
LAMENTATIONS 
at Orthros of Great and Holy Saturday 

  

FIRST STASIS  
  

n a grave they laid Thee / O my Life and my 
Christ; / and the armies of the Angels were 

sore amazed, / as they sang the praise of Thy 
submissive love.  
  

How, O Life, canst Thou die? / Or abide in a 
grave? / For Thou dost destroy the kingdom 
of Death, O Lord, / and Thou raisest up the 
dead of Hades realm.  
  

Now we magnify Thee, / O Lord Jesus, our 
King; / and we venerate Thy Passion and 
Burial, / whereby from corruption’s bowels are 
we redeemed.  
  

O my dear Jesus Christ, / King and Ruler of 
all, / why to them that dwell in Hades didst 
Thou descend? / Was it not to set the race of 
mortals free?  
  

Lo, the Sov’reign Ruler / of creation is dead / 
and is buried in a tomb never used before, / 
He that emptied all the graves of all their dead.  
  

In a grave they laid Thee, / O my Life and my 
Christ. / Yet, behold now, by Thy death, Death 
is stricken down, / and Thou pourest forth 
life’s streams for all the world.  
  

Lo, how fair His beauty! / Never man was so 
fair! / Yet how doth He seem a dead man 
bereft of form, / though all nature’s beauty had 
Him as its source.  
  

O my sweet Lord Jesus, / my Salvation, my 
Light: / How art Thou now hid within a dark 
sepulchre? / Lo, Thy Burial surpasseth human 
speech.  
  

O Christ Jesus, Saviour, / in the grave Thou 
wast laid; / yet Thou didst not leave the bosom 
of Thy Father, Lord. / Lo, what strange and 
awesome wonders we behold!  

  

When, O Christ our Maker, / Thou wast laid 
in Thy tomb, / the foundation stones of Hades 
with ruin shook, / and the graves of mortal 
men were opened wide. 
  

From Thy side, O Saviour, / which was pierced 
by the spear, / Thou didst pour forth life for 
me who wast cast from life, / and didst thereby 
grant me life with Thee, O Life.  
  

Stretched upon the blest Tree, / Thou, O 
Jesus, didst make / all men one, and when Thy 
lifegiving side wast pierced, / Thou didst shed 
forgiveness on the race of man.  
  

I adore Thy Passion, / Thine entombing praise, 
/ and I magnify Thy might, O Thou Friend of 
Man; / from corruptive passions have they set 
me free. 
  

When the Ewe that bore Him / saw them 
slaying her Lamb, / overcome by grievous tor-
ment she wailed aloud, / and moved all the 
flock to join her bitter cries.  
  

“Gone the Light the world knew! / Gone the 
Light that was mine! / O my Jesus, my beloved 
and desired one!” / So the Virgin spake la-
menting in her grief. 
  

“Who will give me water / and the wellspring 
of tears?” / so the Virgin wed to God cried 
with loud lament, / “that for my sweet Jesus I 
may rightly mourn.” 
  

Glory to the Father, and to the Son, and to the Holy Spirit.  
Word of God, we hymn Thee. / God of all 
things art Thou, / with Thy Father and Thy 
Spirit Most Holy praised; / and we glorify Thy 
Burial divine.  
  

Both now and ever, and unto ages of ages. Amen.  
All we call thee blessed, / Theotokos most 
pure, / and with faithful hearts we honour the 
burial / suffered three days by thy Son Who is 
our God.  
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 In a grave they laid Thee / O my Life and my 
Christ; / and the armies of the Angels were 
sore amazed, / as they sang the praise of Thy 
submissive love.  
  

~ the Small Litany follows ~ 
  

SECOND STASIS  
  

ight it is indeed, / Life-bestowing Lord, to 
magnify Thee; / for upon the Cross were 

Thy most pure hands outspread, / and the 
strength of our dread foe hast Thou destroyed.  
  

“I am rent with grief, / and my heart with woe 
is torn and broken / as I see Thee slain un-
justly, O Word of God,” / so bewailing Him, 
His all-pure Mother cried.  
  

“Ah, those eyes so sweet, / and Thy lips, O 
Word, how shall I close them? / How shall I 
entomb Thee as doth befit the dead?” / so 
cried Joseph, overcome with holy fear.  
  

Dirges at the tomb / did blest Joseph sing with 
Nicodemus, / chanting unto Christ Who hath 
now been put to death; / and in song with 
them are joined the Seraphim.  
  

“O my Son, behold / Thy well-loved disciple 
and Thy Mother; / let us, as aforetime, hear 
Thy sweet voice again,” / so with plenteous 
tears His most pure Mother cried.  
  

In the flesh didst Thou / set beneath the earth, 
Thou the unwaning / Morning Star, and lo, the 
sun could not bear the sight / and was dark-
ened even in the midst of day.  
  

Both the sun and moon / were completely 
darkened, O my Saviour, / thus portraying ser-
vants fain and obedient, / who have clothed 
themselves in black from their great grief.  
  

“The centurions / knew Thee as God even 
when they slew Thee. / How then, O my God, 
dare I touch Thee with my hands? / I do 
shudder,” thus the noble Joseph cried.  

O Lifegiving Vine, / Thou wast taken from the 
earth, O Master; / yet the wine of our salvation 
hast Thou poured forth. / Yea, I glorify Thy 
Passion and Thy Cross. 
  

Jesus of Navi, / made the sun stop as he smote 
the heathen; / as for Thee, Lord, Thou didst 
darken and hide its rays, / when the prince of 
darkness fell before Thy might. 
  

O merciful Christ, / Thou remainest in the 
Father’s bosom, / and wast well pleased to 
become mortal man for us, / and didst go 
down unto Hades, O my God.  
  

“Woe is me, O my Son!” / wept the one who 
knew not wedlock, saying: / “Lo, I see Thee 
now condemned to hang on the Cross, / Thou 
Whom I had hoped to see a mighty King.” 
  

Witnessing Thy death, / Thy supremely 
undefiled Mother / cried with bitter grief, O 
Christ, and she said to Thee: / “Tarry not 
among the dead, O Life of All.” 
  

Hades, that dread foe, / shook with terror 
when he looked upon Thee, / O Daystar of 
Glory, only Immortal Lord, / and he yielded 
up his captives then in haste. 
  

With our hymns, O Christ, / we Thy faithful 
people now acclaim Thy / holy Crucifixion and 
Thy blest burial; / for Thy burial hast ran-
somed us from death.  
  

Glory to the Father, and to the Son, and to the Holy Spirit.  
O Eternal God, / Word co-unoriginate, and 
Spirit: / ‘Stablish Thou the faith and strength 
of the Orthodox / against heresy and error, O 
Good One.  
  

Both now and ever and, and unto ages of ages. Amen.  
Birthgiver of Life, / O most blameless and 
most holy Virgin: / Quell every offense within 
our most Holy Church, / blessing us with 
peace forever, O Good Maid.  
  

Right it is indeed / Life-bestowing Lord, to 
magnify Thee; / for upon the Cross were Thy 
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most pure hands outspread, / and the strength 
of our dread foe hast Thou destroyed.  
  

~ the Small Litany follows ~ 
  

THIRD STASIS  
  

v’ry generation / chanteth hymns of 
praise at / Thy burial, O Christ God.  

  

The Arimathæan, / took Thee from the Cross 
and / did lay Thee in a new grave.  
  

Come, all things created, / let us sing a dirge-
hymn / to honour our Creator.  
  

With myrrh and true knowledge, / let us, like 
the women, / anoint as dead the Living.  
  

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

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

Taught the inner myst’ries, / he, the mindless 
servant, / betrayed the Depth of Wisdom.  
  

He that sold his Saviour / sold himself as cap-
tive, / that crafty traitor, Judas 
  

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

Life-bestowing Saviour, / to Thy might be glo-
ry; / for Thou hast vanquished Hades.  
  

When the most pure Virgin / saw Thee prone, 
O Logos, / a mother’s dirge she sang Thee.  
  

O, my most sweet Springtime! / O, my Son 
beloved, / whither doth fade Thy beauty?  
  

Songs of lamentation / poured from Thy pure 
Mother, / when Thou, O Word, wast slaugh-
tered.  
  

By Thy death, O Lord God, / Death itself hast 
Thou slain / by Thy divine Dominion. 
  

Deceived is the deceiver, / deceived man is 
now ransomed / my God through Thy great 
wisdom. 
  

Son of God, Almighty, / O my God and 
Maker, / whence came Thy will to suffer. 
  

Joseph and the blessed / disciple Nicodemus / 
tend the life-giving Body.  
   

Cries of woe the Maiden / wailed with fervent 
weeping, / for her heart was now pierced 
through. 
  

Light more dear than seeing, / O my most 
sweet Child, / how doth a tomb now hide 
Thee? 
  

O, my Son, I praise Thee / for Thy great 
compassion / which moved Thee thus to suf-
fer. 
   

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

“Rise, O Life-bestower,” / cried she that bare 
Thee, / even Thy weeping Mother.  
  

Hasten, Word, to rise now / and release from 
sorrow / the spotless Maid that bore Thee. 
  

All the hosts of heaven, / stood with fear, 
confounded, / beholding Thy dead Body. 
   

To them that laud Thy Passion, / with faith 
and love, O Saviour, / grant them their sins 
forgiveness.  
  

Weeping and lamenting, / Thy most holy 
Mother / doth mourn Thee, my slain Saviour.  
  

Minds must tremble seeing, / O Maker of crea-
tion, / Thy strange and dire entombment.  
   

Myrrh the women sprinkled, / bearing stores 
of spices, / to grace Thy tomb ere dawning. 
  

~ we chant the above hymn repeatedly until the 
completion of the asperges ~ 

 

Grant unto Thy Church peace, / by Thy Resur-
rection, / and to Thy flock salvation.  
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Glory to the Father, and to the Son, and to the Holy Spirit.  
O Thou Triune Godhead, / Father, Son, and 
Spirit, / upon Thy world have mercy.  
  

Both now and ever, and unto ages of ages. Amen.  
Grant that we who serve thee / may see the 
Resurrection / of thy Son, O blest Virgin.  
  

Ev’ry generation / chanteth hymns of praise at 
/ Thy burial, O Christ God.  

  
 


