
� � �
On

� � � �
see - ing thine un -

� � � �
just slaugh- ter, O

� � �
Christ, thy pure

� � � � � �
Mo- ther cried in

�� �
grief: O

� �
most sweet

� � � �
child, how is

� � � � � �
it that thou

� � � �
di - est law-less -

�
ly?

� � � �
How is it that

� � � � �
thou, who

� � � �
hast sus - pend - ed

� � � �
all the earth up -

� � � � � �
on the floods of

� � � �
wa - ters, art

� � � �
now thy - self sus -

� � � � � �
pend - ed from the

� � �
Tree? O most

� � � �
mer - ci - ful

� � � � � �
Be - ne - fac -

� � �
tor, do not

� � � �
leave

�
me,

� � � � � �
thy Mo - ther and

� � �� � � �
hand-maid, a - - -

�
lone.

Dismissal Stavro-Theotokion, Tone 1
Special Melody:  O all-lauded Martyrs

Sung at the dismissal of  Lenten Great Compline on Tuesdays and Thursdays


