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HYMNS AT THE SMALL ENTRANCE 

The Resurrection Apolytikion, Mode 1 Plagal  

Τὸν συνάναρχον Λόγον Πατρὶ καὶ Πνεύματι, τὸν ἐκ Παρθένου τεχθέντα εἰς σωτηρίαν ἡμῶν, 

ἀνυμνήσωμεν πιστοὶ καὶ προσκυνήσωμεν, ὅτι ηὐδόκησε σαρκί, ἀνελθεῖν ἐν τῷ Σταυρῷ, καὶ 

θάνατον ὑπομεῖναι, καὶ ἐγεῖραι τοὺς τεθνεῶτας, ἐν τῇ ἐνδόξῳ Ἀναστάσει αὐτοῦ. 

 

Logos born of the virgin for our salvation, and co-eternal with the Father and the Holy Spirit, 

come ye faithful ones and worship singing praise to Him, for He was willing as a man to be 

lifted on the cross and death to suffer, and to raise the dead by His glorious resurrection.  

 

Apolytikion for the Holy Martyrs 

Οἱ Μάρτυρές σου Κύριε, ἐν τῇ ἀθλήσει αὐτῶν, στεφάνους ἐκομίσαντο τῆς ἀφθαρσίας, ἐκ σοῦ 

τοῦ Θεοῦ ἡμῶν· σχόντες γὰρ τὴν ἰσχύν σου, τοὺς τυράννους καθεῖλον, ἔθραυσαν καὶ δαιμόνων, 

τὰ ἀνίσχυρα θράση. Αὐτῶν ταῖς ἱκεσίαις, Χριστὲ ὁ Θεός, σῶσον τὰς ψυχὰς ἡμῶν. 

 

Your martyrs Lord through their contest have won from You Lord a crown of incorruption, 

having your power they conquered the tyrants and they shattered the demon’s feeble insolence 

through their supplications, Christ our God save our souls.  

 

Church Hymn 

Εὐλογητὸς εἶ, Χριστὲ ὁ Θεὸς ἡμῶν, ὁ πανσόφους τοὺς ἁλιεῖς ἀναδείξας, καταπέμψας αὐτοῖς τὸ 

Πνεῦμα τὸ ἅγιον, καὶ δι' αὐτῶν τὴν οἰκουμένην σαγηνεύσας, φιλάνθρωπε, δόξα σοι. 

 

Blessed are You O Christ our God, Who as all wise the fishermen You showed forth; By 

sending your Holy Spirit down upon them and through them the universe You drew unto your 

net.  O lover of mankind Glory to You. 

 

Kondakion  

Προστασία τῶν Χριστιανῶν ἀκαταίσχυντε, μεσιτεία, πρὸς τὸν Ποιητὴν ἀμετάθετε, μὴ παρίδῃς, 

ἁμαρτωλῶν δεήσεων φωνάς, ἀλλὰ πρόφθασον, ὡς ἀγαθή, εἰς τὴν βοήθειαν ἡμῶν, τῶν πιστῶς 

κραυγαζόντων σοι· Τάχυνον εἰς πρεσβείαν, καὶ σπεῦσον εἰς ἱκεσίαν, ἡ προστατεύουσα ἀεί, 

Θεοτόκε, τῶν τιμώντων σε. 

 

Protection of all Christians and unashamed intercessor to our Creator unchanging.  Do not 

turn from the praying voices of all sinners; but extend your good and timely help to us who in 

faith call upon you.  Hasten O Theotokos to intercede for us. The protector of us all who 

defends those who honor you. 

First Antiphon  

Bless the Lord, O my soul, 

and all that is within me, 

bless His holy Name. 

Bless the Lord, O my soul, 

and forget not all that He 

has done for you. 

The Lord in heaven has 

prepared His throne, and 

His kingdom rules over 

all. 

Second Antiphon  

Praise the Lord, O my soul; I 

will praise the Lord in my 

life; I will chant unto my 

God for as long as I have 

my being.  

Blessed is He of whom the 

God of Jacob is his help, 

whose hope is in the Lord 

his God. 

The Lord shall be King unto 

eternity; your God, O 

Zion, from generation  

 to generation. 

Third Antiphon  

This is the day the Lord has 

made; let us rejoice and 

be glad in it. 

Let the heavens and the earth  

 praise Him. 



Scripture Reading 
Faith comes by hearing…. 

Epistle Reader: William Striglos  

Priest: Let Us Attend... 

Reader: You, O Lord, shall keep us and preserve us...save me, O Lord, for the godly man has failed.  

Priest: Wisdom.  

Reader: The Reading is from St. Paul’s Letter to the Romans (12:6-14) 

Priest: Let us be attentive… 

 

Brethren, having gifts that differ according to the grace given to us, let us use them: if  prophecy, in 
proportion to our faith; if  service, in our serving; he who teaches, in his teaching; he who exhorts, in 
his exhortation; he who contributes, in liberality; he who gives aid, with zeal; he who does acts of  
mercy, with cheerfulness. Let love be genuine; hate what is evil, hold fast to what is good; love one 
another with brotherly affection; outdo one another in showing honor. Never flag in zeal, be aglow 
with the Spirit, serve the Lord. Rejoice in your hope, be patient in tribulation, be constant in prayer. 
Contribute to the needs of  the saints, practice hospitality. Bless those who persecute you; bless and do 
not curse them.  
 

THE GOSPEL ACCORDING TO ST. MATTHEW (9:1-8) 
 

At that time, getting into a boat Jesus crossed over and came to his own city. And behold, they brought 
to him a paralytic, lying on his bed; and when Jesus saw their faith he said to the paralytic, "Take heart, 
my son; your sins are forgiven." And behold, some of  the scribes said to themselves, "This man is 
blaspheming." But Jesus, knowing their thoughts, said, "Why do you think evil in your hearts? For 
which is easier, to say 'Your sins are forgiven,' or to say 'Rise and walk?' But that you may know that the 
Son of  man has authority on earth to forgive sins" he then said to the paralytic -- "Rise, take up your 
bed and go home." And he rose and went home. When the crowds saw it, they were afraid, and they 
glorified God, who had given such authority to men.  

 



Memorials 
May their memory be eternal ... 

Among the spirits of  the righteous perfected in faith, give rest, O Savior to the souls of  your servants... 

Demetrios Pantazis (1 year) 

Angie Striglos Panos (40 days) 

Helen Gerasimou (10 years) 

Pantelis (40 days) 

Sandra  Coules 

ALTAR CANDLES 

Offered in loving memory of  Demetrios Pantazis by his loving family.  

ALTAR TABLE CANDLES 

Offered in loving memory of  Helen Gerasimou by Mary Nakata and Kouji and family. 

SOLEA CANDLES 

Offered in loving memory Demetrios Pantazis by Mary Morrison. 

PERPETUAL CANDLES 

Offered in loving memory of  Angie Striglos Panos by her brother Bill Striglos.  

Offered in loving memory of  Angie Striglos Panos by Mr. and Mrs. Sotirios Bouras and family.  

THE BLACKSMITH 

 Once there lived and once there was a blacksmith that gave his entire life to the Lord our God.  

He was a tall man of  few words; broad in stature and immense in physical strength.  From the time he 

was young he spent his days at the forge of  his father with hammer, anvil, steel, and flame.  He was, 

indeed, a master craftsman sought out by the wealthiest of  merchants and men of  noble birth.  The 

blacksmith was an honest man that believed in profit, but not at the expense of  his fellow man’s 

misfortune.  He was compensated generously and he gave benevolently.  The town’s folk respected 

him and, despite the sins of  his youth, he was looked upon as an honorable fellow.   

 Broad in stature, immense in physical strength, honest in his work, and yet the great struggles in 

his life could not be easily counted.  His father was taken in the Great War and his mother shortly 

after.  A widower at an early age and with no children of  his own, one would only assume that his 

heart burned with anger and grief.     

 One day it happened that a wealthy village merchant came to the forge of  the blacksmith.  The 

merchant said to him “It is strange to me that a devout man such as you has endured such hardship 
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and suffering.  You care for everyone and have nothing.  I care for myself  only and have everything.  Is 

this God’s reward for those who walk in his ways?”   

 The blacksmith did not abruptly answer the wealthy merchant.  It was clear that he too had 

many times asked himself  the same question and after a long moment of  silence the blacksmith 

responded saying, “I have suffered, and continue to suffer.  My light purse of  coins stands well 

beneath your heavy chest of  silver, gold and precious stones.  You see here the raw iron which I have 

to make into horse’s shoes. Do you know what I do with it? I take a piece of  that cold raw iron and 

heat it in the fire until it is red, almost white with the heat. Then I hammer it unmercifully to shape it 

as I know it should be shaped. Then I plunge it into a pail of  cold water to temper it. Then I heat it 

again and hammer it some more. And this I do until it is finished.  But sometimes I find a piece of  

iron that won’t stand up under this treatment. The heat and the hammering and the cold water are too 

much for it. I don’t know why it fails in the process, but I know it will never make a good horse’s 

shoe.” 

 He pointed to a heap of  scrap iron that was near the door of  his shop. “When I get a piece that 

cannot take the shape and temper, I throw it out on the scrap heap. It will never be good for 

anything.” 

 He went on, “I have been held in the fires of  affliction and have felt the beating hammer upon 

me, but I don’t mind, if  only the Lord can bring me to what I should be. And so, in all these hard 

things my prayer is simply this: Shape me as you see fit, only don’t throw me on the scrap heap.” 


