that are in all places and fill 
all things; the treasury of blessings and 
the Giver of life: come to dwell in us, 
cleanse us from every stain, and save our 
souls,  
O gracious One. 

 
Choir Holy God, Holy Mighty, Holy Immortal: 

have mercy upon us.  (Thrice) 



Glory to the Father, and to the Son, and to 
the Holy Spirit: Now and forever, and to the 
ages of ages.  Amen. 
All-holy Trinity, have mercy on us.  Lord, 
cleanse us from our sins.  Master, pardon 
our iniquities.  Holy God visit and heal our 
infirmities for Your Name’s sake. 
Lord, have mercy.  (Thrice) 
Glory to the Father, and to the Son, and to 
the Holy Spirit: Now and forever, and to the 
ages of ages.  Amen. 
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ʥُ̋، لॽَِأتِ   ʺاوات، لʱʽِقʙَّس اس ʁَّ أǼانا الȑʚ في ال

 ْʧُؔ ʱِل ،ʥُتʨَؔمَل  ɦُʯʽʷَا مʺ َؗ  ʥَ  على ʥَلʚ َؗ ʺاءِ  ʁَّ في ال

ʨهȑʛَ أعʻʢَِْا الʨَْ̔م، واتʛُْكْ لʻَا ما  َr الأرض، خʜَʰُنا ال

ʧْ لʻَا علॽَْه، ولا تʙُْخِلʻْا في   َ̋ ʺا نʛُʱَكُ نʧُʴ لِ َؗ عَلʻʽا 

 .ʛȄِّʛ ِ̫ ʻا مʧَِ ال ِrّ ʧِْؔ نَ ȃَʛِة، ل ْr   تَ

  

 ʥأيها الآب وا  الؒاه ،ʗʱʸرة والʗوالق ʣُلy بʥ لالأن لʣ ال

 ʙسوالʗوح الق ʙلى دهȀالآن وؕلّ أوانٍ و ،

.ʥȂʙاهʗال  

 ʖعʷال  .ʧʽآم  

خَلǽ ʟِّْا ربّ شʥॼَɻ وȃاركْ مʛʽاثʥَ، وامʻحْ عʙَʽʰك    

ʛȄʛّʷة على الॼالغل ʧʽʻمʕʺال  . ʥॼʽَّةِ صلʨُقǼِ Ȏْواحف

.ʥǼ ʧʽʸʱʵʺعَ الॽʺج  



  

 .سʗُُوحِ القʙوال ʥِلِلأبِ والاب ʗُ ْɦ َy   ال

   yَّ أيّها الʺॽʶحُ  راً، مʱʵا ʖʽِ ل ǽا مʧ ارتفعʗَ على ال

ّ̋ى ʥǼ، وفʛّحْ  ʶʺال ʙِيʙʳال ʥَॼِɻ َ̫ الإله، إمَْ̒ح رأفʥَɦَ لِ

Ǽقʨّتʥِ عʙَʽʰك الʺʕمʧʽʻِ، مانʴاً إǽّاهʦ الغلॼةَ على  

مʴارʽȃهʦ، لʧْؔʱ لهʦ معʨنʥُɦَ سلاحاً للʶلام وʣفʛاً  

  غʛَʽ مقهʨر. 
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Our Father, who art in heaven, hallowed be 
Thy Name; Thy kingdom come; Thy will 
be done, on earth as it is in heaven.  Give us 
this day our daily bread; and forgive us our 
trespasses, as we forgive those who trespass 
against us; and lead us not into temptation, 
but deliver us from evil. 

 
Priest For Yours is the kingdom, the power, 

and the glory: of the Father, and of the 
Son, and of the Holy Spirit: now and 
forever, and to the ages of ages. 

 
 

Choir Amen. 
O Lord, save Your people, and bless Your 
inheritance, granting to Your People victory 
over all adversaries, and by Your Cross 
preserving Your Estate. 

 



 
 Glory to the Father, and to the Son, and to 

the Holy Spirit.   
O Christ our God, who of Your own good 
will was lifted up upon the Cross, bestow 
Your bounties upon the new Nation which 
is called by Your Name; make glad in Your 
might those who lawfully govern, that with 
them we may be led to victory over our 
adversaries, having in Your aid a weapon of 
peace and a trophy invincible. 
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  ٍلَّ أوان   ..Ȁلى دَهʙِْ الʗاهʥَȂʙِ آمʥʻو الآنَ وَُؕ
أيʱها الॽɿʷعةُ الʛهॼʽةُ غʛُʽ الʺʚʵولة، ǽا والʙةَ الإله  
  ʧة عʴا صالǽ ضيʛح، لا تُعॽʰʶʱَّةَ الॽالؔل
  ،ȑأʛي الʺॽʁʱʶʺة الʛʽس ȑʙʡّا، بل وʻسّلاتʨت

غلॼةَ  وخلʸّي الʚيʧ أمʛتِ أن يʱʺلʨّؔا، وامʽʴʻهʦ ال
 ِʥا أّنʺǼ ،اءʺʶال ʧتِ مʙةُ  لهالإ  ول ، أيʱّها الʺॼارؗ

  وحʙَك.
ʥالؒاه   ʔʱʯفاس ʣَॻإل ʔُلʠن ʣʯِʸرح ʤِॻʢا اللهُ ؕعǻ اʹʸإرح

.ʤْوارح  
 ʖعʷال   ʦَْا ربّ ارحǽ(ًʬثلا)  
ʥادَةِ   الؒاهॺɹِي الʹ َɹ َ̡ ʥʻʻ ال ِ̡ ॻ ِɹ َy وَأʷǻاً نʠلʔُ مʥِْ أجْلِ ال

.ȏأʙي الʸॻɿʯʴʸال  
 ʖعʷال   ʦَْا ربّ ارحǽ(ًʬثلا)  
ʥاً   الؒاهʷǻا  وأʹʻأجْلِ أب ʥِْم ʔُلʠن

    …………ʯِʹامʙʯوʦȁلَ و 



 ʖعʷال   ʦَْا ربّ ارحǽ(ًʬثلا)  
ʥةِ    الؒاهʴامʸʵوال ʥʻم َّʙَؒ ُy وأʷǻاً نʠلʔُ مʥِْ أجْلِ الؒهʹةِ ال

لِّ اخʦتِ  ʗّام في الॻʴʸح والॺʀʙان والʙاॺʀاتِ وَُؕ ُr ʹا  ال
ॻʴَyح.   في ال

 ʖعʷال   ʦَْا ربّ ارحǽ(ًʬثلا)  
ʥو   الؒاه ʤٌॻإلهٌ رح ʣَأيها لأن ʗَʱʸفعُ الʙن ʣَول ʙʵॺلل ٌّʔʲم

لَّ أوانٍ  Ȁلى و الآبُ والابʥ والʙوح القʗس، الآنَ وَُؕ
 َʥȂʙِاهʗال ʙِْدَه.  

 ʖعʷال  ʧʽا أب. .  آمǽ ْاركǼ ّبʛال ʦاسǼ  
ʥالؒاه   ،ʙهʦʱال ȏاوʴʯʸوس، الʗّث القʦالʰلل ʗُʱʸال

لَّ أوانٍ   ʻʲُyي، غʙِʻ الʸʹقʤʴ، ؕلَّ حʥٍʻ الآنَ وَُؕ ال
 الʗاهȀ  ʥَȂʙِلى دَهʙِْ و 
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 Now, and forever, and to the ages of ages.  
Amen.   

O Champion dread, who cannot be put to 
confusion, despise not our petitions.  Good 
and all-praised Mother of God; establish the 
way of the Orthodox; save those who have 
been called upon to govern us, leading us 
all to that victory which is from heaven, for 
you are she who gave birth to God, and you 
alone are blessed. 

 
Priest Have mercy upon us, O God, according 

to Your great goodness, we pray to You: 
hearken and have mercy. 

Choir Lord, have mercy.  (Thrice) 
 

Priest Again we pray for all Orthodox 
Christians.   

Choir Lord, have mercy.  (Thrice)  
 
Priest Again , we pray for our father and 

Metropolitan ...   
Choir Lord, have mercy.  (Thrice) 
 



Priest Again we pray for all Priests, Deacons, 
Monks and Nuns and for all our 
Brethren in Christ. 

Choir Lord, have mercy.  (Thrice) 
 
Priest For You are a merciful God and love 

mankind, and unto You we ascribe glory: 
to the Father, and to the Son, and to the 
Holy Spirit: Both now and forever, and 
to the ages of ages. 

Choir Amen.  Bless, Father, in the Name of the 
Lord. 

 
Priest Glory to the Holy, Consubstantial, Life-

giving and Undivided Trinity, always: 
Now and forever, and to the ages of ages.   
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 ʖعʷال  .ʧʽآم  
الʺĺ ʙُʳ في العلى، وعلى الأرضِ الʶـلامُ وفي    

  (ثلاʬ)الʻاس الʺʛّʶة.
  .ʥَِɦʴॼʶʱِفʺي ب ʛَʰʵॽُɾَ ََّيɦَح شَفʱا ربّ افǽ(مرتين)  

  
  

3 
ʛَُ̡ الʚيʜʴǽ ʧنʨني َؗ ..  ǽا ربّ لʺاذا    ʛʽʲؗونَ قامʨا عليَّ

  Ǽإلهِه.   كʛʽʲونَ ǽقʨلʨنَ لʻِفʶي لا خلاصَ لهُ 
  ناصȑʛ وَمȑʙʳ ورافعُ رأسي. ربُّ  وأنǽ ʗا

  صʛخʗُ فأجابʻَي مʧ جʰلِ قʙُسِه.   ʨʸǼتي إلى الʛبِّ 
 ُʛʸʻَبَّ يʛلأنّ ال ،ʗُʺق ʦّث ʗُʺتُ ونʙني.أنا رق  

فلا أخافُ مʧ رʨȃاتِ الʷعʖِ الʺʧʽʢॽʴ بي الʺʱآزرʧَȄ عليّ، 
  قǽ ʦُا ربّ خلʻʸّي ǽا إلهي. 



 َʥّضَ  فإن ʙق َʛ ْȃلاً، وسʡاǼ يʻعاديǽ ʧؗلَّ م ʗَ َانʻأس ʗَقʴ
  الʢʵأةِ.

 .ʥَُɦ ʛؗب ʥَॼِɻلاصُ، وعلى شʵبِّ الʛْلِل  
  أنا رقʙْتُ ونʺʗُ ثʦّ قʺʗُ، لأنّ الʛبَّ يʛُʸʻني.
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Choir Amen. 
Glory to God in the highest, and on earth 
peace, good will toward men.  (Thrice) 

 
O Lord, open my lips, and my mouth shall 
show forth Your praise.  (Twice)  

 
 
 

Psalm 3 
 

Lord, how numerous are my enemies: many they 
are that rise against me.  Many there are that talk of 
me and say: “There is no help for him in his God.”  
But You Lord are about me as a shield: You are 
my glory and the lifter up of mine head.  I cry to 
the Lord with a loud voice, and he answers me from 
his holy hill.  I lay myself down and sleep:  I wake 
again because the Lord sustains me.  Therefore I will 
not be afraid of the multitudes of the nations who 



have set themselves against me on every side.  
Arise Lord and deliver me, O my God; for You 
will strike all my enemies upon the cheek, You will 
break the teeth of the ungodly.  Deliverance 
belongs to the Lord:  O let Your blessing be upon 
Your people. 
I lay myself down and sleep: I wake again because 
the Lord sustains me.   
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  37الʚʸمʦر 

 ِʛي، ولا بʻʵȃّʨت ʥॼِʹغǽ ا ربّ لاǽ.يʻدّبʕكَ تʜِج  
ʗَʻ عليَّ يʙَك. َّȞوم ، ʗَْh فيَّ َ̫   فإنّ سهامʥَ قʙ نَ

ʥॼِʹوجهِ غ ʧشفاءٌ م ȑʙʶʳِل ʝॽفي  ةٌ ، ولا سلام ◌َ ل
.ȑاǽاʢَلِ خhِق ʧامي مʤع  

. لٍ ثقʽلٍ قʙ ثَقُلʗْ عليَّ ْ̋ ِɹ   لأن آثامي قʙ تعالʗَْ فʨق رأسي، ؗ
  قاحʗْ جʛاحاتي مʧ قhَِلِ جهالʱي.قʙ أَنʗْʻʱ و 

  شقʗُʽ وانʗُʽʻʴ إلى الغاǽة، والʻهارَ ؗلَّهُ مʗُʽʷ عاʶǼاً. 
ȑʙʶ شِفاءٌ.  َr   لأنّ مʻʱيَّ قʙ امʱلأا مهازȏ، ولʝॽ لِ
ʙِ قلʰي.  ʗُʻ أئʧُِّ مʧ تʻهُّ ا، وؗ Ďʙج ʗُواتَّʹع ʗُʽشق  

 َʥʻفَ عʵǽ ʦل ȑʙُّهʻوت ،ʥَي ؗلَّها أمامʱʽغǼ ّا ربّ إنǽ.  
تي، ونʨرُ عʻʽيَّ أǽʹاً لʦ يȘَʰ  قʙ اضʛʢبَ  َّʨي قʻْɦي، وفارقʰقل

  معي.



، وجʶʻي وقف مʻي  َّȑʙا لʨي ووقفʻا مʨَائي دَنȃʛقائي وأقʙأص
  Ǽعʙʽاً. 

وأجهʙني الʚيʢǽ ʧلʨʰن نفʶي، والʺلʨʶʺʱن لي الʛّʷ تؔلّʺʨا  
ا ʨʡلَ الʻهارِ درسʨا.  Ď̫   Ǽالॼاʡل، وغ

أخʛسَ لا ǽفʱحُ ف   اهُ. أمّا أنا فؔأصʦَّ لا ʶǽʺع، وؗ
 .ʗٌʽȞॼعُ، ولا في فʺهِ تʺʶǽ انٍ لاʶتُ ؗإنʛوص  

لʗُ، أنʗ تʖُʽʳʱʶ لي ǽا رȃّي  ّؗʨا ربّ تǽ ʥॽلأني عل
لأني قلʗُ لا ʗْʺʷǽ بي أعʙائي،وعʙʻما زلʗَّ قʙماȑ وȂلهي.

  عʨʺَّʤا عليَّ الؔلام.
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Psalm 37 
 
O Lord rebuke me not in Your anger: neither 
chasten me in Your fierce displeasure.  For Your 
arrows have been aimed against me, and Your 
hand has come down heavy upon me.  There is 
no health in my flesh because of Your 
indignation, nor soundness in my bones, by reason 
of my sin.  The tide of my iniquities has gone 
over mine head: their weight is a burden too 
heavy for me to bear.  My wounds stink and 
fester because of my foolishness.  I am bowed 
down and brought so low that  
I go mourning all the day long.  For my loins are 
filled with  
a burning pain, and there is no sound part in all 
my body.  I am numbed and stricken to the ground:  
I cry aloud in the yearning of my heart. 
O Lord, all I long for is before You and my 
deep sighing is not hidden from You.  My heart 



is in tumult, my strength fails me, and even the 
light of my eyes has gone from me   
My friends and my companions hold aloof 
from my affliction and my kinsmen stand far 
off.  Those who seek my life strike at me, and 
those that desire my hurt spread evil tales and 
murmur slanders all the day.  But I am like a 
deaf man and hear nothing; like one that is 
dumb, who does not open his mouth.  So I have 
become as a one who cannot hear, in whose 
mouth there is no retort.  For in You, Lord, 
have I put my trust: and You will answer me, O 
Lord my God.   
For I prayed ‘Let them never exult over me 
those who turn arrogant when my foot slips.’ 
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 .ʧʽفي ؗل ح َّȑʙوَوجَعي ل ، ٌّʙِعʱʶبِ مʛʹلأني أنا لل  
  لأني أنا أخǼ ʛُʰإثʺي، وأهʦʱُّ مʧ أجل خʱʯʽʢي.

ʛَُ̡ الʚيʧ يॼغʹʨني  ّؗ  ʙي، وقʻم ُّʙأش ʦاءٌ، وهॽائي فأحʙأما أع
  ʣلʺاً.

لʨا بي لأجلِ ابʱغائي  َɹ الʚيʧ جازَوْني بʙَلَ الʛِʽʵ شĎʛا، مَ
لاح.  yَّ   ال

Ȃي وȃّا رǽ يʻْي.فلا تُهʺلʻع ʙْاعॼʱلهي، ولا ت  
  أسʛعْ إلى معʨنʱي ǽا ربَّ خلاصي.

  فلا تهʺلʻْي ǽا رȃي وȂلهي، ولا تॼʱاعʙَْ عʻي.
  أسʛِعْ إلى معʨنʱي ǽا ربَّ خلاصي.

  

  62الʚʸمʦر 

 .ʛُؔʱأب ʥَॽا اللهُ إلهي إلǽ  



ʗْ إلʥَॽ نفʶي، ʦȞَǼِ نʨعٍ لʥَ جȑʙʶ، في أرضٍ بȄʛّةٍ   َ̫ ʢَِع
ةٍ وعادمةِ الʺاء.  ʨؗلʶم ʛِʽوغ  

تʥََ وَمʙَʳك. َّʨق ʧَس، لأعايʙفي الق ʥتُ لʛهʣ اʚȞه  
.ʥانʴॼّʶيَّ تʱّاة، وشفॽʴال ʧأفʹلُ م ʥََɦʺلأنّ رح  

. َّȑʙأرفعُ ي ʥَ ِ̋   هʚȞا أǼارʥُؗ في حॽاتي، وȃاس
 ʥَ ُɹ ॼّʶǽ ِهاجʱفاهِ الابʷȃو ،ʦٍودس ʦٍʴش ʧي ؗʺا مʶلئُ نفʱʺʱف

  فʺي. 
 ʥار، لأنʴفي الأس ʥǼ ُذتʚاشي، هʛعلى ف ʥُتʛؗإذا ذ 

.ʛʱʱأس ʥॽاحʻلِّ جʤِȃناً، وʨتَ لي عʛ7                       ص  

Truly, I am ready to fall and my pain is with 
me continually.  But I acknowledge my 
wickedness and I am filled with sorrow at my 
sin.  Those that are my enemies without cause 
are great in number: and those who hate me 
wrongfully are many.  Those also who repay 
evil for good are against me because I seek 
after good.  Forsake me not, O Lord, go not far 
from me, my God: Hasten to my help, O Lord 
my salvation.  Forsake me not, O Lord, go not 
far from me, my God: hasten to my help, O 
Lord my salvation.   
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 



Psalm 62 
 
O God, You are my God, eagerly will I seek 
You.   
My soul thirsts for You, my flesh longs for 
You as a dry and thirsty land, where no water 
is.  So it was when I beheld You in the 
sanctuary and saw Your power and Your glory.   
For Your unchanging goodness is better than 
life, therefore my lips shall praise You.  And 
so I will bless You as long as  
I live, and in Your name will I lift my hands on 
high.   
My longing shall be satisfied as with marrow 
and fatness: my mouth shall praise You with 
exultant lips.  When I remember You upon my 
bed, when I meditate upon You in the night 
watches, how You have been my helper: then I 
sing for joy in the shadow of Your wings.   
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ʙَتْ ʥُ̒ʽʺǽإلʸʱقʗْ نفʶي وراءك، و  َ́   . ǽȂاȑ عَ
أما الʚيʢǽ ʧَلʨʰنَ نفʶي Ǽاʡلاً، فʙʽʶخلʨنَ في أسافلِ  
الأرض، وʙȄُفَعʨنَ إلى أيȑʙ الʨʽʶف، وʨȞȄنʨن أنॼʸةً  

 .ʖعالʲلل  
  ʙه، لأنهُ قǼ ُلفʴǽ ʧحُ ؗلُّ مʙَɦʺȄُو ،ǙاǼ ُّʛ َʁ ॽُɾَ ʥُِل َ̋ أما ال

.ʦلʤالǼ ʧَʽʺّؔلʱʺاهُ الʨتْ أف َّʙُس  
هʚذتُ ʥَǼ في الأسʴارِ لأنʥَ صʛتَ لي عʨناً، وʤȃِلِّ  

 .ʛُʱʱأس ʥَॽَاحʻج  
 .ʥُ̒ʽʺǽ ْتʙَ َ́   الʸَɦقʗْ نفʶي وراءَك، وǽّȂاȑَ ع

  
ʙُ لِ  ْr َ̋ لَّ أوانٍ لآال Ȃلى دَهʛِْ  و بِ والابʧِ والʛوحِ القʙُُس، الآنَ وَُؗ

 ʧʽآم ʧَȄʛِاهʙ(هنا لا نرسم إشارة الصليب).  .ال  
  

  (ثلاʬ)الʺʙُʳ لǽ ʥَا الله. لॽȄʨاهلʽ هلʽلॽȄʨا هلʽلॽȄʨا
 ْʦَا ربّ ارحǽ  ..(ʬثلا)  



ʙُ لِ  ْr َ̋ لَّ أوانٍ لآال Ȃلى دَهʛِْ  و بِ والابʧِ والʛوحِ القʙُُس، الآنَ وَُؗ
 ʧʽآم ʧَȄʛِاهʙال.  
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Then my soul clings to You, and Your right hand 

upholds me.  Those that seek my life are marked 

for destruction: they shall go down to the deep 

places of the earth.  They shall be delivered to 

the sword: they shall be a portion for jackals.  The 

king will rejoice in God and all who take oaths on 

his name shall glory, but the mouths of liars shall 

be stopped. 

I meditate upon You in the night watches, how 

You have been my helper: then I sing for joy in the 

shadow of Your wings, then my soul clings to You 

and Your right hand upholds me. 

 

Glory to the Father, and to the Son, and to the Holy 

Spirit: Now and forever, and to the ages of ages.  

Amen. 

 

Alleluia, Alleluia, Alleluia.  Glory to You, O God.  

(Thrice) 



Lord, have mercy.  (Thrice) 

 

Glory to the Father, and to the Son, and to the Holy 

Spirit:  

Now and forever, and to the ages of ages.  Amen. 
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  صʛخʗُ وفي اللʽلِ أمامǽ .ʥا ربّ إله خلاصي، في الʻهارِ 
امʥَ صلاتي، أَمِلْ أُذنʥَ إلى ʡلʱʰي.  َّʙخلْ قʙʱفل  

  نفʶي، ودنʗَْ مʧ الʦॽʴʳ حॽاتي. ʙ امʱلأتْ مʧ الʛʷورِ قَ فَ 
حʗُʰʶُ مع الʺʙʴʻرʧَȄ في الʖّʳ، صʛتُ مʲلَ إنʶانٍ لʝَॽ لهُ  

  معʧٌʽ، حʛاĎ بʧʽ الأمʨات. 
الʺʛʳَّحʧʽ الʛّقʨد في القʨʰر، الʚيʧ لا تʛُؗʚهʦ أǽʹاً، وهʦ مʲلَ 

ʨن.  َy   مʧِ يʙِكَ مُق
  الʶافلʧʽ، في ʣلʺاتِ وʣلالِ الʺʨت. ي جʖّ أسفلِ فجعلʨني 

 .   عليَّ اسʱقʛَّ غʹʥॼُ، وجʺॽعُ أهʨالʥِ أجʜَْتَها عليَّ
  تَ عʻي معارفي، جعلʨني لهʦ رجاسةً.Ǽعʙْ أَ 

 ْ̋   ضعُفʱا مʧ الʺʻȞʶة. جʗُ، وعʻʽاʗُ َʛ ȑ وما خَ قʙ أُسل
. ʢʶǼْ  هُ، وȂلʥॽَ صʛخʗُ إلǽ ʥॽا ربّ الʻهارَ ؗلَّ  َّȑʙي ʗُ  



 ʦنهʨʺॽʁǽ َُّاءॼʡأم الأ ،ʖَائʳعُ العʻʸاتِ تʨللأم ʥَّأَلعل
 .ʥنَ لʨفʛʱعॽɾ  

.ʥقʴǼ ِوفي الهلاك ،ʥَِɦʺحʛب ʛʰفي الق ʙٌثُ أحʙّʴǽ هل  
  هل تُعʛَفُ في الʤلʺةِ عʳائʥَॼُ، وعʙلʥَُ في أرضٍ مॽʶʻَّةٍ.

  أنا إلǽ ʥॽا ربّ صʛخʗُ، فʰʱلغʥَُ في الغʙاةِ صلاتي.و 
  لʺاذا  ǽا ربّ تُقʸي نفʶي، وَتʛِʸَفُ وجهʥََ عّ̒ي.

  ʗُاتَّʹع ʗُارتفع ʧʽابي، وحॼش ʚʻقاء مʷأنا وفي ال ʛٌʽفق
  وتʛَّ̔ʴتُ.
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Psalm 87 
 
O Lord my God, I call for help by day and by 

night also I cry out before You.  Let my prayer 

come into Your presence and turn Your ear to my 

loud crying.  For my soul is filled with trouble and 

my life has come even to the brink of the grave.  I 

am reckoned among those that go down to the Pit:  

I am a man that has no help.   

I lie among the dead, like the slain that sleep in the 

grave, whom You remember no more, who are cut 

off from Your power.   

You have laid me in the lowest Pit: in darkness 

and in the watery depths.  Your wrath lies heavy 

upon me: and all Your waves are brought against 

me.  You have put my friends far from me and 

made me to be abhorred by them.  I am so fast in 

prison I cannot get free: my eyes fail because of my 

affliction.  Lord I call to You every day: I stretch 



out my hands toward You.  Will You work 

wonders for the dead, or will the shades rise up 

again to praise You?  Shall Your love be declared in 

the grave, or Your faithfulness in the place of 

destruction?  Will Your wonders be made known 

in the dark, or Your righteousness in the land 

where all things are forgotten?  But to You, Lord, 

will I cry: early in the morning my prayer shall come 

before You.  O Lord, why have You rejected me: 

why do You hide Your face from me?  I have 

been afflicted and wearied from my youth 

upward: I am tossed high and low, I cease to be.   
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  عليَّ جاز رجʜُك، ومُفʜِْعاتʥُ أزعʻْɦʳَي. 
ʻْɦي معاً.   أحاʗʡ بي ؗالʺاء، والʻهارَ ؗلَّهُ اكʻʱفَ

  أǼَعʙتَ عʻي الʙʸيȘَ والقʖَȄʛ، ومعارفي مʧ الʷقاء.
.ʥَلِ أمامʽوفي الل ʗُخʛهار صʻا ربّ إله خلاصي، في الǽ  

  فلʙʱخلْ قʙّامʥََ صلاتي، أملْ أذنʥََ إلى ʡلʱʰي. 
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هُ  Ǽارِ  َ̋ ، وȄا جʺॽعَ ما في داخلي اس ؗي ǽا نفʶي الʛبَّ
  القʙّوس. 

غفʶʻ  ʛُي جʺॽعَ مȞافآتِهِ، الǼ َǽ ȑʚارِؗي ǽا نفʶي الʛبّ، ولا تَ 
.ʥِِاضʛعَ أمॽʺفي جʷǽَ ȑʚال ،ʥِعَ آثامॽʺج  

ي مʧ الفʶادِ َ̒ الȑʚ يُ  ّr  ُǽ ȑʚال ،ʥَِاتॽأفة. حʛحʺةِ والʛالǼ ʥُِؔلّل  
 ِʥِاتʨاتِ شهʛʽʵالǼ ُعॼʷǽُ ȑʚال .ʥِǼُاॼش ʛِʶʻدُ ؗالʙّʳʱʽف ،  

.ʧʽمʨلʤʺعِ الॽʺʳحʺاتِ والقʹاءِ لʛبُّ صانعُ الʛال  



  عʛَّف مʨسى ʛʡقَهُ، وʻȃي إسʛائʽل مʯʽʷاتِهِ.
ʛُʽʲ الʛحʺةِ، لʝॽ إلى  الʛبُّ رحʦٌॽ ورؤوفٌ، Ȅʨʡلُ الأناةِ وؗ

هʴǽَ ʛِقǽ .ʙَُ   الإنقʹاءِ  َّʙولا إلى ال ،Ȍُʵʶ  
 َʖʶا، ولا على لا حʻعَ معʻا صʻِانا جازانا. آثامǽاʢخ ʖِʶح  

لأنه Ǽʺقʙارِ ارتفاعِ الʶʺاء عʧ الأرض، قȐَّʨ الʛبُّ رحʺɦَهُ  
  على الʚيʧ يɦّقʨنه. 
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Your fierce anger has overwhelmed me and Your 

terrors have put me to silence.  They surround me 

like a flood all the day long: they close upon me 

from every side.  Friend and acquaintance You 

have put far from me and kept my companions from 

my sight. 

O Lord my God, I call for help by day and by night also 

I cry out before You.  Let my prayer come into Your 

presence: and turn Your ear to my loud crying. 

 

 

 

Psalm 102 
 

Praise the Lord, O my soul: and all that is within me 

praise his holy name.  Praise the Lord, O my soul and 

forget not all his benefits.  Who forgives all Your sin 

and heals all Your infirmities, Who redeems Your life 

from the Pit and crowns You with mercy and 



compassion.  Who satisfies Your being with good 

things, so that Your youth is renewed like an eagle’s?  

The Lord works righteousness and justice for all who 

are oppressed.  He made known His ways to Moses, 

and His works to the children of Israel.  The Lord is 

full of compassion and mercy, slow to anger and of 

great goodness.  He will not always be chiding, nor 

will he keep his anger for ever.  He has not dealt with 

us according to our sins, nor rewarded us according to 

our wickedness.  For as the heavens are high above the 

earth, so great is his mercy over those that fear him.   
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  وȃʺقʙار Ǽُعʙِْ الʺʛʷقِ عʧ الʺغʛبِ، أǼعʙَ عّ̒ا سʯʽاتʻِا.
كʺا يʛʱأفُ الأبُ على الʧʽʻʰ، يʛʱأفُ الʛبُّ على خائॽɿهِ، لأنّه  

.ʧʴابٌ نʛا تʻأن ʛَؗا، وذʻَɦلʰفَ جʛَع  
ʜهʛِ الʴقلِ ʚؗلʥ يʜُهʛُ. لإا   نʶانُ ؗالعʖِʷ أǽامُه، وؗ

لأنّه إذا هॽɾ ʗhَّه الȄʛحُ لʝॽ يʗُʰʲ، ولا ǽُعʛَفُ أǽʹاً 
  مʨضعُهُ. 

  ʧيʚعلى ال ʛه َّʙلى الȂو ،ʛَّهʙال ʚُʻبّ فهي مʛأما رحʺةُ ال
ɦَّقʨنَهُ.    يَ

وَعʙلُهُ على أبʻاءِ الʧʽʻʰ، الʴافʧَʽʤ عهʙَهُ، والʚاكʧَȄʛ وصاǽاهُ 
 ̒yَ ॽع ل ʨ.ها  

  الʛبُّ ॽʂََّأ عʛشَه في الʶʺاء، ومʺلɦُؔهُ تʨʶَدُ على الॽʺʳع. 
ʨا الʛبَّ ǽا جʺॽعَ ملائɦِؔهِ الʺقʙʱرǼِ ʧَȄقʨّة، العاملȞǼِ ʧَʽلʺɦِهِ   Ǽارؗ

  عʙَʻ سَʺاعِ صʨتِ ؗلامِهِ. 
ʨا الʛبّ ǽا جʺॽعَ قʨّاتِهِ، ǽا خʙّامَهُ العاملʧَʽ إرادتَهُ.    Ǽارؗ



ʨا الʛبَّ ǽا جʺॽعَ أعʺالِ  ي هِ Ǽارؗ ، في ؗلِّ مʨضِعِ سॽادتِهِ، Ǽارؗ
 .   ǽا نفʶي الʛبَّ

 . ي ǽا نفʶي الʛبَّ   في ؗلِّ مʨضعِ سॽادتِهِ، Ǽارؗ
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ʴǼ ʗْقʥَِّ إلى ʡلʱʰي ِy .   ǽا ربّ اسʱʺعْ إلى صَلاتي وأَن
.ʥِلʙعǼ لي ʖْʳʱإس  

  ُّȑأ ʥََى أمام ّؗʜʱَي ʧَكَ، لأنَّهُ لʙِʰاكʺةِ معَ عʴʺخُلْ في الʙولا ت
  .حَيّ 

  لأنَّ العʙوَّ قʙِ اضʢهʙََ نفʶي وأذلَّ إلى الأرضِ حॽَاتي.
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As far as the east is from the west, so far has He set 
our sins from us?  As a father is tender towards 
his children, so is the Lord tender to those that fear 
Him.  For He knows of what we are made: He 
remembers that we are but dust.  The days of man 
are but as grass: he flourishes like a flower of the 
field.  When the wind goes over it, it is gone and 
its place will know it no more.  But the merciful 
goodness of the Lord endures for ever and ever 
toward those that fear Him, and His righteousness 
upon their children’s children; upon those who 
keep His covenant and remember His 
commandments to do them.  The Lord has 
established His throne in heaven: and His 
kingdom rules over all.  Praise the Lord, all you 
His angels, you that excel in strength: You that 
fulfill His word, and obey the voice of His 
commandment.   
Praise the Lord, all you His hosts, His servants 
who do His will.  Praise the Lord, all His works, 



in all places of His dominion; praise the Lord, O 
my soul! 
In all places of His dominion, praise the Lord, O 
my soul.   
 
 
 
Psalm 142 
 
Hear my prayer, O Lord: in Your faithfulness 
consider my petition, and in Your righteousness 
give me answer.  Bring not Your servant into 
judgment, for in Your sight can no man living be 
justified.  For the enemy has pursued me, he has 
crushed my life to the ground.   
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ʛتْ روحي  ِr َ́ ʨَ̋تى مʚُʻ القʙَِم، ف ʻي في الʤلʺةِ مʲلَ ال َʁ وأجل
  في Ǽاʻʡي، واضʛَʢبَ قلʰي في داخلي. 

ȞǼ ʗُلّ  ْr ʛتُ أǽامَ القʙَِمِ ولَهِ َّؗʚأعʺا ◌ِ ت َʥِائعِ ، وتلʻفي ص ʗُأمّل
.ʥǽʙَي  

 َّȑʙي ʗُʢʶǼَ ʥَॽي، ؗالأرضِ إلى .  إلʶنف ʗْ َ̫ ʢَِع ʥَॽإل
 .ʛʢَʺال  

ʗَْ̔ روحي.   أسʛِْعْ فاسʖْʳʱ لي ǽا ربّ فقʙ فَِ̒
.ʖّʳفي ال ʧَʽʢǼهَ الهاǼِعّ̒ي فأشا ʥََفْ وجهʛِ ْy   لا تَ

 .ʗُل ّؗʨت ʥَॽفإني عل ʥَِɦ َ̋ عاً لʛِح ِ̋ ʱʶُاةِ مʙي في الغʻْإجعل  
 ِّʛي عʻا ر فǽ ʗُرَفع ʥॽها لأني إلʽف ʥُي أسلʱال ȘَȄʛʢبُّ ال

  نفʶي. 
أنقʚِني ǽا ربّ مʧ أعʙائي لأني إلʥَॽ قʙ لʳأتُ، علِّʺʻي أن 

  أعʺلَ رِضاكَ لأنʥَ أنʗَ هʨَ إلهي. 
 ʥَِ̋ روحʥَُ الʸالحُ يَهʙْيʻي في أرضٍ مॽʁʱʶُʺة، مʧِْ أجلِ اس

ʻʽʽي.  ْɹ   أنǽ ʗَا ربّ تُ



ʥَِɦ تʱʶأصلُ أعʙَائي، ي، وَ نفǼِ ʶعʙلʥَِ تʛʵُجُ مʧ الʜʴنِ  َ̋ ʛȃِح
ʜِنʨن نفʶي لأني أنا عʙُʰكَ. ْɹ ǽُ ʧَيʚؗلَّ ال ʥُِوتُهْل  

  (مرتين)إسʖْʳʱ لي Ǽعʙلʥِ ولا تʙخلْ في الʺʴاكʺة مع عʙِʰكَ.
  روحʥُ الʸالحُ يَهʙيʻي في أرضٍ مॽʁʱʶʺةٍ. 

لَّ أوانٍ  ʙُ لِلأبِ والابʧِ والʛوحِ القʙُُس، الآنَ وَُؗ ْr َ̋   هȂ ِʛْلى دَ و ال
ʙال ʧʽآم ʧَȄʛِاه.  

  (ثلاʬ)الʺʙُʳ لǽ ʥَا الله. هلʽلॽȄʨا هلʽلॽȄʨا هلʽلॽȄʨا
 .ʙʳʺال ʥا ورجاءنا لʻا إلهǽ  
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He has made me dwell in darkness like those for 

ever dead.  Therefore my spirit grows faint and my 

heart is appalled within me.  I remember the days 

of old, I think on all that You have done:  I 

consider the works of Your hands.  I stretch out my 

hands toward You: my soul yearns for You like a 

thirsty land.  Be swift to hear me, O Lord, for my 

spirit fails: hide not Your face from me, lest I be 

like those who go down to the Pit.  O let me 

hear of Your merciful kindness in the morning, 

for my trust is in You: show me the way that I 

should go, for You are my hope.  Deliver me from 

my enemies, O Lord, for I run to You for shelter.  

Teach me to do Your will, for You are my God: 

let Your kindly spirit lead me in an even path.  

For Your name’s sake, O Lord, preserve my life, 

and for the sake of Your righteousness, bring me 

out of trouble.  In Your merciful goodness slay my 



enemies, and destroy all those that come against me, 

for truly I am Your servant. 

In Your faithfulness consider my petition, and in 

Your righteousness give me answer.  (Twice) 

Let Your kindly spirit lead me in an even path. 

 

Glory to the Father, and to the Son, and to the Holy 

Spirit:  

Now and forever, and to the ages of ages.  Amen. 

 

Alleluia, Alleluia, Alleluia.  Glory to You, O God.  

(Thrice)  

 

O Lord our Hope, glory to You. 
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ʥالؒاه  .ʔُلʠبِّ نʙلامٍ إلى الʴǺِ  
 ʖعʷال  .ʦَْا ربُّ ارحǽ  
ʥلامِ العُ   الؒاه ɹَّ نُفʦسʹا، إلى الʙبِّ لاصِ لȏʦ وخَ مʥ أجلِ ال

.ʔُلʠَْن  
 ʖعʷال  .ʦَْا ربُّ ارحǽ  
ʥاللهِ   الؒاه ʛِائʹ   مʥ أجلِ سَلامِ ؕلِّ العالʤِ وحʥِʴُ ثॺَاتِ َؕ

.ʔُلʠَْبِّ نʙع، إلى الॻʸʱادِ الʲْسَة وات َّʗُقy   ال
 ʖعʷال  .ʦَْا ربُّ ارحǽ  
ʥالؒاه  ॻنَ إلʦخُلʗَْي ʥيʘَّس، والʗَُقy هِ مʥ أجلِ هʘا الʕِʻʮ ال

ǻإǺ َانٍ وʸ.ʔُلʠَْبِّ نʙفِ الله، إلى الʦوَرَعٍ وخ  
 ʖعʷال  .ʦَْا ربُّ ارحǽ  



ʥالؒاه   َʥʻʻʲॻʴَy ʸॻɿʯَʴُyي  مʥ أجلِ ال ʴʹيِّ الॺɹادة ال َ̡ ال
.ʔُلʠَْبِّ نʙإلى ال ،ȏأʙال  

 ʖعʷال  .ʦَْا ربُّ ارحǽ  
ʥالؒاه   ِʯʻلʦȁوʙʯِا ومʹʻأجلِ أب ʥَؒهʹةِ ........ʹام وال

مʥʻ والʸʵامʴةِ  َّʙَؒ ُy ʗّ  ال ُr  في الॻʴʸح وجॻʸعِ  امِال
ɻَّ  الاكلʙʻوسِ    عʔ، إلى الʙبِّ نʠَْلʔُ.وال

 ʖعʷال  .ʦَْا ربُّ ارحǽ  
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The Great Ektenia 
 

Priest In peace let us pray to the Lord. 
Choir  Lord, have mercy. 
 
Priest For the peace, from on high, and for the 

salvation of our souls, let us pray to the 
Lord. 

Choir  Lord, have mercy. 
 
Priest For the peace of the whole world, for the 

welfare of the holy churches of God, and 
for the union of all people, let us pray to 
the Lord. 

Choir  Lord, have mercy. 
 
Priest For this holy House, and for those who 

enter it with faith, reverence, and the 
fear of God, let us pray to the Lord. 

Choir  Lord, have mercy. 



 
Priest For all devout and Orthodox Christians, 

let us pray to the Lord. 
Choir  Lord, have mercy. 
 
Priest For our Father and Metropolitan N…, 

for the venerable Priesthood, for the 
Diaconate in Christ, for all the clergy 
and people, let us pray to the Lord. 

Choir Lord, have mercy. 
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ʥالؒاه   ʤِالِه امِ هـــــʘا الʮلـــــʗ، وجॻʸـــــعِ عʸُـــــَّ مـــــʥ أجـــــلِ حُؒـــــَّ
 ،ʤِدِهʦʹوجʔُلʠَْبِّ نʙإلى ال.  

ʖعʷال  .ʦَْا ربُّ ارحǽ  
ــلِ   ʥالؒاه ــʘه الʗʸ مــــʥ أجــ Ȏʙ هــ ــُ ʗُنِ والقــ ــُ ــعِ الʸــ يʹــــةِ وجॻʸــ

 َʥʻʹمʓُْy   الʴاكِʹʥَʻ فʻها، إلى الʙبِّ نʠَْلʔُ. وال
ʖعʷال  .ʦَْا ربُّ ارحǽ  
ʥــارِ الأرضِ   الؒاه ʔِ ثʸـ ــْ ة وخʶِـ ــَ ʗالِ الأهȂʦِـ ــِ ــلِ اعʯـ ــʥ أجـ مـ

.ʔُلʠَْبِّ نʙة، إلى الॻوأوقاتٍ سلام  
ʖعʷال  .ʦَْا ربُّ ارحǽ  
ʥالؒاه   ʙِــاف ʴُyــ ــلِ ال ــʥ أجــ ــي ال ʥȂَ مــ ــʙِ و فــ ــʲॺ ِّʦــ ــʙِّ والʱــ الʮــ

ــى  هʤ، إلـ ــِ Ȏʙ وخلاصـ ʥʻʻِ́ والأســـْ ــْ ʷَyـ ــى وال والʙʸضـ
.ʔُلʠَْبِّ نʙال  

ʖعʷال  .ʦَْا ربُّ ارحǽ  
ʙٍ   ٍ مــʥ أجــلِ نʱاتِʹــا مــʥ ؕــلِّ ضــȖʻ  اهʥالؒ ʔٍ وخʠَــَ وغʷَــَ

ة، إلى الʙبِّ نʠَْلʔُ.وشِ  َّʗ  



ʖعʷال  .ʦَْا ربُّ ارحǽ  
ʥالؒاه   ْʢَواحف ʤَْوارح ʝِّْوخَل ʗْ ُ̫ ʣʯِ. ʹا ǻا اللهُ أُعْ َy   بِِ́عْ
ʖعʷال  .ʦَْا ربُّ ارحǽ  
ʥكــاتِ   الؒاهʙَʮَةَ ال ةَ القʗَاســةِ الʠــاهʙِةَ الفائِقــَ ُؒلॻــَّ ʙِنــا ال Ǻعʗ ذْؕ

 ،ʤȂʙْ ʗَتَʹا والʗة الإلهِ الʗائʸةَ الʦʯʮلॻــة مــَ ʗʻʱَyة، سّ̒ ال
ʹا Ǻعʷــاً  ʹا وȁَعʷــُ ʥʻʴǻ، لِʹʦدِعْ نفʦســَ ِّʗعِ القॻʸَمعَ ج

ॻʴَyحِ  وؕلَّ    الإله.حॻاتِʹا لل
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Priest For those who govern this country, for 
all civil authorities and for our Armed 
forces everywhere, let us pray to the 
Lord. 

Choir Lord, have mercy. 
 
Priest For this city, for every city, and land, 

and for the faithful, who dwell in them, 
let us pray to the Lord. 

Choir Lord, have mercy. 
 
Priest For favourable weather, for abundance 

of the fruits of the earth, and for 
peaceful times; let us pray to the Lord. 

Choir Lord, have mercy. 
 
Priest For those who travel by sea, by land, by 

air, for the sick and suffering; for those 
in captivity; and for their salvation,  let 
us pray to the Lord. 

Choir Lord, have mercy. 
 



Priest For our deliverance from all affliction, 
wrath, danger and necessity; let us pray 
to the Lord. 

Choir Lord, have mercy. 
 
Priest Help us, save us, have mercy on us, and 

keep us,  
O God, by Your grace. 

Choir Lord, have mercy 
 
Priest Commemorating our all-holy, pure, 

most blessed and glorious Lady, the 
Mother of God and Ever Virgin Mary, 
with all the saints; let us entrust 
ourselves and one another, and our 
whole life, to Christ our God. 
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 ʖعʷا رب.  الǽ ʥَل  
ʥد، أيُّها الآبُ   الؒاهʦʱُامٍ وسʙكȀو ʗٍʻʱʸؕلُّ ت ʣَغي لॺʹلأنهُ ي

لَّ أوانٍ  Ȁلى دَهʙِْ و والابʥُ والʙوحُ القʗُُس،الآنَ وَُؕ
.ʥَȂʙِاهʗال  

 ʖعʷال   ʧʽآم  
  

  ويرنمّ الشعب 
   َʥॽروحي إل ʛَُؔɦʰَلِ تʽالل ʧرٌ   مʨكَ نʛَا الله لأنَّ أوامǽ

  على الأرض.
  

  :ى لحن طروʪرية الختن (اللحن الثامن)  ثم ترنمّ عل
  

  (بعد كل ستيخن)  هللʽلȄʨا، هللʽلȄʨا، هللʽلȄʨا
  
 .انُ على الأرضȞʶلَ أيها الʙا العʨʺَّتَعل 



   ُارُ تأكلʻأدِّب، والآنَ الʱم ʛَʽاً غॼɻش ʚُةُ تأخʛʽالغ
 .ʧالʺʹادي 

  ًاءʨأس ʦدْهʜَِا ربّ زِدْ فǽ .اءَ الأرضʺʤاءَ عʨأس  
  

  

ها هʨَذا الǽ ʧُʱʵأتي في نʸفِ اللʽلِ فȃʨʢى للعʙِʰ الʙُʳǽَ ȑʚهُ 
ʗʶُم ʛُʽغ ʨَغافلاً فهʱُهُ مʙُʳǽ ȑʚاً، أما الʤِقॽʱʶُم َ◌Șِح  .

فانǽ ȑʛʤُا نفʶي ألاّ تɦʶَغʛقي في الʨʻم وȄُغلȘَ علʥِॽ خارجَ 
لَّʺي إلى الʺʨت، بل ʨؗني مʰʱʻهةً صارخة  َʁ : الʺلʨؔتِ وتُ

 َʗوسٌ أنʙّوسٌ قʙّوسٌ قʙّا الله،  قǽǼ َِّةʨق   ِॼʽصل َʥ اʻʺارح. 

15  

Choir To You, O Lord. 
 
Priest For to You belong all glory, honour, and 

worship:  
to the Father, and to the Son, and to the 
Holy Spirit: now and for ever, and to the 
ages of ages. 

Choir Amen. 
 

 
The Choir sings the following in Tone Eight 
 
My spirit seeks You early in the night watches, for 
Your commandments are a light on the earth. 
 
Alleluia, alleluia, alleluia.  (Repeated after each 
Stichera) 
 
 Learn righteousness, you that dwell upon the 

earth.   
 The wrath of God shall fall upon a 

disobedient people, and fire shall now 



devour the enemy. 
 Bring more evils upon them, O Lord; bring 

more evils upon them that are glorious on earth. 
 
 
Troparion in Tone Eight 
 
Behold, the Bridegroom comes at midnight, and 
blessed is the servant whom He shall find 
watching; and again, unworthy is the servant 
whom He shall find heedless. Beware, therefore, O 
my soul, do not be weighed down with sleep, lest 
you be given up to death and lest you be shut out 
of the Kingdom. But rouse yourself crying: Holy, 
holy, holy are You, O our God.  Through the 
Power of Your Cross, have mercy upon us. 
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ʗُ لِلأبِ والابʥِ والʙوحِ القʗُُس ْɦ َy   ال
ها هʨَذا الǽ ʧُʱʵأتي في نʸفِ اللʽلِ فȃʨʢى للعʙِʰ الʙُʳǽَ ȑʚهُ 

Ș ِɹ ʱʶُم ʛُʽغ ʨَغافلاً فهʱُهُ مʙُʳǽ ȑʚاً، أما الʤِقॽَɦʶُم  .
فانǽ ȑʛʤا نفʶي ألاّ تɦʶَغʛقي في الʨʻم وȄُغلȘَ علʥِॽ خارجَ 

لَّʺي إلى الʺʨت، بل ʨؗن َʁ ي مʰʱʻهةً صارخة: الʺلʨؔتِ وتُ
 َʗوسٌ أنʙّوسٌ قʙّوسٌ قʙّعِ  قॽʺأجلِ ج ʧا الله، مǽ  َʥॽʶǽʙّق  

  ارحʺʻا. 
  
  ٍلَّ أوان   .Ȁلى دَهʙِْ الʗاهʥَȂʙِ آمʥʻو الآنَ وَُؕ

ها هʨَذا الǽ ʧُʱʵأتي في نʸفِ اللʽلِ فȃʨʢى للعʙِʰ الʙُʳǽَ ȑʚهُ 
Ș ِɹ ʱʶُم ʛُʽغ ʨَغافلاً فهʱُهُ مʙُʳǽ ȑʚاً، أما الʤِقॽَɦʶُم  .

نǽ ȑʛʤا نفʶي ألاّ تɦʶَغʛقي في الʨʻم وȄُغلȘَ علʥِॽ خارجَ فا
لَّʺي إلى الʺʨت، بل ʨؗني مʰʱʻهةً صارخة:  َʁ الʺلʨؔتِ وتُ

  ◌ِ قʙّوسٌ قʙّوسٌ قʙّوسٌ أنǽ ʗا الله، مʧ أجلِ والʙةِ الإله
  ارحʺʻا. 



  
  

 
  

ʥبّ   الؒاهʙلامٍ إلى الʴǺ ًاʷǻاً وأʷǻنأ.ʔُلʠ  
 ʖعʷال   ْʦَا ربُّ ارحǽ.  
ʥالؒاه  .ʣʯِ َy ʗْ وخَلʝِّْ وارحʤَْ واحفʢَْʹا ǻا الله بِِ́عْ ُ̫   أُعْ
 ʖعʷال  .ʦَْا ربُّ ارحǽ  
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 Glory to the Father, and to the Son, and to 
the Holy Spirit:  

Behold, the Bridegroom comes at midnight, and 
blessed is the servant whom He shall find 
watching; and again, unworthy is the servant 
whom He shall find heedless. Beware, therefore, O 
my soul, do not be weighed down with sleep, lest 
you be given up to death and lest you be shut out 
of the Kingdom. But rouse yourself crying: Holy, 
holy, holy are You, O our God.  Through all Your 
Saints, have mercy upon us. 
 
 
 Now and forever, and to the ages of ages.  

Amen. 
Behold, the Bridegroom comes at midnight, and 
blessed is the servant whom He shall find 
watching; and again, unworthy is the servant 
whom He shall find heedless. Beware, therefore, O 
my soul, do not be weighed down with sleep, lest 
you be given up to death and lest you be shut out 
of the Kingdom. But rouse yourself crying: Holy, 



holy, holy are You, O our God.  Through the 
Mother of God, have mercy upon us. 
 
 
 
 

The Little Ektenia 
 
Priest Again and again, in peace let us pray to 

the Lord.   
Choir Lord, have mercy. 
 
Priest Help us, save us, have mercy on us, and 

keep us,  
O God, by Your grace. 

Choir Lord, have mercy. 
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ʥا  الؒاهʗََّةَ القॻُؒل ʙِنا ال ْؕ سةِ الʠاهʙِةَ الفائِقَةَ الʙَʮَكاتِ Ǻعʗ ذ
 ،ʤȂʙَْة مॻّلʦʯʮةَ الʸائʗة الإلهِ الʗتَʹا والʗَ ʗʻʱَyة، سّ̒ ال
ʹا Ǻعʷاً   ُ̫ ʥʻʴǻ، لٍʹʦدِعْ نفʦسَʹا وȁَع ِّʗعِ القॻʸَمعَ ج

ॻʴَyحِ الإله.   وؕلّ حॻاتِʹا لل
 ʖعʷا رب.  الǽ ʥَل  
ʥالؒاه   َّʚِالع ʣَأيُّها الآبُ لأنَّ ل ،ʗʱَy لʣَ والقʗُرةَ وال ُy ةَ ولʣَ ال

لَّ أوانٍ  Ȁلى دَهʙِْ و والابʥُ والʙوحُ القʗُُس،الآنَ وَُؕ
.ʥَȂʙِاهʗال  

 ʖعʷال  .ʧʽآم  
 

  

 
  ) ثالثل(ʪللحن ا

  



 ʥَॽْمʙعلى ق ʗْوأفاض ʥَॽإل ʗْمʙّةَ تقॽانʜح، إنّ الॽʶʺأيها ال
الʛʷورِ، وأمّا  ʱانةِ Ǽأمʛك مʧ نَ  مع ʨʽʡبٍ فانعʱقʗْ  دمʨعاً 

 ُʦǽʙالع ʚُʽʺلʱال  ُ̫ ɦِ̋ ال ها  ʛِȞ َʥ، إذ ؗان مʨعȃʨاً مʧ نع َ́ رَفَ
ِّ̒̒  ॼʴʺǼةِ الفʹة، فالʺʥ  ُʙʳَ وتʺʛَّغَ Ǽالʴʺأَة وȃاعَ  ʴʱل َʥ  

 .ʛʷॼال َّʖʴا مǽ  
  
 سʗُُوحِ القʙوال ʥِلِلأبِ والاب ʗُ ْɦ َy   )لرابع(ʪللحن ا.  ال

 ʥَ سَ تʶلॽَ̋ ر إنّ يهʨذا الغاشَ، لعʷقِهِ الفʹةَ د أيها الʛبُّ 
 ʥلʚاةِ، لॽʴال ʜَʻؗ اǽ ٍّʞغǼ َعʛَدِ  أسʨهʽال ʨʴنٍ نʨʻʳǼ 

عʨʢني وأنا أن تُ  الʺʳʱاوزȑ الȄʛʷعة قائلاً لهʦ:  ماذا تʙȄʛونَ 
  .ʸʱلʨʰهُ ʦ لِ سلʺهُ إلȞॽُ أُ 
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Priest Commemorating our all -holy, pure, 

most blessed and glorious Lady, the 
Mother of God and Ever Virgin Mary, 
with all the saints; let us entrust 
ourselves and one another, and our 
whole life, to Christ our God. 

Choir To You, O Lord. 
 
Priest For Yours is the majesty, and Yours is 

the kingdom and the power and the 
glory: of the Father, and of the Son, and 
of the Holy Spirit: now, and forever, and 
to the ages of ages. 

Choir Amen. 
 
 
 

The Kathismata  
Tone Three 

 
The harlot drew near You, O Merciful Master, and 
poured out on Your feet the oil of myrrh with her 
tears; and at Your command she was delivered 



from the foul smell of her evil deeds. But the 
ungrateful disciple, though he breathed your 
grace, rejected it and defiled himself in filth, selling 
You from love of money. Glory be to your 
compassion, O Christ. 
 
 Glory be to the Father, and to the Son, and 

to the Holy Spirit.   (Tone Four) 
 
Deceitful Judas, in his love for money, pondered 
cunningly how he might betray You, O Lord, the 
Treasure of life. Therefore in drunken folly he 
hastened to the Jews and said to the transgressors: 
‘What will you give me, and I will deliver Him unto 
you to be crucified?’ 
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  ٍلَّ أوان (ʪللحن .  Ȁلى دَهʙِْ الʗاهʥَȂʙِ آمʥʻو الآنَ وَُؕ
  ) الأول

ॽإل ʗفʱةَ هॽانʜؤوف، إنّ الʛأيها ال َʥ  َو ،ʖٍʽʴʻب َ̫ ȃ ِرأس ʛِها ع
 ِʦॽʺʸال ʧةً مʙّهʻʱارةٍ مʛʴǼ ʥॽَْمʙق ʗْʴʶا  مǽ يʻ ِy قائلةً: لا تُق

yْ لْ لʻْي بل اقhَ ذُ ʛ إلهي ولا تَ   مʻ ُّʖʴي Ǽʺا أنʻ َʥي تائॼةً وخلّ
 ِʛʷॼك.  الʙوح  

  
  
 
 
  
  
  

 
ʥل   الؒاهʻʱاعِ الإنʸʴِل ʥَʻ قَّ ِ̡ ʯَʴُنَ مʦؒأجلِ أنْ ن ʥِْم

.ʔُلʠبِّ إلهʹا نʙس، إلى الʗّقʸال  
 ʖعʷال  .ʦَْا ربُّ ارحǽ(ʬثلا)  



ʥَعِ   الؒاهy ʴَِ́وَل ʤِقʯَʴَِ́ة، لʸȜْ ِ̡ yُقʗَّس ال   .الإنʻʱلَ ال
.ʤْȜُِعॻʸʱِلامُ لʴال  

 ʖعʷال  .ʥَِوحʛِوَل  
ʥالؒاه  ʛǻʗّارة القʵǺِ ʥِْم ʃȂʙلٌ شʶحʹا فʦلي  يʻʱالإن

ʙاهʠال ʘʻʸلʯوال ʙʻʵॺ50- 17: 12( ال (  
 ʖعʷال  .ʥل ʙُ ْr ʙُ لǽ ʥَا ربُّ الʺ ْr   الʺ
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 Now and forever and to the ages of ages.  
Amen.   

(Tone One) 
 
The harlot, in her grief, called upon You, O Lord of 

compassion, and fervently dried Your sacred feet 

with the hair of her head and from the depths of her 
heart she groaned; `Cast me not out, neither destroy 

me, O my God, but receive me in repentance and 
save me, for You alone are merciful. 

 
  
 
 

The Matins Gospel 
 
Priest And that we may be accounted worthy 

to hear the Holy Gospel, let us pray to 
the Lord. 

Choir Lord, have mercy.  (Thrice). 
 



Priest Wisdom! Attend! Let us hear the Holy 
Gospel.  Peace be to all. 

Choir And to Your spirit. 
 
Priest The Reading from the Holy Gospel 

according to Saint John.  (12: 17-50) 
Choir Glory to You, O Lord, glory to You. 
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ʥغِ.  الؒاه ْʁ   لُِ́

انʨُا في ذلʥ الʜمان ؗان َ  َؗ  ʧَيʚَِّعُ ال ْ̋ َr حʨʶǽ   ʧَʽِعَ مع الْ
انʨُا  ʧْ بَ هُ مِ دَعَا لِعَازَرَ مʧَِ الْقʛِْhَ وَأَقَامَ  َؗ ʧِْ̔ الأَمʨَْاتِ، 

 َʥِلʚَِونَ لَهُ بʙَُه ْ̫ ǽَ  .  ،ِالِهॼَʁْ ِɦْعُ لاِسʨُ̋ ُr وَلʚِلʥَِ خʛََجʗَِ الْ
عʨُا أَنَّهُ أَجȐʛَْ تِلʥَْ الآǽَةَ  ِ̋ ʨُّ̔نَ .  لأَنَّهʦُْ سَ ِʁ Ȅِّʛَفَقَالَ الْف

 :ʠٍْعॼَِل ʦُْه ُ́ ɦَفِ “Ǽَعْ ْʁ ʦُْؔ لʦَْ تَ ʅَॽْ أَنَّ َؗ  ʦُْɦ ʯاً؟ هَا قʙَِ ا شَْ̔ ʙُʽو أَرَأَيْ
لُّهُ وَرَاءَهُ  ُؗ  ʦَُالْعَال Șََلʢَْان! ” 

 ʙِʽِادَةِ فِي أَثَْ̒اءِ الْعॼَɻِْلِل ʦَॽِوا أُورُشَلʙُ َy انَ بʧََْ̔ الʚَِّيʧَ قَ وََؗ
Ǽَعʠُْ الʨُْ̔نَانʧَʽِِّ̔، فʚََهʨُhَا إِلَى فʽِلʝَُّॼِ، وَهʨَُ مʧِْ بʗََْ̔ صʙََْ̔ا  

لʽِلِ  َr ǽَاسʙَُِّ̔، نʙُȄʛُِ أَنْ نʨ“  Ȑʛََا لَهُ: قَالُ ، وَ فِي مʢَِْ̒قَةِ الْ
ʨعَ  ُʁ ǽَ”  . اʛََhْا مَعاً وَأَخॼَʂََذ َّʦُرَاوُسَ، ثʙَْأَن ʛََhْوَأَخ ʝُُّॼِلʽِاءَ ف َr فَ
ʨعَ  ُʁ ǽَ. 

ا:  َ̋ ʨعُ لَهُ ُʁ ǽَ َانِ “ فَقَال َʁ ʙِʽ ابʧِْ الإِنْ ِr ْ̋ ʗْȃَʛََɦ سَاعَةُ تَ .  قʙَِ اقْ
Șَّ أَقʨُلُ لَ  َɹ Șَّ الْ َɹ ʢَْ̒ةِ تॼَْقَى وَحʙَʽِةً إِنْ لʦَْ  : إِنَّ ʦُْؔ الْ ِɹ  حॼََّةَ الْ



 ʗُْ̋ ɦِجُ حॼَّاً .  تَقَعْ فِي الأَرْضِ وَتَ ْ̒ أَمَّا إِذَا مَاتʗَْ، فَإِنَّهَا تُ
ʛْهَا.  كʛʽَِ̡اً  َʁ ْɻ ǽَ ،ِاتِهॽَ َɹ Ǽِ ʥْ ʁَّ َ̋ َɦ وَمʧَْ نʚََhَهَا فِي هʚََا .  مʧَْ يَ

ॽَا  َɹ ʙِمَِ̒ي  .  ǽَّةِ بʙَِ ةِ الأَ الْعَالʦَِ يʨَُفʛُِّهَا لِلْ ْɻ ǽَ ْأَرَادَ أَن ʧَْم
ॼَْɦعِْ̒ي ʨُؔنُ خَادِمِي أǽَْʹاً .  فَلَْ̔ ǽَ نُ أَنَاʨُأَك ʘَُْ̔وَح  .  ʧَْلُّ م وَُؗ

ʛِمُهُ أَبِي  ْؔ ǽُ مُِ̒يʙِ ْɻ ǽَ. 

اذَا أَقʨُلُ؟  َ̋ ȃَʛِʢَةٌ، فَ ْ́ ي الآنَ مُ ِʁ أَيُّهَا الآبُ أَنْقʚِْنِي مʧَِ    نَفْ
اعَةِ الْقَا ʁَّ ؟ عَلَ دِمَةِ ال اعَةِ أَتʗَُْ̔   يَّ ʁَّ ʧْ أَجْلِ هʚَِهِ ال ِ̋ .  لاَ! فَ

 َʥَ̋ ʙِ اسْ ِrّ  ” !أَيُّهَا الآبُ، مَ

 :ʖُʽ ِr ǽُ ِاء َ̋ ʁَّ ʙُهُ   “فَإِذَا صʨَْتٌ مʧَِ ال ِrّ ʙْتُهُ وَسَأُمَ rَّ قʙَْ مَ
ʨْتَ: .  ”أǽَْʹاً  yَّ عʨُا ال ِ̋ ʧَّْ̋ سَ اضʧَȄʛِِ مِ َɹ فَقَالَ Ǽَعʠُْ الْ

ʧَِّؔ غʛََْ̔هʦُْ قَالʨُا:   ”!رَعʙٍْ هʚََا صʨَْتُ “   وَل
19  

Priest Let us attend. 
 

At That time, the crowd that had been with Him 

when He called Lazarus out of the tomb and 

raised him from the dead bore witness. The reason 

why the crowd went to meet Him was that they 

heard He had done this sign. The Pharisees then 

said to one another, “You see that you can do 

nothing; look, the world has gone after Him.” 

 

Now among those who went up to worship at the 

feast were some Greeks. So these came to Philip, 

who was from Bethsaida in Galilee, and said to him, 

“Sir, we wish to see Jesus.” Philip went and told 

Andrew; Andrew went with Philip and they told 

Jesus. And Jesus answered them, “The hour has 

come for the Son of man to be glorified. Truly, 

truly, I say to you, unless a grain of wheat falls into 

the earth and dies, it remains alone; but if it dies, it 



bears much fruit. He who loves his life loses it, and 

he who hates his life in this world will keep it for 

eternal life. If any one serves me, he must follow 

me; and where I am, there shall my servant be 

also; if any one serves me, the Father will honour 

him. 

“Now is my soul troubled. And what shall I say? 

‘Father, save me from this hour? No, for this 

purpose I have come to this hour. Father, glorify 

thy name.” Then a voice came from heaven, “I 

have glorified it, and I will glorify it again.” The 

crowd standing by heard it and said that it had 

thundered. Others said, 
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ثَهُ مَلاَكٌ “ َّʙَعُ: .  ”حʨ ُʁ ǽَ َتُ لأَجْلِي  “فَأَجَابʨْ yَّ ʧُْؔ هʚََا ال ǽَ ʦَْل
 ْʦُؔ ʦِ عَ الآنَ وَقʗُْ الْ .  بَلْ لأَجْلِ ْؔ ُɹ َʚَدُ لَى هʛَʢْǽُ َالآن !ʦَِا الْعَال

   سʙَُِّ̔ هʚََا الْعَالʦَِ خَارِجاً!
ॽعَ  ِ̋ َr قَالَ  .  "وَحʧَʽِ أعَُلȘَُّ مʛَْفʨُعاً عʧَِ الأَرْضِ أَجʚِْبُ إِلَيَّ الْ

ʨُ̋تُهَا ॽََِي سɦََّةِ الɦʽ ِ̋ ʛʽاً إِلَى الْ ِ̫ اضʧَȄʛِِ: .  هʚََا مُ َɹ فَقَالَ Ǽَعʠُْ الْ
“ ɦَْ̋ َّ̫ عَلَّ ʅَॽْ تَقʨُلُ  Ȅʛِعَةُ َ̒ا ال َؔ ॽحَ يॼَْقَى حॽَّاً إِلَى الأَبʙَِ، فَ ِʁ َ̋  أَنَّ الْ

انِ لاَبʙَُّ أَنْ ǽُعَلȘََّ؟ َʁ انِ هʚََا؟   إِنَّ ابʧَْ الإِنْ َʁ    ” مʧَْ هʨَُ ابʧُْ الإِنْ
ʨعُ:  ُʁ ǽَ ʦُْاً “ فَقَالَ لَهʛʽ ِy ʦُْؔ وَقʱْاً قَ فʨََاصِلʨُا  .  الʨُّ̒رُ Ǽَاقٍ مَعَ

 َʛَْ̔مَاس ʦَُّْلاَمُ، دَامَ الكʤال ʦُُؔ ॽَْعَل Șَِhʢْǽُ َّلاʯَِل ،ʦُْؔ ॽَْقُ عَلʛِ ْ̫ ǽُ ُرʨُّ̒

 ُʖَهʚَْي ʧَْأَي ʦَُعْلǽَ ََّلاَمِ لاʤي فِي ال ِ̫ ْ̋ ǽَ ȑʚَِّرِ  .  فَإِنَّ الʨُّ̒الǼِ اʨُِ̒آم
ʛُʽوا أَبَْ̒اءَ الʨُّ̒رِ  ِy َɦ ʦُْؔ، فَ ʨعُ وȃََعʙَْمَا قَالَ ǽَ .  ”مَادَامَ الʨُّ̒رُ مَعَ ُʁ

هُ عَْ̒هʚَ ْʦُا، ذَهَ هَ  َʁ  .ʖَ وَأَخْفَى نَفْ

 َّʦِɦَِ̔هِ، لǼِ اʨُِ̒مʕُْي ʦَْاً، لʙِّةً جʛَʽِ̡ َؗ وَمَعَ أَنَّهُ أَجȐʛَْ أَمَامَهʦُْ آǽَاتٍ 
ʣَ ʧْهʛََتْ يʙَُ “قʨَْلُ الhَِّ̒يِّ إِشॽَɻَْاءَ:  َ̋ ǽَارَبُّ مʧَْ آمȞَǼِ ʧََلاَمَِ̒ا؟ وَلِ



؟ ʢَɦِ   " الʛَّبِّ ْʁ ǽَ ʦَْا أَ فَلʨُعॽ ْʕُاً: نْ يʹǽَْاءَ قَالَ أॽَɻَْا، لأَنَّ إِشʨُِ̒م 
ʨُ̋ا  “ ʛُوا Ǽِعʨُُ̔نِهʦِْ وȄََفْهَ ِy ॼُْلاَّ يʯَِل ،ʦُْهȃَʨُى قُل ʁَّ َ̋ى عʨُُ̔نَهʦُْ وَقَ أعَْ

 ْʦُا فَأَشْفَِ̔هʨȃُʨُɦ Ȅََو ،ʦِْهȃِʨُقُلǼِ"  .  Ȑَمَا رَأʙَِْ̒ا عʚََاءُ هॽَɻَْقَالَ إِش ʙَْوَق
ʙَ الʛَّبِّ  ْr ʙَّ  مَ َɹ َɦ ؤَسَاءِ  .  هُ ثَ عَْ̒ فَ ُّʛال ʧَِم ʧَȄʛِʽِ̡ َؗ وَمَعَ ذلʥَِ فَإِنَّ 

 ʦَ َؔ ْɹ ǽُ ْافَةَ أَن َɻ انِهʦِْ، مَ َ̋ ǽِإǼِ واʛُِاه َr ǽُ ْعَ، دُونَ أَنʨ ُʁ ॽَِا بʨَُ̒آم
عِ،  َ̋ ْr َ̋ ْ̔هǼِ ʦِْالʛَّْʢدِ مʧَِ الْ ʙَ الآتِي مʧَِ الَّ̒اسِ  عَلَ ْr َ̋ لʧَʽِ الْ ِّ́ مُفَ

 ʙِ ْr َ̋   .ʧَ اللهِ الآتِي مِ عَلَى الْ
ʨْتٍ عَالٍ:  َy Ǽِ ُعʨ ُʁ ǽَ َلاَ بِي أَنَا "فَقَال ʧُِمʕُْي ʨَُبِي، فَه ʧِْمʕُْي ʧَْم

بَلْ Ǽِالȑʚَِّ أَرْسَلَِ̒ي، وَمʧَْ رَآنِي، رَأȐَ الȑʚَِّ أَرْسَلَِ̒ي جʗُʯِْ إِلَى 
 ʧََآم ʧْ َ̋   الْعَالʦَِ نʨُراً، فَ
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“An angel has spoken to Him.” Jesus answered, 
‘This voice has come for your sake, not for mine. 
Now is the judgment of this world, now shall the 
ruler of this world be cast out; and I, when  
I am lifted up from the earth, will draw all men to 
myself.” He said this to show by what death he 
was to die. The crowd answered him, “We have 
heard from the law that the Christ remains for ever. 
How can you say that the Son of man must be lifted 
up? Who is this Son of man?” Jesus said to them, 
“The light is with you for a little longer. Walk 
while you have the light, lest the darkness 
overtake you; he who walks in the darkness does 
not know where he goes. 
While you have the light, believe in the light, that 
you may become sons of light.” 
When Jesus had said this, He departed and hid 
Himself from them. Though He had done so many 
signs before them, yet they did not believe in Him; 
it was that the word spoken by the prophet Isaiah 
might be fulfilled: 



“Lord, who has believed our report, and to whom 
has the arm of the Lord been revealed?”  
Therefore they could not believe. For Isaiah again 
said, “He has blinded their eyes and hardened 
their heart, lest they should see with their eyes and 
perceive with their heart, and turn for me to heal 
them.” 
Isaiah said this because he saw his glory and spoke 
of Him. Nevertheless many even of the authorities 
believed in Him, but for fear of the Pharisees they 
did not confess it, lest they should be put out of the 
synagogue; for they loved the praise of men more 
than the praise of God. 
And Jesus cried out and said, “He who believes in 
me, believes not in me but in Him who sent Me. 
And he who sees Me sees Him who sent Me. I 
have come as light into the world, that whoever 
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لاَمِي وَلʦَْ يʕُْمʧِْ  .  بِي لاَ يॼَْقَى فِي الʤَّلاَمِ  َؗ  ʙٌَعَ أَح ِ̋ وȂَِذَا سَ
ʦَُؔ عَلَى الْعَالʦَِ،  هِ، عَلǼِ ُʦُؔ   ْॽَهِ، فَأَنَا لاَ أَحْ  فَقʙَْ جʗُʯِْ لاَ لأَحْ

 َʦَالْعَال ʟَِّلاَمِي، لَهُ .  بَلْ لأُخَل َؗ لُ  َhْقǽَ َِ̒ي وَلا ُ́ فَالȑʚَِّ يʛَْفُ
ʦُُؔ عَلॽَْهِ فِي   ْɹ ɦُهَا هِيَ تَ ةَ الɦَِّي قُلْ َ̋ لِ َؔ ʦُُؔ عَلॽَْهِ: فَإِنَّ الْ ْɹ ǽَ ʧَْم

لʦَّْ نِّي لʦَْ أَ الʨَْْ̔مِ الأَخʛِʽِ؛ لأَ  َؔ يْءٍ مʧِْ عȑʙِِْ̒، بَلْ أَقʨُلُ تَ َ̫ Ǽِ
ɦَهُ   مَا أَوْصَانِي Ǽِهِ الآبُ الȑʚَِّ أَرْسَلَِ̒ي وَأَنَا أعَْلʦَُ أَنَّ وَصَِّ̔
ا قَالَهُ لِيَ   َ̋ َؗ لاَمٍ، أَقʨُلُهُ  َؗ  ʧِْلُهُ مʨَُّةٌ: فَإِنَّ مَا أَقǽʙَِاةٌ أَبॽََهِيَ ح

 .”الآبُ 
 

 

 ʖعʷال   َʥل ʙُ ْr ʙُ لǽ .ʥا ربُّ االʺ ْr   لʺ

 
ʺʲلِ ʛʲؗةِ رأفʥَِɦ أُمحُ  إرحʺʻي ǽا ɳُّ ؗعʦِॽʤ رحʺʥَِɦ ، وؗ

  مآثʺي.



ʛني.   إغʶلʻْي ʛʽʲؗاً مʧ إثʺي ومʧْ خʱʯʽʢي ʡهِّ
 .ʧʽي أمامي في ؗلِّ حʱʯʽʢإثʺي وخǼ ٌفإنّي أنا عارف  

إلʥَॽ وحʙَك خʗُʯْʢِ والʛʷَّ قʙّامʥَ صʻعʗُ لؔي تʙʸقَ في 
ɦِ̋ أقʨالʥِ وتغل   ʖَ.ʥ في مʴاك

  هاءنʚا Ǽالآثامِ حʰُلَ بي وȃالʢʵاǽا ولʙتʻْي أمّي. 
 ʥَِɦʺȞح ʠَامʨلي غ ʗَʴوأوض َّȘʴال ʗَʰʰأح ʙق ʥلأن

  ومʨʱʶراتِها.
ʻي Ǽالʜوف ُɹ ʹʻىت   ُʛهʡلج.  ،فأʲال ʧَِم ʛَʲأك ُّʠॽي فَابʻُلʶوتغ 
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believes in me may not remain in darkness. If 

any one hears My sayings and does not keep 

them, I do not judge him; for I did not come to 

judge the world but to save the world. He who 

rejects Me and does not receive My sayings has a 

judge; the word that I have spoken will be his judge 

on the last day. For I have not spoken on my own 

authority; the Father who sent me has himself given 

me commandment what to say and what to speak. 

And I know that his commandment is eternal life. 

What I say, therefore, I say as the Father has bidden 

me.” 
 
Choir Glory to You, O Lord, glory to You. 
 
 
 

Psalm 50 
(Prayer of repentance) 

 



Have mercy on me, O God, in Your enduring 

goodness, according to the fullness of Your 

compassion blot out my offences.  Wash me 

thoroughly from my wickedness and cleanse me 

from my sin.  For, I acknowledge my rebellion, 

and my sin is ever before me.  Against You only 

have I sinned and done what is evil in Your 

eyes; so You will be just in Your sentence and 

blameless in Your judging.  Surely in 

wickedness I was brought to birth and in sin my 

mother conceived me.  You that desire truth in 

the inward parts, O teach me wisdom in the 

secret places of the heart.  Purge me with hyssop 

and I shall be clean, wash me and I shall be 

whiter than snow.          21 

عʻُي بهʳةً وسʛوراً فʱʰʱهجُ عʤامي الʚلʽلة. ِ̋ ʶُت  
  امحُ ؗلَّ مآثʺي.ǽاȑ و ʧ خʢااصʛفْ وجهʥََ ع 

دْ في أحʷائي. ِّʙاً جʺॽʁʱʶوروحاً م ،ɳّ اǽ َّفي Șْاً أخلॽʁاً نॼقل  
  لا تʛʢحʻْي مʧ أمامِ وجهʥَِ وروحʥُ القʙّوس لا تʜʻعْهُ مʻي. 

ʙْني. ُ́   امʻʴʻي بهʳةَ خلاصʥِ وʛȃوحٍ رئاسيّ أع
  فاعلʦَّ الأثʺة ʛَʡقʥ والؔفʛة إلʥَॽ يʛجعʨن.

ǽ ماءʙال ʧي مʻ ّr   لهَ خلاصي، فʱʰʽهجَ لʶاني Ǽِعʙلʥ.، إ ا ɳّ ن
.ʥʱʴॼʶʱفʺي ب ʛَʰʵॽɾ ّيʱحْ شفʱا ربُّ افǽ  

  ُّʛ َʁ لأنʥ لʨ آثʛتَ الʚبʴॽةَ لʗُʻؔ الآن أعʢُي، لʥَّ̒ؔ لا تُ
ʛَقات. ْɹ ُ̋   Ǽال

عُ والʺʨʱاضعُ لا  ِّ̫ʵʱʺال ʖُالقل ،Ș ِɹ ʶʻروحٌ م Ǚّ ُةʴॽبʚفال
 .ɳّ ُذلُهʛي  

 َّʛʶʺǼ ا ربǽ ْصهتِ أَصلح ʥ ،نʨʽ ْول ɦُ hْ ُارʨأس ʧَ  .ʦॽأورشل  
ʛُّ بʚبʴॽة العʙلِ  َʁ حǽُ ʚٍʯʻʽقʨȃʛّنَ .  قȃʛاناً ومʛَʴقات حʚٍʯʻʽ تُ

ʥَ العʨʳُل. َɹ Ǽʚعلى م  
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Make me hear of joy and gladness, let the bones 

which You have broken rejoice.  Hide Your face 

from my sins and blot out all my iniquities.  

Create in me a clean heart, O God and renew a 

right spirit within me.  Do not cast me out from 

Your presence, and do not take Your holy spirit 

from me.  O give me the gladness of Your help 

again, and support me with a willing spirit.  

Then will I teach transgressors Your ways and 

sinners shall turn to You again.  O Lord God of 

my salvation, deliver me from bloodshed, and 

my tongue shall sing of Your righteousness.  O 

Lord, open my lips, and my mouth shall 

proclaim Your praise.  You take no pleasure in 

sacrifice or  

I would give it: burnt offerings You do not want.  

The sacrifice of God is a broken spirit; a broken 

and contrite heart O God You will not despise.  

In Your graciousness do good to Zion; rebuild 



the walls of Jerusalem.  Then will You delight in 

right sacrifices, in burnt offerings and oblations; 

then will they offer young bulls upon Your altar. 
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(للحن الثانيʪ) 
  

عʗَ فʺي على أعʙا  لقʙ ثʻʱhَّي على صʛʵةِ  ي ئالإǽʺان ووسَّ
ʻا ها: لʝॽ قʙّوسٌ مʲلَ إلهِ لأنّ روحي قʙ فʛحʗْ عʙʻ تʛتʽلِ 

 ʝَॽاكَ    عادلٌ ولʨا رب. سǽ  
  

.ʣل ʗʱʸا إلهʹا الǻ ʣل ʗʱʸال  
  Ǽعʜمٍ ردȑء  الʱأمَ  Ǽʙاʡلٌ، وق إن الʺʳʺعَ الʴائʙَ عʧ الȄʛʷعةِ 

 ُॽتّل:   لʛن ʥل ȑʚال ʚُقʻʺحُ الॽʶʺا أيها الǽ ةʛȄʛʳال ʗʴك تʛَهʤ
 َʨه ʗاإلهُ   أنʻ  ʝَॽاكَ  ولʨوسٌ سʙا ربّ. قǽ  

  
ʗُ لِ  ْɦ َy لَّ أوانٍ   .بِ والابʥِ والʙوحِ القʗُُسلآ ال Ȁلى و الآنَ وَُؕ

ʥʻآم ʥَȂʙِاهʗال ʙِْدَه.  



 َʁ هʦ رديʯةٌ  إن مʳʺعَ العابȑʛ الʻامʨس الʛدȑء، Ǽʺا أنّ أنف
ʙّيȘ ؗعǼ ʛ ʦِǽʙةٌ ĺ، قʙ تآم◌ِ مʴار ِy وا على قʱل الʺॽʶح ال

ǽا  قʙّوسٌ سʨاكَ  ʻا ولʝَॽ هʨ إلهُ  لهُ:  أنʗَ  لُ الʸلاح الȑʚ نʛتّ 
  ربّ.

  
عʗَ فʺي على أعʙائي  لقʙ ثʻʱhَّي على صʛʵةِ الإǽʺان ووسَّ
لأنّ روحي قʙ فʛحʗْ عʙʻ تʛتʽلِها: لʝॽ قʙّوسٌ مʲلَ إلهʻِا 

  ولʝَॽ عادلٌ سʨاكَ ǽا رب.
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CANTICLE THREE 
Tone Two 

 
Irmos On the rock of faith You have established 
me, and You have opened wide my mouth against 
my enemies. For my spirit has rejoiced to sing: None 
is holy as our God and none is righteous beside 
You, O Lord. 
 
Glory to You, O Lord, glory to You. 
 
The Sanhedrin of the lawless men is assembled with 
its fruitless discussions and evil purpose to declare 
You, O Christ, the deliverer, condemned; You, to 
Whom we sing: You are our God, and there is none 
holy beside You, O Lord. 
 
Glory to the Father, and to the Son and to the Holy 
Spirit.  Now and forever and to the ages of ages. 
Amen. 
 



The wicked assembly of the transgressors, with 
souls full of hatred for God, considers how to kill 
as a malefactor the righteous Christ, to whom we 
sing: You are our God and there is none holy 
beside You, O Lord. 
 
Repeat Irmos: On the rock of faith You have 
established me, and You have opened wide my 
mouth against my enemies.  For my spirit has 
rejoiced to sing: None is holy as our God and none 
is righteous beside You, O Lord.. 
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 
 

ʥبّ   الؒاهʙلامٍ إلى الʴǺ ًاʷǻاً وأʷǻنأ.ʔُلʠ  
 ʖعʷال  .ʦَْا ربُّ ارحǽ  
ʥالؒاه  .ʣʯِ َy ʗْ وخَلʝِّْ وارحʤَْ واحفʢَْʹا ǻا الله بِِ́عْ ُ̫   أُعْ
 ʖعʷال  .ʦَْا ربُّ ارحǽ  
ʥةَ الفائِقَةَ   الؒاهʙِاهʠاسةِ الʗََّةَ القॻُؒل ʙِنا ال ْؕ الʙَʮَكاتِ  Ǻعʗ ذ

 ،ʤȂʙَْة مॻّلʦʯʮةَ الʸائʗة الإلهِ الʗتَʹا والʗَ ʗʻʱَyة، سّ̒ ال
ʥʻʴǻ، لِ معَ جَ  ِّʗعِ القॻʸ  ًاʷعǺ اʹ ُ̫ ʹʦدِعْ نفʦسَʹا وȁَع

ॻʴَyحِ الإله.   وؕلّ حॻاتِʹا لل
 ʖعʷا رب.  الǽ ʥَل  
ʥفعُ لأنَّ   الؒاهʙن ʣإلهُʹا ول ʕَأن ʣ ʥُأيُّها الآبُ والاب ،ʗʱَy ال

لَّ أوانٍ نَ والʙوحُ القʗُُس،الآ   Ȁلى دَهʙِْ الʗاهʥَȂʙِ.و  وَُؕ



 ʖعʷال  .ʧʽآم  
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The Little Ektenia 
 
Priest Again and again in peace let us pray to the 

Lord.   
Choir Lord, have mercy. 

 

Priest Help us, save us, have mercy upon us, and 

keep us,  
O God, by Your grace. 

Choir Lord, have mercy. 
 

Priest Commemorating our all-holy, pure, most 

blessed and glorious Lady, the Mother of 

God and Ever Virgin Mary, with all the 
saints; let us entrust ourselves and one 

another, and our whole life, to Christ our 
God. 

Choir To You, O Lord. 

 



Priest For You are our God and to You we 

ascribe glory: to the Father, and to the 

Son, and to the Holy Spirit, Now and 
forever and to the ages of ages. 

Choir Amen. 
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  يقرأ القنداق والبيت 

 
 ʥبْ لʛّأق ʦة ولॽانʜال ʧم ʛَʲالحُ أكʸأيها ال ʥَॽأْتُ إلʢأخ

 َʥǽʙل ʨʲنٍ أجʨȞوس ʗٍʺʸǼ ʧْؔل ،Ȍعٍ قʨانَ دمʹॽɾ   ًاॼالʡ
 ،ʟُّلʵʺي أيها الʻ َɹ ʻʺَقٍ لؔي تʨʷǼ ʧʽتʛاهʢال ʥॽَْمʙّلُ قhوأق
Ǽʺا أنʥ الʙُّ̔ʶ، مʨَʴ خʢاǽاȑَ صارخاً: أنقʚِْني مʧِ حʺأةِ 

  أفعالي. 
  

 
فاجʛةً ॽɾʺا سلفَ قʣ ʙهʛتْ Ǽغʱةً عॽɿفةً   الʱي ؗانʗْ  إن الʺʛأةَ 

ماقʱةً أفعالَ الʯʽʢʵةِ القʴॽʰةِ ولʚّاتِ الʙʶʳ، مفʛؔʱةً ʛʲȞǼةِ  
الȑʜʵ وديʨʻنةِ العقȃʨاتِ الʱي Ȟǽابʙُها الʜناةُ والفʳارُ الʚيʧ أنا 

ʛديʯةِ  مʧ ذلʥ لʻʻؔي ثابʗٌ في عاداتي ال ʦ.  فإنʻي أهلعُ أولهُ 
 ʗْʰهʛةُ فॽانʜأةُ الʛʺاهل، وأمّا الʳتْ  أنا الʛفاً وحاضʨارعةً   خʶم



 ʗْوأت  ُّʖʴʺأيها ال  :ʚقʻʺأنقِ  هاتفةً إلى ال ʛʷॼال ْʚ ِحʺأة ʧني م 
  أفعالي. 

  

 
 الآǼاءُ الʺʨʱشʨʴنَ  الʺقʙّس فʛضَ  الأرȃعاء العʦॽʤِ  في يʨمِ 

ʻʸأن ن ǙاǼع  ʗِʻي دهʱةِ الॽانʜأةِ الʛʺؗارَ الʚت  ʖٍʽʢǼ َّبʛال
  ʛهةٍ جʜئॽةٍ.hُ بِ  الآلامِ  قʰلَ   لأنّ ذلʥ حʸلَ 
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The Kontakion & Oikos are read 
 

KONTAKION 
 
I have transgressed more than the harlot, O loving 
Lord, yet never have I offered You my flowing 
tears. But in silence I fall down before You and 
with love I kiss Your most pure feet, beseeching 
You as Master to grant me forgiveness of sins; and 
I cry to You,  
O Saviour: Deliver me from the filth of my works. 
 

OIKOS 
 
The woman who was once a prodigal became 
chaste, and hating the works of shameful sin and 
the pleasures of the body, she thought upon her 
deep disgrace and the torment to which harlots and 
prodigals shall be condemned. Of them I am the 
first and I am afraid, yet senselessly I continue in 
my evil ways. But the woman, who was a harlot, 



filled with fear, made haste and came crying to the 
Deliverer: ‘O merciful Lord, Lover of mankind, 
deliver me from the filth of my works.’ 
 

THE SYNAXARION 
 
On Wednesday in Holy Week it has been ordained 
by the Holy Fathers that commemoration should be 
made of the anointing of the Lord with myrrh by 
the woman who was a sinner, for this occurred 
shortly before the Passion of the Saviour. 
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 ʗْم َّʙا تق ّ̋ على جʙʶهِ  إلى الʺॽʶح وأفاضʗْ  إن الʺʛأةَ الʜانॽةَ ل
 ʗْقॼس ،ʖَʽʢال  ʗِʺسʛسُ  فʨʺǽدʨقॽهِ نǼ ُهʢَّ̒ح ȑʚال َّʛʺفي  ال

  دفʻهِ الʛهʖʽ.  يʨمِ 
 ِʖʽʢالǼ ُحʨʶʺʺحُ الإله الॽʶʺا أيها الǽ ʧؔل  ɦِقْ العقلي، أع ʧا مʻ

للʛʷॼ،  قʙوسٌ ومʖʴٌّ  كَ وحʙَ  الʛʽʲؔة وارحʺʻا Ǽʺا أنʥَ  الآلامِ 
.ʧʽآم  

  

للحن الثاʪ)ني ( 
وقʱاً ما سॼعةَ أضعافٍ Ǽقʨةِ أمʛِ   قʙ اضʛʢمَ  إنّ الأتʨنَ 

 ̋ الفॽʱانُ لّؔ̒هʦ تʡʨأُوا أمʛَ   قِ  لʛʱʴǽ ʦ  الॽɾ ȑʚهِ ʸʱ ʖِغال
الʛبّ للʛبّ وزʙȄوا علʨَّهُ  أعʺالِ  الʺلʥِ وهʱفʨا:  سʨʴॼّا ǽا جʺॽعَ 

  إلى جʺॽع الأدهار. 
  

  إلهʹا الʗʱʸ لʣ. الʗʱʸ لǻ ʣا



ॼʽʡاً Ȅʛؗʺاً على هامʥِɦ  سʗْʰȞ  أيها الʺॽʶحُ، إنّ الإمʛأة 
 ʗْʢॼةِ وضǽʙّ̔ʶةِ الॼʽهʛةِ الॽتَ  الإلهʛاهʢال ʥَॽمʙفَّ قȞǼ ʧʽ هاʽ

 ɦʁَ أعʺالِ الʛبّ للʛبّ وزʙȄوا   : سʨʴॼّا ǽا جʺॽعَ ʧʽ وهʱفʗْ الʙن
  الأدهار. علʨَّهُ إلى جʺॽعِ 

  
  .القʗس والʙوحَ  والإبʥَ  نॺارك الآبَ 

 ʦِةِ الʺآثʛȄʛج ʗʴاصلةَ تʴر إنّ ال ʗْʹح  Șالʵمَي الʙق
 ɹَ ʶعها ومʨمʙب ɦْ َ̫ Ǽ هʺا ِʛا  ع ّ̋ ʖْ مʧ الʵلاص ع ِɻ ها لʚلʥ لʦ تَ

 ها مʧ الʢʵاǽا بل هʱفʗ: سʨʴॼّا ǽا جʺॽعَ هُ في عʺɦْ ِʛ اجʛʱمَ 
  الأدهار.  الʛبّ للʛبّ وزʙȄوا علʨَّهُ إلى جʺॽعِ  أعʺالِ 
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The woman pouring out myrrh on the Body of 
Christ, anticipates the myrrh and aloes of 
Nicodemus. 
O Christ our God, as You were anointed with 
tangible myrrh, set us free by Your manifold 
sufferings and have mercy upon us, for You alone 
are compassionate and Holy. Amen. 
 
 

CANTICLE EIGHT 
Tone two 

 
Irmos The command of the tyrant prevailed, and 
the furnace was heated sevenfold. Yet the flames 
did not burn the Children, who had trampled 
underfoot the decree of the king, but they cried 
aloud: ‘O all ye works of the Lord, praise ye the 
Lord and exalt Him above all for ever.’ 
 
Glory to You, O God, glory to You. 



The woman poured precious oil of myrrh upon 
Your awesome and royal head, O Christ our God, 
and she laid hold of Your pure feet with her 
polluted hands and cried aloud: ‘O all ye works of 
the Lord, praise ye the Lord and exalt Him above 
all for ever.’ 
 
We glorify Father, Son and Holy Spirit, the Lord. 
Guilty of sin, she washed with tears the feet of her 
Creator and wiped them with her hair; and so she 
received forgiveness for all that she had done in 
life, and she cried aloud: ‘O all ye works of the 
Lord, praise ye the Lord and exalt Him above all 
for ever.’ 
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ʥʻآم ʥȂʙاهʗال ʙلى دهȀالآن وؕل أوان و.  
 خلاصॽة وʨʰʻȄعِ  العʜم مʧ جʨانحٍ  لقʙ أُكʺلَ الفʙاءُ للʨȞʷرةِ 

 ʗْʹرُح ȑʚافِ  الʛʱالاعǼ ِهॽɾ  ʦلْ ولʳʵا   تʨʴॼّس :ʗفʱها هʻؔل
  ǽا جʺॽع أعʺال الʛبّ للʛبّ وزʙȄوا علʨَّهُ إلى جʺॽع الأدهار.

  
  نॺّʴح ونॺارك ونʗʱʴ للʙبّ 

  ʛِةِ أمʨقǼ ٍعةَ أضعافॼاً ما سʱمَ وقʛʢاض ʙنَ قʨإنّ الأت
 لʛʱʴǽ ʦق الفॽʱانُ لّؔ̒هʦ تʡʨأُوا أمʛَ  الʺغʖِʸʱ الॽɾ ȑʚهِ 

ʺالِ الʛبّ للʛبّ وزʙȄوا علʨَّهُ أعالʺلʥِ وهʱفʨا:  سʨʴॼّا ǽا جʺॽعَ 
  إلى جʺॽع الأدهار. 

ʥالؒاه  .ʥʻʸʢم معʙّؒح نॻابʴʯالǺ رʦʹة الإله وأم الʗالʦل  
27  



Now and forever and to the ages of ages. Amen. 
 
Through the saving love of God and the fountain of 
her tears, the grateful woman was ransomed from 
her sins; washed clean by her confession, she was 
not ashamed but cried aloud: ‘O all ye works of the 
Lord, praise ye the Lord and exalt Him above all 
for ever.’ 
 
 
We praise, we bless and worship the Lord. 
 
Repeat Irmos: The command of the tyrant 
prevailed, and the furnace was heated sevenfold. 
Yet the flames did not burn the Children, who had 
trampled underfoot the decree of the king, but they 
cried aloud: O all ye works of the Lord, praise ye 
the Lord and exalt Him above all for ever. 
 
(The Faithful stand) 

 

Priest The Theotokos and Mother of the Light 
let us honour and magnify in song. 
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 
  

 ْʦʤّا نعʻب َّʦهل  ،ʝنʙال ʧة مʯȄʛʰة للʛاهʡ ٍة وشفاهॽّʁسٍ نʨفʻب
الفائقةِ الʢهʛ، أمَّ عʺانʨئʽل الʱي نقʙّمها شॽɿعةً إلى الʺʨلʨد 

  ʻفʨسʻا أيها الʺॽʶحُ الإله وخلʻʸّا. ئلʧʽ: إرثِ لمʻها قا
  

.ʣل ʗʱʸا إلهʹا الǻ ʣل ʗʱʸال  
 َʛهʣ ʙق ʛȄʛʷذا الʨإن يه  َʦǽʙالاة وغُّ̔  عʨʺال ʨ َاً وسʺحʯراً ردي 

بॽʰع الʺॼʂʨة اللائقة ǼاǙ الʱي بها انʴلʗَّ ديʨنُ الʢʵاǽا وزغلُ  
الإله   ʻا أيها الʺॽʶحُ الʻعʺةِ الʺȃʨʰʴةِ مʧ الله، فارثِ لʻفʨسِ 

ʸّا.وخلʻ  
  

  .لآب والإبʥ والʙوح القʗسالʗʱʸ ل

  ʦس وقال لهʨامʻال ȑʛؤساءِ العابʛال ʨʴذا مʹى نʨإن يه
ِ̋ دفعُ لʦؔ الʺॽʶحَ الʺʢلʨبَ الȑʚ تَ أتعʨʢني وأنا  ذاما ʱنهُ،  لʨʶ

ʻا أيها  مقاǽʹاً عʧ اخʸʱاصهِ Ǽهِ Ǽالʚهʖ، فارثِ لʻفʨسِ 
  الʺॽʶحُ الإله وخلʻʸّا.

  
  .ʥ آمʥʻدهʙ الʗاهȂʙ الآن وؕل أوان وȀلى

 َʥʱʰʴʺا لǽ  َأنّ   الفʹة ʗَʽʶها نʱʢاسʨي بʱال ،ʧا خائǽ ةǽذʕʺال
 َʗʺّا تعلʺؗ ʝَفʻال ȑازʨلا ي ʦأس العالॽال ʧم ʗَʰهʱال ʥلأن ،

ʻا أيها على نفʨسِ  شفȘْ أيها الʙافعُ.  لʧؔ أَ  ʥَ فʻʷقʗَ ذاتَ 
  الإله وخلʻʸّا. الʺॽʶحُ 
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CANTICLE NINE  
(Tone Two) 

 
Irmos: Come, let us magnify with pure souls and 
blameless lips the undefiled and most holy 
Mother of Emmanuel, offering through her 
intercession to Him Who was born from her; Spare 
our souls, O Christ our God, and save us. 
 
 
Glory to You, our God, glory to You. 
The evil Judas appeared disloyal and wickedly 
zealous, having consented to sell the Gift worthy 
of God, through whom the debts of sin were 
undone, adulterating the God-beloved grace.  
Wherefore, Spare our souls, O Christ our God, and 
save us.. 
 
 
Glory be to the Father and to the Son and to the 
Holy Spirit 

Judas goes to the lawless rulers and says: ‘What 
will you give me, if I deliver to you Christ whom 
you seek?’ And so in exchange for money he 
rejects fellowship with Christ. Spare our souls, O 
Christ our God, and save us. 
 
 
Now and forever and to the ages of ages. Amen. 
Unrelenting in blind avarice, how have you 
forgotten what Christ taught you, that your soul is 
more in value than the whole world! For in despair, 
O traitor, you have hanged yourself.  Spare our 
souls, O Christ our God, and save us. 
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  ثم يعاد الإرمس:   
 ّʤا نعʻب َّʦهل ْʦ  ،ʝنʙال ʧة مʯȄʛʰة للʛاهʡ ٍة وشفاهॽّʁسٍ نʨفʻب

الفائقةِ الʢهʛ، أمَّ عʺانʨئʽل الʱي نقʙّمها شॽɿعةً إلى الʺʨلʨد 
  مʻها قائلʧʽ: إرثِ لʻفʨسʻا أيها الʺॽʶحُ الإله وخلʻʸّا. 

  
  

 
  

ʥالؒاه  ǻبّ أʙلامٍ إلى الʴǺ ًاʷǻاً وأʷن.ʔُلʠ  
 ʖعʷال  .ʦَْا ربُّ ارحǽ  
ʥالؒاه  .ʣʯِ َy ʗْ وخَلʝِّْ وارحʤَْ واحفʢَْʹا ǻا الله بِِ́عْ ُ̫   أُعْ
 ʖعʷال  .ʦَْا ربُّ ارحǽ  
ʥكاتِ   الؒاهʙَʮَةَ الفائِقَةَ الʙِاهʠاسةِ الʗََّةَ القॻُؒل ʙِنا ال ْؕ Ǻعʗ ذ

ʗَتَʹا والʗة الإ ʗʻʱَyة، سّ̒ ʤȂʙْ، الʦʯʮلॻَّةِ مَ  لهِ الʗائʸةَ ال

ʥʻʴǻ، لِ  ِّʗعِ القॻʸَاً  معَ جʷعǺ اʹ ُ̫ ʹʦدِعْ نفʦسَʹا وȁَع
ॻʴَyحِ الإله.   وؕلّ حॻاتِʹا لل

 ʖعʷا رب.  الǽ ʥَل  
ʥاكَ تُ   الؒاهǻلأنه إ ʣَاوات ولʸʴاتِ الʦِّّحُ ؕلُّ قॺʴفَعُ نʙ

لَّ  ʗَ، أيُّها الآبُ والابʥُ والʙوحُ القʗُُس، الآنَ وَُؕ ْɦ َy  ال
  هʙِْ الʗاهʥَȂʙِ.أوانٍ إلى دَ 

 ʖعʷال  .ʧʽآم  
  

29  



Repeat Irmos: Come let us magnify with pure 
souls and blameless lips the undefiled and most 
holy Mother of Emmanuel, offering through her 
intercession to Him Who was born from her; Spare 
our souls, O Christ our God, and save us. 
 
 

 
 

The Little Ektenia 
 
Priest Again and again, in peace let us pray to 

the Lord.   
Choir Lord, have mercy. 
 
Priest Help us, save us, have mercy on us, and 

keep us,  
O God, by Your grace. 

Choir Lord, have mercy. 
 

Priest Commemorating our all-holy, pure, 
most blessed and glorious Lady, the 
Mother of God and Ever Virgin Mary, 
with all the saints; let us entrust 
ourselves and one another, and our 
whole life, to Christ our God. 

Choir To You, O Lord. 
  
Priest For all the powers of heaven praise You, 

and to You we ascribe glory: to the 
Father, and to the Son, and to the Holy 
Spirit: Now, and forever, and to the ages 
of ages. 

Choir Amen. 
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(اللحن الثالث)  

  
إنʻي أشاهʙُ خʙرَك مʻَّȄʜاً ǽا مʵلʸĎي، ولʗُʶ أمʱلʥُِ لॼاساً 

ʻي.فأَبهِجْ حلَّ  للʙخʨلِ إلॽه، ْy   ةَ نفʶي ǽا مانحَ الʨʻرِ وخلّ
(ʬثلا)  

  
  

 (للحن الأولʪ)  

  
  

 ʖعʷاوات،    الʺ ʁَّ ॼِّحِ الʛبّ، سʨʴِّॼا الʛبَّ مʧَِ ال َʁ ُɦ ةٍ فَل َ̋ َʁ كلُّ نَ
ॼَْ̒غي الॽʰʶʱحُ ǽا الله.   سʨʴِّॼَهُ في الأعالي لأنَّهُ لʥََ يَ

ɦِهِ، سʨʴِّॼهُ    َؔ تِهِ،  ǽا سائʛَ قʨّا  سʨʴِّॼهُ ǽا جʺॽعَ ملائ
  لأنَّهُ لʥََ يَلȘُʽ الॽʰʶʱحُ ǽا الله. 

  
  

  رته، سʦʲॺّه ʙʰؕ ʔʴʲǺة عʯʸʢهʗسʦʲॺّه على مق
لةً  إنَّ الʜّانॽةَ    لʺا عʛفʥَʱ إلهاً ǽا ابʧَ العʚراءِ هɦَفʗَ بȞॼاءٍ مʨʱسِّ

 ʗَْفʛʱي ؗʺا  لأنها اقʻْحُلَّ دَي :ʗاتِ وقالʛʰالع ʖُجʨʱʶأفعالاً ت
 َʛأنا الʹفائ ʗُالʺʺحلل َّʖِع، أحǼ َتَةʨقʙ َاكǽةَ إ   لأنُادȑَ  لٍ الʨادَّ

 ّ̫                   ارʧȄ أيها الʺʧُʶʴ الʺʖʴُّ الʥَǼ.ʛʷॼ عʙَʻ الع
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The Exaposteilarion Tone Three 
 

I see Your bridal chamber adorned, O my Saviour, 
and I have no wedding garment that I may enter. 
Make the robe of my soul to shine, O Giver of 
Light, and save me.    (Thrice) 
 
 
 

The Praises (Ainoi) Stichera in Tone 
One 

 
Choir Let everything that has breath, praise the 
Lord. 
 
Praise the Lord from heaven: O praise Him in the 
heights.   
To You, O God, is due our song. 
 
Praise Him, all His angels: O praise Him, all His 

host.   
To You, O God, is due our song. 
 
 

Praise Him for His mighty acts:  
praise Him according to His abundant goodness. 

 
O Son of the Virgin, the harlot knew You to be God 
and she prayed to You lamenting, for she had 
committed sins worthy of tears. ‘Loose me from 
my debt’, she cried, ‘as I unloose my hair. Show 
love to her who loves You, though rightly she 
deserves your hatred, and with the publicans I shall 
proclaim You, O Benefactor who loves mankind.’ 
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ʲॺّه بلسʦʲارةʰʻمار والقʚʸالǺ هʦʲॺّق، سʦʮال ʥ  

مʨعِ الʖَʽʢّ الȄʜʳلَ الʙ  ʧʺʲإنَّ الʜانॽةَ لʺا مʜََجǼ ʗَْال

رتَ تْ ◌َ وأفاض َّʛالِ بʴهʺا، للʱلhَّوق ʧʽتʛاهʢال ʥَॽْمʙها، ه على ق

 ɹْ ʻا.فامʻ ْy   ʻا الغفʛانَ ǽا مʧَْ تألʦَّ عʻَا وخلِّ

  

ʸلِ وَالʮْʠَالǺِ ُهʦʲॺّافسʶ  ،الأوتارǺ ُهʦʲॺّب سʙَʠَوآلةِ ال  

 ȋُِارʷǽُ ʚُʽʺلʱؗان ال ʖَʽ ِّʢمُ ال ِّʙتُق ʗةَ لʺا ؗانʯʡاʵإنَّ ال

 ِǼ ُحʛتف ʗفؔان ʥَس، أما تلʨامʻالفي الʵم ْȞʶ hِ  َلȄʜʳال ʖَʽʢّها ال

رُ بʧʺʲ.  تلʥ  الʧʺʲ، وأما ذاكَ  َّʙقǽُ لا ʧَعَ مॽʰَِ̔عَ لʛفأس

رةً ʛبّ. تلʥ انعʱقʗْ مʛʴَُّ اعʛʱفǼ ʗَْالʙِʽʶ وهʚا انفʸلَ عʧ ال

وȄهʨذا صارَ للعʙَُوِّ عʙʰاً.  فʛدȑءٌ هʨ الʱهاوُنُ وعॽʤʺةٌ هي 

ʻا.  ْy   الȃʨʱةُ، فامʻʴʻا إǽاها ǽا مʵُلǽ ،ʟُِّا مʧَ تألʦََّ عʻا، وخلِّ

  

ʹʦج ʁُّ غʸَاتِ ال   سʦʲॺّهُ بَِ́

ʸةٍ فَلॺʴʯِّْح الʙبّ  َɹ   سʦʲॺّهُ ʦʹʶǺجِ الʯَهْلʻل، ؕل نَ

قاءِ يهʨذا أ َ̫  تُقhِّلُ آثارَ القʙَََ◌َ◌مʧʽْ وهʨ لأنَّهُ أʛَʸǼ الʜانॽةَ ǽا ل

ʛُ الغǼ َّʞِقʰُلَةِ الʶʱلʦॽ.  تلʥ حَلʗَِّ الʹفائʛَ وهʚا  ِ̋ʹǽُ َكان

ȑʜʵُ̋، لأنَّ  ل ارتǼ Ȍَॼا ʖِʽ الʛʷَّ ال ِّʢضَ الʨَمَ ع َّʙوق ʖِʹغ

ʙَ يʚُهِلُ صاحॼَِهُ عʺا ॽɾه خʛُʽه.  ॽɾا لʷَقاءِ يَهʨذا، فََ̒جِّ  َʁ َɹ ال

ǽ هʻا.مʻَسʨ31                         ا اللهُ نف  



Praise Him in the blast of the ram’s horn:  
Praise Him upon the lute and harp. 

 
The harlot mingled precious oil of myrrh with her 
tears and poured it on Your most pure feet, as she 
kissed them; and straightway You have proclaimed 
her justified. To us also grant forgiveness, O Lord 
as You have suffered for our sake, and save us. 

 

Praise Him with the timbrel and dances: 
Praise Him upon the strings and pipe. 

 

As the sinful woman was bringing her offering of 
myrrh, the disciple was scheming with lawless 
men.  She rejoiced in pouring out her precious gift.  
He hastened to sell precious one.  She recognised 
the Master, but Judas parted from Him. She was set 
free, but Judas was enslaved to the enemy.  How 
terrible his slothfulness! How great her repentance!  
O Saviour, who did suffer for our sakes, grant us 
also repentance, and save us. 
 

Praise Him upon the high-sounding cymbals: 
Praise Him upon the loud cymbals. 

Let everything that has breath praise the Lord:  



O misery of Judas! He saw the harlot kiss Your 
feet, and deceitfully he plotted to betray You with a 
kiss.  She loosed her hair and he was bound 
prisoner by fury, bearing in place of myrrh the 
stink of evil: for envy knows how to choose its 
own advantage. O misery of Judas! From this 
deliver our souls, O God. 
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ʗُ لِلأبِ والابʥِ والʙوحِ القʗُُس ْɦ َy   ʪللحن الثاني   ال

ʗعʛةَ أسʯʡِاʵلَ   ◌ْ انَّ الȄʜاً جॼʽʡ َاعʱʰَɦ نǼ ʨʴائِعِ الʖِʽʢ لِ

 ِʢقائلةً:  أع ʗفʱوه ،ʧʶʴُ̋ ʧِ وتǼ ʖَِّ̔ʢُه ال َ̋ ʲاً الॼʽʡ يʻ

  خʢاǽاȑ. لأَدهǼ ʧََهِ مʧ مʴَا عʻي ؗلَّ 

  

لَّ أوانٍ    (ʪللحن السادس).  اهʥَȂʙِ آمȀʥʻلى دَهʙِْ الʗو الآنَ وَُؕ

 ʗَلاص فأفاضʵاً للʻʽم ʥَتʙَوَج ʙا قǽاʢʵلَةَ في ال ʨََɦغِّ ُ̋ إنَّ ال

ॼʽʡاً مع دمʨعٍٍ◌ علʥَॽ وهʱفʗ نʨʴكَ قائلة:  أُنʛْʤُ إليَّ ǽا 

لُ تȃʨَْةَ الʢʵأَة وخلʻʸّي أيها الʙُِّ̔ʶ مʧ عʨا َhقǽَ.ʧَْصِفِ  م

ʥِ̋. غ الʯَʽʢʵةِ مʧ أجلِ    ʻى مʛَاحِ

  



 ʖعʷال   ʙʳʺفع الʛن ʥَا، ولʻبُّ إلهʛأيها ال ʙُʳʺغي الॼʻي ʥَل

لَّ أوانٍ   أيها الآب والإبʧ والʛوح القʙس، الآنَ وؗ

 .ʧʽآم ،ʧȄʛاهʙال ʛِلى دهȂو  

الʺǙّ ʙُʳِ في العُلى وعَلى الأرضِ الʶلامُ وفي  

ʛّة.  َʁ َ̋   الʻاس ال

ʥَ، نॼُارُِؗ  ُɹ ِّॼʶُك لأَجْ نʛُȞُ ْ̫ ʙُك، نَ ِrّ َ̋ ʙُ لʥَ، نُ ُr ْʁ لِ  ʥ، نَ

ʙِكَ. ْr   عʦِॽʤَ جَلالِ مَ

  ȌُǼِالآبُ الʹا ُّȑاوʺ ʁَّ أيُّها الʛبُّ الʺلʥُِ، الإلهُ ال

ॽʶَ̋ح، وȄا   ، أيُّها الʛبُّ الابʧُ الʨحʨʶǽ ʙُʽعُ ال ُؔلَّ ال

  القʙس.   أَيُّها الʛّوحُ 

 ʧَا ابǽ ،ِɳّ َل َ̋ الآب، ǽا رافعَ  أيُّها الʛبُّ الإله، ǽا حَ

ʻا، ْ̋   رافعَ خʢاǽا العالǽ.ʦَا  خʯʽʢةِ العالʦِ إرْحَ
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Glory to the Father, and to the Son, and to the 
Holy Spirit:  
(Tone Two) 

The sinful woman hastened to buy precious oil of 
myrrh, with which to anoint the Benefactor, and 
she cried aloud to the merchant: ‘Give me oil of 
myrrh that I may anoint Him who has cleansed me 
from all my sins’. 
 
 

Now and forever, and to the ages of ages.  
Amen. 

(Tone Six) 
She who was engulfed in sin found You the haven 
of salvation, and pouring out the oil of myrrh with 
her tears, she cried to You:  ‘Lo, You are He who 
accepts the repentance of the sinful,  
O Master, save me from the waves of sin in Your 
great mercy.’ 
 
 



Choir To You belongs all glory, O Lord our God, 

and to You we ascribe glory, to the Father 

and to the Son and to the Holy Spirit, Now 
and forever and to the ages of ages.  Amen. 

 
Glory to God in the highest, and on earth 

peace, goodwill to all mankind.  We praise 

You, we bless You, we worship You, we 

glorify You, we give You thanks for Your 
great glory, Lord God, heavenly King, God 

the Father Almighty; Lord, the only-
begotten Son, Jesus Christ; and the Holy 

Spirit.  Lord God, Lamb of God, Son of the 

Father, You take away the sin of the world.  

have mercy upon us; You that take away 
the sins of the world.   

 
32 

 ʝُِالʳا أيُّها الʻَُّعʛʹلْ تhَّالآبِ  تق ʧِʽʺǽ ʧْع ʧم

لأنʥََّ أنʗَْ وَحʙَْكَ قʙُّوسٌ، أنʗَ وحʙَكَ .  وارْحَʺʻا

  في مɳّ ʙِʳِ الآب، آمʧʽ.  ،الʛبُّ ʨʶǽعُ الʺॽʶح

ʥَ إلى الأَبʙِ، وȂلى   َ̋ ʥَ وأُسॼِّحُ اس لَّ يʨمٍ أǼارُؗ ُؗ في 

.ʙَالأَب ʙِأب  

  ʗَʻؗ ًأʳا ربّ ملǽ ،لʽʳلٍ فʽا في جʻل  

شفِ نفʶي، لأني قʙ  أنا قلǽ ʗُا ربّ ارحʺʻي وا 

 ،ʥॽأتُ إلʢأخ  

 ʥي أن أعʺلَ رضاك لأنʻʺّأتُ، فعلʳل ʥॽا ربّ إلǽ

  أنʗ إلهي. 

  لأنَّ مʧ قhَِلʥَ عʧʽ الॽʴاة وʨʻȃرِكَ نعايʧُ الʨʻر. 

 .ʥنʨفʛعǽ ʧَيʚعلى ال ʥََɦʺرح ȌْʶǼفا  

ʚفي ه Ȏََف ْɹ لʻْا ǽا ربّ، أن نُ   Ǽغʛِʽ خʯʽʢةٍ.م الʨʽ  اأهِّ



ʙٌ اسʥُ̋  مॼُاركٌ أنǽ ʗَا ربُّ إلهَ آ rَّ َ̋ ॼَّحٌ ومُ َʁ Ǽائʻا، ومُ

 .ʧʽآم ،ʙِإلى الأب  

 .ʥॽا علʻِْ̡لِ اتِّؔال ِ̋ َؗ ʥَُɦ عَلʻʽا  َ̋ ǽ ʧُْؔا ربُّ رَحْ َɦ  لِ

   أنǽ ʗَا ربُّ علّʺʻي وصاǽاك،  مॼاركٌ 

  ،ʥقʨي حقʻʺّفه ʙُّ̔ا سǽ ʗَاركٌ أنॼم  

  Ǽعʙلʥ. مॼاركٌ أنǽ ʗَا قʙّوس أنʛْني

يʥَǽʙَ لا   الأبʙ، وعʧ أعʺالِ  ىǽا ربّ رحʺʥُɦ إل

  تُعʛِضْ،

 ʖُʳǽ ʥَحُ، لॽʰʶʻال Șُʽيل ʥǼ ،ُحǽʙʺغي الॼʻي ʥل

 ،ʙُʳʺال  

لّ أوان   أيها الآبُ والابʧُ والʛوحُ القʙس، الآن وؗ

 .ʧʽآم ،ʧȄʛاهʙال ʛلى دهȂو  
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Receive our prayer, You that sit at the right 
hand of the Father, and have mercy on us.   
For You alone are holy, You alone are the 
Lord, Jesus Christ, to the glory of God the 
Father.  Amen.   
Every day I will bless You, and praise Your 
Name, to the ages of ages.   
O Lord You have been our refuge from 
generation to generation.  I said: Lord, 
have mercy upon me; heal my soul, for I 
have sinned against You.  O Lord, unto 
You have I fled for refuge: teach me to do 
Your will, for You are my God.   
For with You is the fountain of life, and in 
Your light shall we see light.   
Continue Your mercy unto those that 
know You.  Grant, Lord, that this day we 
may be kept without sin.   
Blessed are You, Lord God of our fathers, 
and praised and glorified is Your Name to 



the ages of ages.   
May Your mercy, O Lord, be upon us, 
even as our hope is in You.   
Blessed are You, O Lord, teach me Your 
statutes.   
Blessed are You, O Lord, teach me Your 
precepts.   
Blessed are You, O Lord, teach me Your 
commandments.   
O Lord, Your mercy endures for ever: 
despise not the work of Your hands.   
To You belongs praise, to You is due 
worship, to You is due glory, to the Father, 
and to the Son, and to the Holy Spirit: 
Now, and forever, and to the ages of ages.  
Amen. 
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 
  

ʥب.  الؒاهʙاتِʹا للॺلʟ ْل ّy   لʹؒ

 ʖعʷال  .ʦَْا ربُّ ارحǽ  

ʥو   الؒاه ʗْʷا أعǻ اʹʢْواحف ʤْوارح ʝّْأخل.ʣَʯِʸبʹع Ǘ  

ʷال ʖع  .ʦَْا ربُّ ارحǽ  

ʥنَ   الؒاهʦȜǻ مُ أنʦي ʙِʻغȁاً وॻساً سَلام َّʗا ؕلُّه ؕاملاً مقʹ

  نʴألْ. الʙبَّ خʭʻʠةٍ 

 ʖعʷا رب  الǽ ʖْʳʱاس.  

ʥاً   الؒاهʹʻاً أمʗِشʙُادَنا، ، ملاكَ سلامٍ مʴسَʹا وأجʦاً نفʢحاف

  الʙبِّ نʴألْ.

 ʖعʷا   الǽ ʖْʳʱرباس  

ʥانَ زلاّتِʹا   الؒاهʙانا وغفǻاʠةَ خʲامʴبَّ مʙألْ. الʴن  



 ʖعʷا رب  الǽ ʖْʳʱاس  

ʥالؒاه   ʤٍلامَ للعالʴسِʹا والʦُف ʦُyافِقاتِ لُ́  الʙبَّ الʶالʲِاتِ وال

  نʴألْ 

 ʖعʷا رب  الǽ ʖْʳʱاس  

ʥة   الؒاهȁʦلامةٍ وتʴǺ اتِʹاॻةَ زمانِ حॻّɿǺ ʤَ ِyّ ʯبَّ أن نʙال 

  نʴألْ.

 ʖعʷا رب  الǽ ʖْʳʱاس  

ةً Ǻغʙِʻ أن تʦؒنَ أواخʙُ حॻاتِʹا مॻʲॻʴةً سلامॻَ  ؒاهʥال

ضʙََرٍ ولا خȏٍʚِْ، وجʦاǺاً حʴʹاً لȎʗ مʹʙِʮ الॻʴʸحِ 

  الʙʸهʦبِ نʴأل.
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Ektenia 
 

Priest Let us complete our morning prayer 
unto the Lord. 

Choir Lord, have mercy. 
 
Priest Help us; save us; have mercy on us; and 

keep us,  
O God, by Your grace. 

Choir Lord, have mercy. 
 
Priest That the whole day may be perfect, holy, 

peaceful, and sinless, let us ask of the 
Lord. 

Choir Grant this, O Lord. 
 
Priest An Angel of peace, a faithful Guide, a 

Guardian of our souls and bodies, let us 
ask of the Lord. 

Choir Grant this, O Lord. 
 
Priest Pardon and remission of our sins and 

transgressions, let us ask of the Lord. 



Choir Grant this, O Lord. 
 
Priest All things good and profitable for our 

souls and peace for the world, let us ask 
of the Lord. 

Choir Grant this, O Lord. 
 
Priest That we may complete the remaining 

time of our life in peace and repentance, 
let us ask of the Lord. 

Choir Grant this, O Lord. 
 
Priest A Christian ending to our life, painless, 

blameless, peaceful; and a good defence 
before the dread Judgment Seat of 
Christ, let us ask of the Lord. 
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 ʖعʷا رب  الǽ ʖْʳʱاس  
ʥاتِ   الؒاه ʙؕʮَةَ الفائقةَ الʙِاهʠاسةَ الʗَةَ القॻُّؒل ʙِنا ال ْؕ Ǻعʗ ذ

 ،ʤȂʙَْةِ مॻلʦʯʮةَ الʸائʗةَ الإله الʗتَʹا والʗَ ʗʻʱَyة،سّ̒ ال
ʹا Ǻعʷاً  معَ جॻʸعِ القʥʻʴǻʗّ، لِʹʦدِعْ  ُ̫ نفʦسَʹا وȁع

   الإله.وؕلَّ حॻاتِʹا للॻʴʸحِ 
ʖعʷا رب   الǽ ʥل  
ʥفعُ   الؒاهʙن ʣَول ʙʵॺة للॺʲʸأفاتِ والʙةِ والʸحʙإلهُ ال ʣََّلأن

الʗَʱʸ أيها الآبُ والإبʥُ والʙوحُ القʗسُ، الآنَ وؕلَّ 
.ʥȂʙاهʗال ʙلى دهȀأوانٍ و  

ʖعʷال  .ʧʽآم  
ʥالؒاه  .ʤȜُِعॻʸʱلامُ لʴال  
ʖعʷال   ʛول َʥِوح.  
ʥبّ   الؒاهʙرؤوسʹا لل ʥِ ْ̡   لَِ́
ʖعʷا ربّ   الǽ ʥل  



ʥفي  (بصوت منخفض)   الؒاه ʧُاكʶوسُ الʙّبُّ القʛأيُّها ال
الأعالي والʻاʛُʣ ما هʨ أسفلُ والʺʢَّلعُ على ؗلِّ  
الʵلॽقةِ بʻاʛِʣك الʺʛاقʖِ ؗلَّ شيء، لʥ قʙ حʻْ̔ʻا 

 ̔ʁ ǽʙّوسَ القʙّا قǽ ʥَʻم ʖُلʢون ʙِʶʳوال ʝِفʻال Șَُُ̒ع  ʧ
ʺʨʤʻرة  فامʙُدْ مʧ مʥَِ̒Ȟʶ الʺقʙّس يʙََك غʛَʽ ال

  ʛʷॼال ُّʖʴإلهٌ صالحٌ وم ʥَّا أنʺȃعاً، وॽʺا جʻ وȃارْؗ
إغفʛ لʻا ؗل ما خʻʯʢاه ʨʡعاً أو ʛؗهاً مانʴاً إǽانا  

  خʛʽاتʥَِ العالʺॽةَ والʱي فʨق العالʺॽَّة، 
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Choir Grant this, O Lord. 
 
Priest Commemorating our all-holy, pure, 

most blessed and glorious Lady, the 
Mother of God and Ever Virgin Mary, 
with all the saints; let us entrust 
ourselves and one another, and our 
whole life, to Christ our God. 

Choir To You, O Lord. 
 
Priest For You O God are gracious and 

merciful and full of compassion, and to 
You we ascribe glory: to the Father, and 
to the Son, and to the Holy Spirit:  
Now and forever, and to the ages of 
ages. 

Choir Amen. 
 
Priest Peace be to you all. 
Choir And to Your spirit. 
 
Priest Let us bow our heads unto the Lord.   
Choir To You, O Lord. 
 



Priest (Quietly) O holy Lord, You who dwell on 
high, and have regard for the humble of 
heart, and with Your all-seeing eye behold 
all creation, unto You have we bowed the 
neck of our soul and body, and we entreat 
You:  Stretch forth Your invisible hand from 
Your holy dwelling-place and bless us all.  
And if in anything we have sinned, whether 
voluntarily or involuntarily, forgive, 
inasmuch as You are a good God, and love 
mankind; granting unto us Your earthly and 
heavenly good things. 
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ʶʹا أيها الॻʴʸحُ إلهʹا لأنَّ لʣ أنْ تʙحʸʹا وتʳلِّ 
 ʣِءَ لهُ وروحʗلا ب ȏʘال ʣॻمع أب ʗَʱʸفعُ الʙن ʣول
لَّ أوانٍ وȀلى   الؒليّ قʗسهُ الʶالح والʻʲʸي، الآن وؕ

.ʥȂʙاهʗال ʙِده  
ʖعʷال  .ʧʽآم  

  
  

للحن اʪ)لسادس (  

  
 ʖعʷال   ال ʗʽحُ في بॽʶʺال ʛَʹمَ حʨʽأةٌ  الʛي، وامʶȄʛف

ى قʙمॽةِ هاتفةً:  أنʛِʤ  خاʯʡةٌ تقʙّمʗْ تʛʺʱَّغُ عل
  ʦي لʱةَ لأجل أفعالها والʶائॽة والʯʽʢʵالغارقةَ في ال
تʛُذلْ مʧ صلاحʥ، وامʻʴʻي ǽا ربُّ غفʛانَ الʛʷور  

ʻي.  ْy   وخلّ



  
:ʥʳॻʯا،   سʹʱهʯا ربّ وابǻ ʣʯʸرح ʥاةِ مʗلأنا في الغ yَّ قʗ ت

  وفʙحْʹا في ؕلّ أǻامʹا.
  
ها وȄهʨذا ȌʶǼ يها الʺʵلʟُّ، إنّ الʜانॽةَ ʗْʢʶǼ لʥǽʙ شعʛَ أ

ॽأخʚَ لِ ʻʱالَ صفʴاً وأمّا هʚا فَ لِ يǽʙهِ لعابȑʛ الʻامʨس.  أمّا تلʥ فَ 
 ʥॽفُ إلʱنه ʥلʚفʹةً، ل  

 ُǼ ʧا مǽع َʘ  .ʥل ʙʳʺا ربُّ الǽ اʻَرت َّʛوح  
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(Aloud) For Yours it is to show mercy and to 
save us, O our God, and unto You we 
ascribe glory: to the Father, and to the 
Son, and to the Holy Spirit: Now and 
forever, and to the ages of ages. 

Choir Amen. 
 
 
 
 
 

APOSTICHA 
(In Tone Six: The faithful sit) 

 
Today Christ comes to the house of the Pharisee, 
and the sinful woman draws near and falls down at 
His feet, crying: ‘Behold I am sunk in sin, filled 
with despair by reason of my deeds, yet not rejected 
by Your love.  Grant me, Lord, remission of my 
sins and save me.’ 
 
 



Stichera We were filled in the morning with 
Your mercy,  
O Lord, and we rejoiced and were glad. 
 
The harlot spread out her hair before You, O 
Master, while Judas stretched out his hands to the 
transgressors: she, to receive forgiveness; and he, 
to receive money. Therefore we cry aloud to You 
who were sold and have set us free: O Lord, glory 
to You. 
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:ʥʳॻʯي   سʯال ʥʻʹʴا، والʹʯّي أذلʯام الǻضَ الأʦِّحْʹا عʙف
 ʣǻʗالِ يʸلى أعȀكَ وʗِʻʮإلى ع ʙْʢاوئ، وانʴʸها الʻرأيʹا ف

.ʤهʻʹب ʗِوأرْش  
إنّ امʛأةً دَنʶِةً ملʵَّʢةً Ǽالʴʺأةِ وافʗ مʚرفةً دمʨعاً على  

ʟُ مʚʻرةً Ǽالآلام وهاتفةً:  ʅॽؗ أحʙّقُ أيها الʺʵلّ  ʥǽَ ◌َ قʙم
ʻي أتʗَʽ لʵʱلʟَّ الʜانॽةَ، فأنهِ  أنʗَ  لʥॽ أيها الʙُّ̔ʶ، لأنʥَ إ ْ́

مʧ الأعʺاق أنا الʺʱʽةَ، ǽا مʧ أقʺʗَ لعازرَ ذا الأرȃعةِ أǽام 
  مʧ القʛِʰ، واقʰلʻْي أنا الॽʁʷةَ ǽا ربّ وخلʻʸّي.

  
:ʥʳॻʯا، وأ  سʹʻبِّ إلهʹا علʙبهاءُ ال ʥْȜُॻيʹا ولʗالَ أيʸع

لْ علʻʹا لْ.، وعʸلَ أيʗيʹا سسهِّ   هِّ
ɦُها قʙ أقʰلʗْ إلʥॽ مʧ قhَِلِ سʛʽتِ  إن الॽائʶةَ  ّ̔ʳوفةَ سʛها والʺع

 َʛʢقائلةً:  لا ت ʗْفʱاً وهॼʽʡ ًحْ حاملة ʧا مǽ َةॽانʜي أنا الʻ
وُلʙتَ مʧ الʨʱʰلِ ولا تُعʛِْضْ عʧ دمʨعي ǽا فʛحَ  الʺلائؔةِ،  



ʻي مʧ تلقاءِ بّ أنا الʱي لʦ تُ ʻي تائॼةً ǽا ر لʧؔ اقʰلْ  ِy  ِ◌◌ِ ق
 َȑاǽاʢلأجلِ  خ ِ◌ .ʥِɦʺرح ʦِॽʤع  

  
  

ʗُ لِ  ْɦ َy   بِ والابʥِ والʙوحِ القʗُُسلآ ال
لَّ أوانٍ    )ثامنل(ʪللحن ا .  Ȁلى دَهʙِْ الʗاهʥَȂʙِ آمʥʻو الآنَ وَُؕ

ا شـــعʛتْ  ǽـــا ربّ إنّ الʺـــʛأة الʱـــي ســـقʗْʢ فـــي خʢاǽـــا ʽʲؗـــʛةٍ لʺـــّ
مʗْ لــȃʨʽʡ ʥَــاً قʰــلَ ʥ اتʚʵَّتْ رتॼةَ حاملابلاهʨتِ  َّʙوقــ ʖِʽʢتِ ال
 ِʧفʙرِ الــʨــʳــلَ لــي شــغفُ الفʸح ʙــي لقــʴȄــةً وهاتفــةً:  وॼʴʱʻم 

الʹــॽاءِ، فاقʰــلْ يʻــابॽعَ دمــʨعي   فاقــʙَ وعȘُʷِ الʯʽʢʵة لʽلاً قاتʺاً 
ʖِ وانعʢــفْ لʜفــʛاتِ قلʰــي ǽــا  ُɹ ǽا مــʱʳǽ ʧــʚبُ مॽــاهَ الʴॼــǼ ʛِالʶــُ
 ʧ ـــــــــــــــــــــــــــَ ــــــــــ ـــــــــــ ــــــــــــــــــــــــــــــــ ــــــــــ ـــــــــــ ـــــــــــــــــــــ ــ ــــــــ ـــــــــــ ــــــــــــــــــــــــــــــــــــــــــ ــــــــــــــــــــــــــــــــــــــــــ   مـــــــــــــــــــــ

             37  

Stichera In all our days let us be glad: for the 
days wherein You have humbled us, for the 
years wherein we have seen affliction. And look 
upon Your servants, and upon Your works, 
and guide their children. 
Evil-smelling and defiled, the woman drew near to 
You, shedding tears upon Your feet, O Saviour, 
and proclaiming Your Passion. ‘How can I look 
upon You, O Master? Yet You have come to save 
the harlot. I am dead: raise me from the depths, as 
You have raised Lazarus on the fourth day from 
the tomb. Accept me in my wretchedness, O Lord, 
and save me. 
 

Stichera And let the brightness of the Lord our 
God be upon us: and do You direct for us the 
work of our hands, even the work of our hands 
do You direct. 
Full of despair on account of her life, her evil ways 
well known, she came to You, bearing oil of 
myrrh, and cried aloud: ‘Harlot though I am, cast 
me not out, O Son of the Virgin; despise not my 



tears, O Joy of the angels; but receive me in 
repentance, O Lord, and in Your great mercy reject 
me not, a sinner.’ 
 

Stichera Glory to the Father, and to the Son, 
and to the Holy Spirit:  Now and forever and 
throughout all ages.  Amen.  Tone Eight 
The woman who had fallen into many sins, 
perceiving Your divinity, O Lord, fulfilled the part 
of a myrrh-bearer; and with lamentations she 
brought sweet-smelling oil of myrrh to You before 
Your burial. ‘Woe is me’, she said, ‘for night 
surrounds me, dark and moonless, and stings my 
lustful passion with the love of sin. Accept the 
fountain of my tears, O You who draw down from 
the clouds the waters of the sea. Incline to the 
groanings of my heart,  
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 ʥॽَْ أحʗَʽʻ الʶʺاواتِ بʻʱازلʥَِ الȑʚ لا يʙُرَكُ، فأقhّلَ قʙمَ 
فَ الʢاهʛتَ  ّ̫ ّ̋ا ʧʡَّ صʨتُ هʺا Ǽʹفائʛِ رأسي، اللʧʽ ɦَ وأن ʧʽ ل

 ِʡتْ وʛʱʱواس ʗْعʜدوس جʛاء في الفʨّامعِ حʶهʺا في مʯ
 ʟُʴفǽ ʧʺفاً.  فʨجَ ؗخʳول ȑاǽاʢةَ خʛʲ  اॽɾ  .ʥامȞأح

 ِʛْي لا تُعʶنف ʚَقʻʺي الʸّلʵلهُ  م ʧَا مǽ ،ʥَتʙʰي أنا عʻضْ ع
ى. َy ʴُي لا تʱحʺةُ الʛال  

  
 ʖعʷال    ، ʥِ̋ أيها العليُّ صالحٌ الإعʛʱاف للʛبّ، والʛʱتʽلُ لأس

ʛhَّ بʛحʺʥʱ في الغʙاة، وʴȃقʥ في ؗلّ لʽلةٍ.  َɻ ॽل  
 قʙُّوسٌ اللهُ، قʙُّوسٌ القȑʨ، قʙُّوسٌ الȑʚ لا ʨʺǽتُ،  

    .(ثلاʬً)ارحʺʻا
ʙُ للآب والابʧِ و  ْr َ̋ لَّ أوانٍ  ال الʛّوح القʙس، الآن وؗ

 .ʧʽآم ،ʧȄʛِاهʙال ʛِْلى دهȂو  
أيّها الʲالʨثُ القʙُّوس ارْحَʺʻا، ǽا ربُّ اغْفʛْ خʢاǽانا،  
ǽا سʙّ̔ تʳاوَزْ عʧ سʯِّ̔اتʻِا، ǽا قʙُّوس اʡَّلِع وَاشْفِ  



 َʥِ̋   ،أمʛاضʻَا مʧِْ أجلِ اس
ʦَا ربُّ ارْحǽ  . ʦَا ربُّ ارْحǽ  . .ʦَا ربُّ ارْحǽ  

 َ̋ لَّ أوانٍ  ال ʙُ للآب والابʧِ والʛّوحِ القʙس، الآنَ وؗ ْr
 .ʧʽآم ،ʧȄʛاهʙال ʛِْلى دهȂو  

ʥُ̋، لॽَِأتِ   ʺاوات، لʱʽِقʙَّس اس ʁَّ أǼانا الȑʚ في ال
ʚلʥَ على   َؗ ʺاءِ  ʁَّ ʺا في ال َؗ  ʥَُɦʯʽʷَم ʧُْؔ ʱِل ،ʥُتʨَؔمَل

ʨهȑʛَ أَ  َr عʻʢِْا الʨَْ̔م، واتʛُْكْ لʻَا ما الأرض، خʜَʰُنا ال
ʧْ لʻَا علॽَْه، ولا تʙُْخِلʻْا في  عَلʻʽا  َ̋ ʺا نʛُʱَكُ نʧُʴ لِ َؗ

 .ʛȄِّʛ ِ̫ ʻا مʧَِ ال ِrّ ʧِْؔ نَ ȃَʛِة، ل ْr   تَ
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O You who in Your ineffable self-emptying have 
bowed down the heavens. I shall kiss Your most 
pure feet and wipe them with the hairs of my 
head, those feet whose sound Eve heard at dusk 
in Paradise, and hid herself for fear. Who can 
search out the multitude of my sins and the abyss 
of Your judgments,  
O Saviour of my soul? Despise me not, Your 
handmaiden, for You have mercy without measure.’ 
 
(The faithful stand) 
 
Choir It is a good thing to confess unto the Lord, 

and to sing praises to Your Name, O Most 
High, to proclaim Your loving kindness in 
the morning, and Your truth by night. 

 
Holy God, holy mighty, holy immortal, have 
mercy upon us.  (Thrice) 
 
Glory to the Father, and to the Son, and 
to the Holy Spirit: Now and forever and 



to the ages of ages.  Amen. 
All Holy Trinity, have mercy upon us.  
Lord, cleanse us from our sins.  Master, 
pardon our iniquities.  Holy One visit and 
heal our infirmities, for Your Name’s sake. 
Lord, have mercy.  (Thrice) 
 
Glory to the Father, and to the Son, and 
to the Holy Spirit: Now and forever and 
to the ages of ages.  Amen. 
Our Father, who art in heaven, hallowed be 
Thy Name, Thy kingdom come, Thy will 
be done, on earth as it is in heaven.  Give 
us this day our daily bread; and forgive us 
our trespasses, as we forgive those who 
trespass against us; and lead us not into 
temptation, but deliver us from evil. 
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 ʥالؒاه  ʗوالق ʣُلy رة والʗʱʸ، أيها الآب والابʥ لأن لʣ ال
الآن وؕلّ أوانٍ وȀلى دهʙ  والʙوح القʗس،

.ʥȂʙاهʗال  
 ʖعʷال  .ʧʽآم  

  

 
 ʥبْ لʛّأق ʦة ولॽانʜال ʧم ʛَʲالحُ أكʸأيها ال ʥَॽأْتُ إلʢأخ
ॽɾʹانَ دمʨعٍ قȌ، لʗٍʺʸǼ ʧْؔ وسʨȞنٍ أجʨʲ لʡ ʥǽʙالॼاً  

ʻي أيه َɹ ʻʺَقٍ لؔي تʨʷǼ ʧʽتʛاهʢال ʥॽَْمʙّلُ قhوأق ،ʟُّلʵʺا ال
 َȑاǽاʢخ ʨَʴم ،ʙُّ̔ʶال ʥا أنʺǼ  ِحʺأة ʧِني مʚِْصارخاً: أنق

  أفعالي. 
  

 ʖعʷال   ʦا ربّ ارحǽ)12 (مرة  



  ʷال ʧمُ مʛهي أك ʧَا مǽا  ʛʽغǼ ًاʙʳوأرفع م ʦॽȃرو
 ʁ ʛاʦॽɾ، الʱي Ǽغʛʽ فʶادٍ وَلʙََتْ ؗلʺةَ الله  ॽʀʽاس مʧ ال

  نعʦʤّ.  وهي حقاً والʙةُ الإله إǽاكِ 
  ركْ ǽا أب.Ǽاسʦ الʛبّ Ǽا  

ʥحُ   الؒاهॻʴʸإلهُ  ال ʦه ȏʘا الʹ ٍʥʻاركٌ ؕلّ حॺوؕلَّ  الآنَ  م 
.ʥȂʙاهʗال ʙلى دهȀأوانٍ و  

 ʖعʷال  .ʧʽآم  
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Priest For Yours is the kingdom and the 
power and the glory: of the Father, and 
of the Son, and of the Holy Spirit, now 
and forever and to the ages of ages.  
Amen. 

 
 
 

KONTAKION 
 
I have transgressed more than the harlot, O loving 
Lord, yet never have I offered You my flowing 
tears. But in silence I fall down before You and 
with love I kiss Your most pure feet, beseeching 
You as Master to grant me forgiveness of sins; and 
I cry to You,  
O Saviour: Deliver me from the filth of my works. 
 
Choir Lord, have mercy (12 times) 
 

You who are more honoured than the 
Cherubim, more glorious beyond compare 



than the Seraphim, in all purity you gave 
birth to God the Word, true Theotokos, we 
exalt you. 

 
In the Name of the Lord, Father, give the 
blessing. 

 
Priest Wisdom! Christ our God, the Eternal, is 

blessed, always: now and forever, and to 
the ages of ages. 

Choir Amen. 
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ُ̋  أيها الʺلʥ الʶʺاوȑ، أيʙّْ عʙَʽʰك   ʕمʧʽʻ، وʙِʡّ  ال
 Ȍِأع ،ʦالأم ȏʙّانَ، هʺǽالإ  Ȏْلامَ، واحف ّʁ العالʦَ ال

  ʧʽّفʨʱʺال ʖِّْاً، ورتʙّ̔اً جʤَّسة حِفʙةَ الʺقʶॽʻؔه الʚه
ǽʙّقʧʽ وتقhّلʻْا   ِy مʧ آǼائʻِا وȂخʨتʻِا في مʶاكʧِ ال

.ʛʷॼلل ٌّʖʴصالحٌ وم ʥا أنʺǼ ِافʛʱةِ والإعȃʨʱالǼ  
  

  إفشين القدّيس أفرام:  هنا نقوم بثلاث مطانيات كبار قائلين
   ُʙّ̔بُّ وسʛالة  أيّها الʢॼروحِ اال ʧِْي مʻِْقɦَاتي، أعॽح 

  (سجود)  والفʹʨلِ وحʖِّ الʛئاسةِ والؔلامِ الʢّॼال. 
وأنعʦِْ عليَّ أنا عʙَʰكَ الʵاʡئ بʛوحِ العفَّةِ واتʹاعِ  

  (سجود)  الفʛِؔ والʛِʰʸ والʺॼʴَّةِ  
 ʨفَ ذنʛلي أن أع ʖَْلهي هȂا مَلؔي وǽ ʦي  نعȃ

ॼم ʥَّتي، فإنʨأخ ʧَي، وأن لا أديȃʨʽُوع  ʛِارَكً إلى ده
 .ʧʽآم ،ʧȄʛاهʙ(سجود)  ال  
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O heavenly King, strengthen Your faithful 
servants; establish the Faith, calm the 
nations, give peace to the world.  Protect 
this city, grant to our departed fathers and 
brethren that they may dwell with the 
righteous, and accept us in repentance and 
thanksgiving: for You are good and love 
mankind. 
 

Prayer of St Ephraim the Syrian. 
 

 Lord and Master of my life, give me not a spirit 
of sloth, vain curiosity, lust for power and idle 
talk.  (Prostration) 

 But give to me Your servant a spirit of 
soberness, humility, patience and love.  
(Prostration) 

 Lord and King, allow me to see my own faults 
and not to condemn my brother, for you are 
blessed to the ages of ages.  Amen.  
(Prostration) 
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 
  

ʥالؒاه  ʱʸال ʗʱʸا رجاءنا الǻ ُحُ الإلهॻʴʸأيها ال ʣل ʗ
.ʣل  

 ʖعʷال   ُʙʳʺلاوا  للآبِ  ال ِʧب  ّʛس وحِ والʙلّ أوانٍ  الآنَ ، الق   وؗ
 َʧȄʛاهʙال ʛِلى دهȂو  ʧʽآم .  

  ʦا ربّ ارحǽ   (ʬثلا)  
  Ǽاسʦ الʛبّ Ǽارك ǽا أب.  

ʥا م  الؒاهǻ قيॻɿʲحُ إلهʹا الॻʴʸأتى إلى الآلام أيها ال ʥ
ʵǺ ة لأجل خلاصʹاॻɸʦʠةِ الʴǻʗالق ʣفاعة أم

القʔʻ ʥʻʴǻʗّ و مʥ العَ  الؒلॻةِ الʠهارة والʭȂʙʮةِ 
،ʤهʲǻʗسل الؒليّ مʙال ʥʻفʙّʵʸال  ʥʻ َɹ ǻʗوالق

ǻʗّقʥʻَ جȏʗّ الॻʴʸح الإله يʦاكʤॻ وحʹة  ِʁ ال
 ʛǻʗسة .  ...والقʗّقʸة الʴॻʹؒه الʘه ʔصاح



ʹʶّا وخلʹʸإرح ʣॻʴǻʗّعِ قॻʸصالح وج ʣا أنʸǺ ا
.ʙʵॺلل ʔّʲوم  

ئʹا القʥʻʴǻʗّ أيها الʙبّ ʦʴǻع الॻʴʸح  ʶǺلʦات آǺا  
 إلهʹا ارحʸʹا وخلʶّʹا،

 ʖعʷال  .ʧʽآم  
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DISMISSAL 
 
 
Priest Glory to You, O Christ our God and our 

hope,  
|glory to You. 

 
Choir Glory: to the Father, and to the Son, and 

to the Holy Spirit, now and forever and to 
the ages of ages.  Amen. 

 Lord, have mercy.  (Thrice) 
 Bless, Father, in the Name of the Lord. 
 
Priest May Christ, our true God, the Lord, 

Who willingly came to Your Passion for 
our salvation, through the prayers of 
Your most pure, blameless and holy 
Mother; of the holy, glorious, and all-
praised Apostles; of Saint …… (Patron 
Saint of the Church); of the holy and 
righteous ancestors of God Joachim and 
Anna, and of all the Saints, have mercy on 
us and save us, for He is good and loves 



mankind. 
 

Through the prayers of our holy 
Fathers, O Lord Jesus Christ our God, 
have mercy on us and save us. 

 
Choir and People Amen. 
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