CHRIST IS RISEN

PASCHAL PRAYERS

Xplotog Gvéaty éx vexp@v, Bavdtw Odvatoy mathoag, kol
Toig v Tolg wyiuact, {wiy xaploduevos.

Avéotaow Xplotod Oeacdpevol, mpookvviowuey Aylov
Kdbptov Tnootv, ov uévov avaudptntov. Tov Ztavpéy gov,
Xp1oTé, Tpookuvodey kol T ayloy oov dvaoTaoty Duvoduey
xal do&alopev- o yap el Oedg Nuav, éxtds cov dAdov odx
ofdapey, 16 8voud oov dvopdlouev. Aedte mévTeg of moTol,
TpoakvVAowuey TV Tod XpLoTod dyiav dviatacty- idod yap
AA0e O oD Xtawpod yaps &v Edw 16 xdouw. At TavTo
ebAoyolvteg Tov Kdplov, duvoduey mpy dvdotaoy adtod-
towpov yop dmopeivag o’ uds, Oavdte Bdvatov dAecey.

Avaarag 6 Inoodg dmo Tob Tapov, kabwg Tpoeimey, Edwrey

AU Y addviov {wny, xad péya Eleog.

Christ is risen from the dead, trampling down death by
death, and on those in the tombs bestowing life.

Having beheld the Resurrection of Christ, let us worship
the Holy Lord Jesus, who alone is without sin. We worship
Your Cross, O Christ, and we praise and glorify Your Holy
Resurrection; for You are our God, we know no other
but You, and we call upon Your Name. Come, all you
faithful, let us worship Christ’s Holy Resurrection; for
behold, through the Cross joy has come to all the world.
Ever blessing the Lord, we praise His Resurrection; for by
enduring the Cross for us, He destroyed death by death.

Jesus, having risen from the tomb, as He foretold, has given
to us Eternal Life and Great Mercy.



EI'KYKAIOX TOY XEBAXMIQTATOY APXIEITIXKOITOY
AYZTPAAIAY K.K. MAKAPIOY I'TA TO AT'TO TTAXXA 2026

Maxkariox

Ehéw Ocod Apytemionomos g Aywwtdtng Apytemoxoniic Adotpatiag, dméptipos xai Efapyog mdong Qxeaviag, Tolg
Ocopiieotatol; Xwpemioxémolg xai "Emoxémols, 1@ edayel xlnpw, Tals povaotikals 4deddtnot, Toig I1poédpolg Tév
evtipwy Exxdnootixéy ZvpBovdinv xai @lomtoywy AdedpotiTwy, Tolg 01d4oiovat kel Tolg dLdaaKopévols v Tolg
Sxoheiols, Toig épyalouévols &v toig PrlavBpwmixols xabidpdpact xai TovTi TQ YpLoTETWVOUY TANpWRATL THg &V ADoTpakic
OpboddEov "Exxnoiag, yapts el xai elpiyy mapd tod évdéiwg Avaotavtog Zwthipog Xptotod.

Tiyuwtator Adedoi cuvemioromot kol &yamnTe uov Toudid,

Mé apoppn Tic modepixés ovppdéets ot Méoy Avatoly), yivetar Todlc Adyog yid )] petapopd tod Ayiov Pwtds, xvplng
oty EXAdda, dg elbioton Té tedevtaia ypévia. Tid tudc, BéPaua, £0@ ot paxpwy Adotpadia, 6 Idoya optaleton pié
hapmpéTyToTap 8TLOEY EYoU e T OuvaTdTYTA THG UeTapopds Tob Ayiov Dutde dmd Té Tepoodlupa, Smwg dAkwoTe cuuPaivet
ol o€ ToAAG dAAe épy) ToD kOT oV Kal ETrwg cuVEBauve Y18 Toddolg aidves o unTépa wotpida pag, Ty EAL4de. T4 Qo
0D Ayiov Putds elvaun Evayeyovég mod cvpPaiver atovg Ayiovg Témovg xai, cuykexpiuéve, oév {woddyo Iaviyio Tapo Tob
Xprotod. “Ouwg, 0év wpémet va. Anauovodpe 811 6 g Tod Xpiotod dtaryéetar ot kade dvOpwmo xal dtamepva ToV ypdvo e
TOV @O, Kok ADT6 TUVIOTA T peydho adua.

Awmotavovpe 811 drrapyovy dplopévor dvBpwmol o dmrolot elvou yeudtol pag xai 1 wapovaio Tovg pwtiler. "Exovy té00
Pidg mov Gxdwy xai Tig Huépes, oD 7 dixy) Tovg Yuyn elven oxoTery xal wokedel pé Tig dmotuyieg Tig kadnuepvéTyTaS,
abdTol cvveyilovy vé pwTilovy Td mavTa YOpw Tovg. ITpbrerton Y18 Eva Pig towTepixd, mov O¢v oxetileton é THY EEwTepticn
o Ep@avion 7 ué adtd wod Aépe. Evou 16 @adg i xapdidc, T6 émolo 8év umopel Timote va 16 Bapmdoet, Yt dxpibidg
TpoépyeTaL AT péTa, dTrd TéV Eow dvBpwmo. Epeig of Opbbédotor Xpiotiavoi dapPdvovue 16 ¢dg dmwd tév vontd "Hto mov
dév dber moté. Ki rav xdmorog Exet w6 pidg Tod XpLotod, elvou fpepog xai eipnvinds. AmoTekel wid ciwmniy Svvaun xoi dév
maoyiler va dmodeibel Timota yid TéV Eavté Tov. Ady dywvileton vé dmnpedoe xal va Eeywpioet. Aév mpoo@épel yi1d va. AaeL.
Durtiler ywpic wpoomadeta xai dyod ywpic vé TpoTdoxd dvtamddoay.

g i hovg va {Yoovue T peyokhtepy xal THY dpoubTepy éumelpio wod wrropel vé. Budaet Evag dvOpwog mave ot Y.
Ty épmerpio 100 dveomépov Pwtd, Ty Eumetpia tig Avaotdoews. Xpiotds Avéoty! Adnbig Avéot!

"Ev Z00ved, 7] Ayia xai Meyadn Kvploxfj tob ITaoya, 12y Ampidiov 2026,

O Apyemioromog

T O Adotpariog Maxapiog
Yrépripos xai "E&apyog wdone Qxeaviag



ENCYCLICAL OF HIS EMINENCE ARCHBISHOP
MAKARIOS OF AUSTRALIA FOR HOLY PASCHA 2026

Makarios

by the mercy of God, Archbishop of the Most Holy Archdiocese of Australia, Primate and Exarch of All Oceania, to
the God-loving Chorespiskopi and Bishops, the gracious clergy and monastic communities, to the Presidents of the
honourable Ecclesiastical Committees and Philoptochos Associations, to the teachers and students in the Schools, to
those who work in the philanthropic institutions and to all the Christ-loving plenitude of the Orthodox Church in
Australia, grace be unto you and peace from our gloriously Risen Saviour Christ.

Most honourable Brother fellow bishops and my beloved children,

On account of the military conflicts in the Middle East, much discussion has arisen concerning the transfer of the
Holy Light, particularly to Greece, as has become customary in recent years. For us, certainly, here in distant Australia,
Pascha is celebrated with splendour, even though we do not have the possibility of receiving the Holy Light from
Jerusalem—just as is the case in many other parts of the world, and as it was for many centuries in our motherland,
Greece. The miracle of the Holy Light is an event that takes place in the Holy Land, and more specifically at the life-
giving and all-holy Tomb of Christ. Yet we must not forget that the light of Christ is poured out upon every human
person and transcends both time and space—and this is the great miracle.

We observe that there are certain people who are filled with light, and whose very presence illumines those around
them. They possess such light that even on days when their own soul is darkened and struggles with the failures of daily
life, they continue to radiate light to everything around them. This is an inner light, not dependent upon outward
appearance or upon what we say. It is the light of the heart, which nothing can dim, precisely because it proceeds from
within, from the inner person. We, as Orthodox Christians, receive this light from the noetic Sun that never sets. And
when someone bears the light of Christ, that person is calm and peaceful. They become a quiet strength and do not
strive to prove anything about themselves. They do not seek to influence others or to distinguish themselves. They do
not give, in order to receive. They illumine without effort and love without expecting anything in return.

I call upon all of you to live the greatest and most beautiful experience that a human being can encounter upon this
earth: the experience of the Light, that never sets, the experience of the Resurrection. Christ is Risen! Truly He is Risen!

In Sydney, on Holy and Great Pascha, 12th of April 2026,

The Archbishop,

T Makarios of Australia
Primate and Exarch of all Oceania



The Joy After Midm’gbt

A short fictional story on experiencing the Paschal Divine Liturgy

Q). aniel stood outside the

V) glowing doors of the parish
of St Joachim and St Anna,
checking his phone as he waited.

He came every year.

Not because he was particularly
devout. Not because he fasted
strictly, or attended the mid week
services, or even fully understood
the long hymns that seemed to
stretch endlessly into the night.

He came because it was tradition.
Because at midnight you held a
candle, heard “Christ is Risen,” saw
a few familiar faces, and went home
to magiritsa.

That was the rhythm.

Inside, the church was full. The
icons shimmered. The scent of
beeswax lingered in the air. As
midnight approached, the lights
dimmed, and a hush fell. From the
altar, a single flame appeared.

“Come, receive the Light...”

The flame moved from person
to person. Daniel leaned forward
and lit his thin white candle. The
fire trembled at its tip, small but
alive. They walked in a procession
outside.

“Christ is Risen!”

“Truly He is Risen!”

The words burst from hundreds
of voices. People smiled and
embraced.

Daniel joined in, exchanging
greetings, glancing at his watch.

12:07am.

He turned toward the gate,
following the familiar flow of people
beginning to leave. This was the
moment he knew — the natural
ending point of the Easter service.

But then he paused.

Through the open doors, he
could see the priest re-entering the
church, now vested in bright white.

The chanting had begun again —

no longer solemn, but full of life,
almost radiant.

He hesitated. He wasn’t sure why.

Perhaps it was curiosity. Or
simply the sense that something was
continuing — something he had
never really stayed to experience.

1 suppose it wouldn't hurt to
stay, he thought. He walked inside.

Inside, the crowd was thinner
now. The vastness of the church felt
different — less crowded, more
intimate. The priest’s voice rang
clearly:

“It is the day of Resurrection! Let
us be radiant, O people!”

Radiant.

Daniel looked around. The
remaining faithful were not many,
but they sang with a fullness he
hadn’t
noticed before. No one seemed
rushed. No one was checking a
watch.

That Liturgy was the most
beautiful Daniel had experienced.

Then came the homily of John
Chrysostom.

“If any be devout and love God,
let him enjoy this fair and radiant
triumph...”

The reading was steady,
unhurried.

“If any have come at the eleventh
hour...”

Daniel gave a faint, almost
amused breath.

That’s me, he thought.

Not distant from faith — but
not especially close either. Always
somewhere in between.

“Let no one weep... for pardon
has shone forth from the tomb.”

There was no pressure, no
expectation. Just an open invitation,
offered without condition.

When the final proclamation came
again —

“Christ is Risen!”
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— he answered more deliberately
this time.
“Truly He is Risen.”

Daniel thought of how quickly
he had been ready to leave. To take
the flame home, let it trace a soot
cross above the door, and move on
unchanged.

But here, staying — simply
staying — he felt something shift.

When he stepped outside later, the
night had settled into stillness. The
crowds were gone. The street was
quiet.

Nothing around him had
changed. But something within him
had.

He realised that for years, he had
experienced Pascha as a beautiful
moment — something to witness,
to celebrate briefly, and then carry
home.

Tonight, he had stayed a little
longer.

And in doing so, he had
discovered something just as
beautiful: that the joy of the
Resurrection doesn’t end at
midnight. It unfolds, waiting for
anyone willing to remain and
receive it.

As he walked to his car, the words
stayed with him — notas an
obligation, but as a quiet invitation.
Tonight, Daniel discovered that
the Resurrection was an invitation.
And for the first time, he had
stayed long enough to hear it.




