VESPERS ON HOLY TUESDAY
At Psalm 140

In Tone 4

In Tone 1

6. If You mark iniquities, Lord, who can stand?*
But with You forgiveness is that You may be
revered.
You have heard of the condemnation of the one who
hid the talent;* O my soul, do not hide the word of
God.* Proclaim His wonders and increase His gifts,*
that you may enter into the joy of your Lord.
5. I have waited for You as You have commanded;
my soul patiently relies on Your promise,* for it
has trusted in the Lord.
You have heard of the condemnation of the one who
hid the talent;* O my soul, do not hide the word of
God.* Proclaim His wonders and increase His gifts,*
that you may enter into the joy of your Lord.

10. Lead my soul forth from prison* that I may give
thanks to Your name.
How shall I enter the splendour of your saints,*
because of my unworthiness?* If I dare to enter into
Your bridal chamber,* my garment shall give me
away;* for I do not have a wedding garment,* and
the angels shall cast me out.* Purify my soul, O Lord,
and in Your goodness, save me.
9. The just shall gather around me* when You have
been good to me.
How shall I enter the splendour of your saints,*
because of my unworthiness?* If I dare to enter into
Your bridal chamber,* my garment shall give me
away;* for I do not have a wedding garment,* and
the angels shall cast me out.* Purify my soul, O Lord,
and in Your goodness, save me.
In Tone 2

8. Out of the depths I cry to You, O Lord;* O Lord,
hear my voice!
My slothful soul has fallen into sleep, O Christ, my
Spouse,* and I do not have a lamp shining with the
fire of virtues.* I have become like the foolish
virgins;* for, instead of labouring, I have wasted my
time.* Do not close off Your love and Your heart to
me, O Master;* but dispel my dark slumber;*
awaken me that I may enter Your palace with the
wise virgins.* There the choir of the just shall
resound as they sing to You:* O Lord, glory to You.
7. Let Your ears be attentive* to the voice of my
prayer.
My slothful soul has fallen into sleep, O Christ, my
Spouse,* and I do not have a lamp shining with the
fire of virtues.* I have become like the foolish
virgins;* for, instead of labouring, I have wasted my
time.* Do not close off Your love and Your heart to
me, O Master;* but dispel my dark slumber;*
awaken me that I may enter Your palace with the
wise virgins.* There the choir of the just shall
resound as they sing to You:* O Lord, glory to You.

In Tone 6

4. From the morning watch until night* let Israel
trust in the Lord.
Come, O faithful, let us zealously labour for the
Lord;* for He entrusts His riches to His servants;* let
each multiply the talent of grace.* Let one gain
wisdom by doing good;* let another serve with
splendour;* let the faithful share the knowledge of
faith with the unenlightened;* let others share their
goods with the poor.* Thus we shall multiply the
treasure that has been entrusted to us,* and we shall
be the faithful stewards of grace,* and we shall be
worthy of the joy of the Lord.* Grant this to us, O
Christ our God,* in Your goodness toward mankind.
3. For with the Lord there is mercy, and with Him
there is plentiful redemption;* and He shall
redeem Israel from all its iniquities.
Come, O faithful, let us zealously labour for the
Lord;* for He entrusts His riches to His servants;* let
each multiply the talent of grace.* Let one gain
wisdom by doing good;* let another serve with
splendour;* let the faithful share the knowledge of
faith with the unenlightened;* let others share their
goods with the poor.* Thus we shall multiply the
treasure that has been entrusted to us,* and we shall
be the faithful stewards of grace,* and we shall be
worthy of the joy of the Lord.* Grant this to us, O
Christ our God,* in Your goodness toward mankind.

2. Praise the Lord, all the nations;* proclaim His
glory, all you people.
When You shall come in glory with the powers of
heaven,* to be seated on the throne of judgment, O
Jesus,* do not cast me far away from You, O Good
Shepherd.* On Your right are the paths that lead to
You,* and on Your left are those who turn away from
You.* Do not make me perish with the goats,* even
though I have been disfigured by sin.* But place me
on Your right with Your sheep,* and in Your love for
mankind, save me.
1. Strong is the love of the Lord for us;* eternally
will His truth endure.
O Bridegroom, whose grace surpasses all human
beauty,* You invite us to the spiritual feast in Your
palace.* Strip me of the coarse garment of my sin,*
and make me a partaker of Your Passion.* Clothe me
in the glorious adornment of Your beauty.* In Your
mercy, accept me as a luminous guest* at the banquet
in Your Kingdom.
In Tone 7, Glory… Now… Behold, the Lord entrusts
His talent to you;* accept this gift with fear, O my
soul.* Multiply it for the One who granted it to you;*
share it with the poor and you shall have the Lord as
your friend.* Then you shall be at His right when He
comes in glory,* and you shall hear His blessed voice
say to you:* You are indeed my servant;* enter into
the joy of Your Lord.* Even though I have gone
astray, O Lord,* make me worthy of this joy.
Prokeimenon I

Tone 6: Arise, O Lord, and go to Your resting place,*
You and the ark of Your might.
Verse: O Lord, remember David and the many
hardships he endured.
Reading I (Exodus 2:5-10)
Prokeimenon II

Tone 4: How good and how pleasant it is,* when
people live in unity!
Verse: It is like precious oil upon the head, running
down upon the beard, upon the beard of Aaron.
Reading II (Job 1:13-22)
Gospel (Matthew 24:36-26:2)

Tone 6: Today Christ comes to the house of the
Pharisee,* and the sinful woman draws near and falls
down at His feet, crying:* “Behold me sunk in sin,
filled with despair by reason of my deeds,* yet not

rejected by Thy love,* Grant me, Lord,* remission
of my sins and save me,'
Verse: I have lifted up my eyes to You enthroned in heaven.
Behold, as the eyes of servants are on the hands of their
masters, as the eyes of a maid are on the hands of her mistress,
so are our eyes on the Lord our God until He has mercy on us.

The harlot spread out her hair before Thee, 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 Thee*
who wast sold and hast set us free:* O Lord, glory to
You.
Verse: Have mercy on us, O Lord, have mercy on us; for we
have been filled with shame;* our soul is all too full of the
mockery of the rich, of the contempt of the proud.

Evil-smelling and defiled, the woman drew near to
'Thee,* shedding tears upon Thy feet, O Saviour,*
and proclaiming Thy Passion.* 'How can I look upon
Thee, O Master?* Yet Thou hast come to save the
harlot.* I am dead: raise me from the depths,* as
Thou hast raised Lazarus on the fourth day from the
tomb.* Accept me in my wretchedness, O Lord, and
save me.'
In Tone 8, Glory… Now… The woman who had
fallen into many sins,* perceiving Thy divinity, O
Lord,* fulfilled the part of a myrrh-bearer;* and with
lamentations she brought sweet-smelling oil of
myrrh to Thee before Thy 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,* Thou who drawest
down from the clouds the waters of the sea.* Incline
to the groanings of my heart,* O Thou who in Thine
ineffable self-emptying hast bowed down the
heavens,* I shall kiss Thy 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 Thy judgements,* O Saviour
of my soul?* Despise me not, Thine handmaiden,*
for Thou hast mercy without measure,'

