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Qamat Maryam
Mary Halted
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Traditional Old Syro-Maronite



dgsh iy adly A al s
Qamat Maryam Bentu Dawud
Hedha'al ‘Ud

Mary, the Daughter of David,
stood still at The Cross



Tandube Bnaha ‘alMaslub
bi‘Aydil Junud

Dreadfully weeping over her Crucified Son
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Rumhul Huzni Gha'es Fi Nafsiha
waMin ‘Alamihi Ghabat ‘An Hessiha

The shaft of sorrow impaled Her Heart
The pain was hard, that her sense, was lost
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Thumma Fagatel Walida
waSahat: ‘Ah Ya Waladah

Then the Mother got her conscious back,
and screamed out loud: Oh my Son!
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Habibi, Habibi
VERVEIELELUR GBI O]

Oh, my Beloved Son, speak to Me
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Kayf ‘Arak ‘Uryan
wala ‘Andubak Ya ‘Ebni

How can | see You injured
and not weep for You, My Son?
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‘Awja‘ak Haraqgat ‘Akbadi
‘Alamak Kharagat Fu‘adi

Your agony has terribly burned
and broken My Heart
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Kayfa Tahya Waledatak
VERVEIELELWR:EXERV BV L

Oh My dearly Son, How can Your Mother
stay alive after Your death?
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Ya ‘Ezza ‘Ummika
waThamrataha ‘alFarida

You are Your Mother’s Glory
and Her Unique Offspring
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Ya Wahid ‘Abik
waSuratahu ‘alMajida

You are the Son of God
and His Glorious Incarnation



‘Eftiragak kaSikkin Jarahatni
wa‘Adhabak kaHarba Ta‘anatni

Departing You is like a knife, has hurt Me
Your torture is like a spear, has stabbed Me



‘Esmah Li ‘"Amut Qablak
wala ‘Anzur ‘Ahwalak

Please let me die before You,
so | do not watch You suffering



Thamrat ‘Ahshay
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Look at You, my Womb’s Offspring
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Dima‘uka Tajri
"EDLEICLEIA I CERRELEL

Your blood is shedding,
and You are badly beaten
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Man Yarthi liHali Min Jarra‘ak?
Man Yamzuj Dima'l biDima‘ak?

Who can sympathize with my agony of Your death?
Or Who would take my life after Yours?



‘Anta Maslubon Fi Ssalib
wa'Ummak Tazidu Fi Nnahib

You are Crucified on The Cross
and Your Mother’s grieve never ends
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VERECLELCHT
Fi1 Jesmika Ttaher

Those wounds in Your Holy Body .....
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‘Abdalat Husnaka
walamalaka Zzaher

They have disgracefully transformed
Your Splendid Beauty
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Baha' Wajhak Taghayyar bel‘Esferar
waDumu‘ak Tadhref kal'Amtar

Your Bright Face has turned so pale
And Your tears are falling like heavy rain
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Hasaratak ‘Adhabatni
‘Adhabatak ‘Awhatni

Your overwhelming distress melts My Heart
Your suffering weakens me



Ya ‘Umma Yasu‘ Bental ‘Abel ‘Akram
Ya ‘Arusa Rruhel Quddusel ‘A‘zam

Oh Mother of Jesus, the Daughter of the Most
Merciful Father and the Bride of the Holy Spirit



I I U PR S U S
‘Ashrekina bi‘Alam Fadina
Zayyenina biNe‘mati Barina

Share with us, our Savior’s soreness
Prettify us by our Creator’s Grace



Al Lol ol 3]
R L P
liNakhdumaki ‘Ala Ddawam
Mada Ssa‘ati wal'Ayyam

So we would be devoted to You;
now and till the end of times



