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9nhgnp Snuwjy - Krikor Dgha

Behold! | exclaim the lamentable sound,

[ lament all in tears,

| leave my strength to the heaven above,
| turn to speak to the earth below,

| call the two instead of one,

To become the mourner of my being,

| narrate my melancholic anger

| tell of my weeping pain.

Ubkpuku Tunpbwih - Nerses Shnorali

Lament, O Churches, Brides of the upper room,

Lament over Edessa

My beloved sisters and brothers, you, who can be found on all sides of the earth,

Cities and villages all together, peoples and generations all over the world,

First and foremost | will speak to you, who are brilliant and wonderful,

Drenching the universe with the heralding effusion of the Word,

You, to whom | speak filled with ill tidings, listen to my weeping voice.

The merciless sword of the infidel who hungers for our blood,

Was not satisfied and will not be so until the fulfilment of time,

So, it achieved the same with you, as with me, at this time.

It reaped the corn on the fields while still green,

It cut the vine off from its root, it stripped bare the olive tree's branches.



And they captured you, like Salem and even worse.
Because of this, O desirable one, you, who are well instructed in this matter,

From your terrible disaster of those days my own tragedy was born

Weep! Weep, with risen voice! Lament over me, lost in groans!

I, Edessa, the city of Urha, bereft of my children, orphan and widow,

Call on you with a woman's voice, plaintive and full of misery.

| remove the veil from my head, | cut up my embellished covering,

| beat my breast, my heart with stones strike my face with punches,

Sit down and mourn, at home, all dark, as is allowed to one who mourns,
And instead of a scarlet dress, black | don, colour of grief,

| shed uncounted tears, abundantly, profusely, riverlike,

| was mother of a multitude of children, countless sons and daughters did | bear,

Whom | suckled as a mother does, drenched them with the milk from my breasts,

I implore those who are there, also to remember me, wavering in spirit,

Who only as namesake am comparable to that Nerses of Greater Armenia, |, deficient in good
works,

And a sprout of his branches, but who am not like his roots,

The composer of this poem of lamentation, for alleviation of the afflicted,

Not more, and not less, but as it has been put in measured feet,
Relish it with the love for these persons, now that this writing is completed, at your request,
Which here | am to bring to an end, by finishing the writing of this poem,

Concluding it for the glory of the Father, completing it for the glory of the Son and the Spirit.



Anhgnp Snwj - Krikor Dgha

Behold! | exclaim the lamentable sound,

I lament all in tears,

| leave my strength to the heaven above,
| turn to speak to the earth below,

| call the two instead of one,

To become the mourner of my being,

| narrate my melancholic anger

| tell of my weeping pain.

End



