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Plagal Second Mode
Your command which fashioned me was my  
beginning and my substance; for wishing to  
compose me as a living creature from visible and  
invisible nature, you moulded my body from the 
earth, but gave me a soul by your divine and life-
giving breath. Therefore, O Christ, give rest to your 
servant in the land of the living, in the tents of the 
righteous.

Varys Mode
Give rest, our Savior, giver of life, to our brother, 
who has passed over from transitory things, as he 
cries, ‘Glory to you.’

Plagal Fourth Mode
I grieve and lament when I contemplate death, and 
see the beauty fashioned for us in God’s image  
lying in the graves, without form, without glory, 
without shape. O the wonder! What is this mystery 
which has happened around us? How have we  
been handed over to corruption, and been yoked 
with death? Truly it is at God’s command, as it is 
written, God who grants rest to him who has  
passed over.

Glory to the Father and to the Son and to the Holy 
Spirit.
Your death, Lord, has become the cause of  
immortality; for had you not been laid in a grave, 
Paradise had not been opened: and give rest to the 
one who has passed over, as you love humankind.

Both now and forever and to the ages of ages.  
Amen.
Pure Virgin, gate of the Word, Mother of our God, 
implore that he have mercy on his soul.

First Mode
What pleasure in life remains without its share of 
sorrow? What glory stands on earth unchanged?  
All things are feebler than a shadow, all things are 
more deceptive than dreams; one instant, and  
death supplants them all. But give rest to him you 
have chosen, O Christ, in the light of your  
countenance and the sweetness of your beauty, as 
you love mankind.

Second Mode
As a flower withers and as a dream passes, so  
every human being is dissolved. But once again, at 
the sound of the trumpet, all the dead will arise as  
by an earthquake to go to meet you, Christ God. 
Then, Christ our Master, establish in the tents of 
your saints the spirit of your servant whom you  
have taken over from us.

Third Mode
Everything human that does not survive death is 
vanity; wealth does not last, glory does not travel 
with us; for at death’s approach all of them  
disappear; and so let us cry out to Christ the  
Immortal: Give rest to him who has passed from us, 
in the dwelling of all those who rejoice.

Fourth Mode
Truly fearful and most terrible is death’s dreaded 
mystery, how the soul is so forcibly divorced from 
its fleshly frame, and that bond of union which is 
wholly natural is cut off by God’s own will.  
Therefore we make this entreaty unto you: Give  
rest to him who has passed over in the tents of  
your righteous ones, O Life-giver and Savior Christ, 
only Lover of humankind.

Plagal First Mode
I remembered how the Prophet cried out: I am  
earth and ashes; and I looked again into the tombs 
and saw the naked bones, and I said: Who then is 
king or soldier, rich or beggar, just or sinner? But 
give rest, O Lord, with the just to your servant.

If thou hast shown mercy unto man, O man, that 
same mercy shall be shown thee there; and if on an 
orphan thou hast shown compassion, the same  
shall there deliver thee from want. If in this life the 
naked thou hast clothed, the same shall give thee 
shelter there, and sing the psalm: Alleluia. 

Youth and the beauty of the body fade at the hour  
of death, and the tongue then burneth fiercely, and 
the parched throat is inflamed. The beauty of the 
eyes is quenched then, the comeliness of the face  
all altered, the shapeliness of the neck destroyed;  
and the other parts have become numb, nor often 
say: Alleluia. 

With ecstacy are we inflamed if we but hear that 
there is light eternal yonder; that there is Paradise, 
wherein every soul of righteous ones rejoiceth. Let 
us all also enter into Christ, that all we may cry 
aloud thus unto God: Alleluia.

Why these bitter words of the dying, O brethren, 
which they utter as they go hence? I am parted  
from my brethren. All my friends do I abandon, and 
go hence. But whither I go, that understand I not, 
neither what shall become of me yonder; only God 
who hath summoned me knoweth. But make  
commemoration of me with the song: Alleluia.

But whither now go the souls? How dwell they now 
together there? This mystery have I desired to  
learn, but none can impart aright. Do they call to 
mind their own people, as we do them? Or have  
they forgotten all those who mourn them and make 
the song: Alleluia. 

We go forth on the path eternal, and as  
condemned, with downcast faces, present  
ourselves before the only God eternal. Where then 
is comeliness? Where then is wealth? Where then 
is the glory of this world? There shall none of these 
things aid us, but only to say oft the psalm: Alleluia.  




















