
restore His relationship to them.
He singles them out to call them
to Himself.

St. Paul had a special reason to call
himself the first of sinners. He had
persecuted the Church. When the
first Christian martyr, St. Stephen,
was stoned to death, the witnesses laid
down their clothes at a young man’s feet,
whose name was Saul [Paul]... And Saul
was consenting unto his death... he made
havock of the church, entering into every
house, and haling men and women 
committed them to prison. (Acts 7:58 ff).
But St. Paul also had a special 
experience of Christ on the road to
Damascus. He  heard a voice saying
unto him, Saul, Saul, why persecutest
thou me? And he said, Who art thou,
Lord? And the Lord said, I am Jesus
whom thou persecutest. (Acts 9:4 ff). 
St. Peter denied the Lord three times

the night of His betrayal, saying, I
know not the man. (St. Matthew 26:74)
But the Lord has the Angel say to the
women at the tomb, go tell his disciples
and Peter (St. Mark 16:7) – He wants
Peter to know He is still counted with

the disciples. Later He asks Peter three times, lovest thou
me? This is to give Peter the opportunity to affirm his
love for the Lord as many times as he had denied Him.
(St. John 21:15 ff)
Our Lord does not forgive because some legal requirement

has been met. He does not forgive because it is His 
‘policy’ to forgive. He forgives each of us because He
freely loves and chooses to forgive each of us. Each time
we are forgiven, it is a unique and personal gift of mercy. 

Christ promised to be with us always, even unto the end
of the world. (St. Matthew 28:20). He promised that
where two or three are gathered together in my name, there 
am I in the midst of them. (St. Matthew 18:20). When 
we come to Church, it is not to hear words about 
forgiveness, but to encounter Jesus Christ, to unite
ourselves to Him. He Himself is our forgiveness, our
healing, our reconciliation; it is in union with Him that
we find our reconciliation with God and with each other. 

At every Orthodox Liturgy, just
before Holy Communion we all say
with St. Peter and St. Paul: I believe,
O Lord, and I confess that Thou art truly
the Christ, the Son of the living God,
who camest into the world to save sinners,
of whom I am first... (St. Matthew
16:16, 1 Timothy 1:15). People are
often puzzled by the words, ‘I am first’
– someone asked, What about Hitler?

Such reasoning means we are thinking
of sin in terms of breaking laws,
which would mean we could measure
and compare it: I broke so many laws,
but Hitler many more. We may
reduce forgiveness to a system:
“I committed this many sins, but
Christ has a program for that; He has
paid my debt. He forgives sins if we
meet certain requirements. I know
what I must do to be forgiven:
believe, repent, confess. I have met
the requirements so I am forgiven.”

But sin is not the breaking of a law;
it is the breaking of a relationship.
God has created each of us a unique
person whom He loves in a unique way.
Each of us has a unique relationship
with God and a unique way that we are called to share
His likeness, and also a unique relationship with the other
people in our lives. 

All have sinned and come short of the glory of God.
(Romans 3:23). Each of us has broken and betrayed and
failed in these relationships in a unique way, which can’t
be compared with what someone else has done. Each of
us is the ‘first’ to betray the unique relationship each has
with the Lord. 

Just as our calling and relationship with the Lord is
unique, when it is broken the healing of it must also be
unique, not part of a system. When we have a broken
relationship with some other person we care about, we
want the relationship restored, not just ‘forgiven’ in a
legal sense. We want the person back in our lives. A form
letter from the person saying he forgives us would not
satisfy us. 

Christ came into the world to save sinners, precisely to 

Icon of The Prodigal Son: I have recklessly forgotten
thy glory, O Father; and among sinners I have 
scattered the riches which Thou gavest me. And now 
I cry to thee as the prodigal: I have sinned before thee,
merciful Father; receive me a penitent and make me
as one of thy hired servants. – Kontakion of the
Prodigal (cf St. Luke 15:11 ff)
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On Forgiveness

REGULAR SERVICES: SATURDAY-VESPERS 5:30 P.M., SUNDAY-MATINS 8:30 A.M. 
DIVINE LITURGY 9:30 A.M. CHURCH SCHOOL 12:00 NOON, WEDNESDAY-VESPERS 7:00 P.M.

TO REACH THE CHURCH TAKE EXIT 35 FROM I-20 (ABOUT 10 MILES WEST OF JACKSON). 
TURN NORTH AND YOU’LL SEE OUR SIGN.

A LENTEN GREETING

On March 14 this year, Orthodox Christians begin Great Lent, a time of spiritual effort anticipating 
our celebration of the Death and Resurrection of Our Lord and God and Saviour Jesus Christ.

Orthodox observe Lent by fasting from food, ideally from all meat and dairy products, by avoiding 
parties and entertainment, by attending special weekday church services, by spending more time alone 
in prayer, by confessing their sins, by doing works of mercy for others. To most people today this may seem
a dreary way to live, even for a season. 

Surprisingly, many Orthodox profess to “enjoy” Lent and begin it cheerfully. This is really not hard to
understand; most people are glad to do some things that involve effort and discomfort – going hunting 
or camping on a cold dark morning, participating in athletics, even dieting. We may feel energized by 
the challenge to break out of our complacency, to do something we didn’t know we could do, to focus 
on a clear goal. 

We are told that Our Lord was led up of the Spirit into the wilderness to be tempted of the devil 
(St. Matthew 4:1). One of our Lenten prayers asks that we may “crush the heads of the invisible serpents.”
The Lenten effort may bring into sharper view the spiritual struggles of our lives, making us aware of issues
that need healing or call for decision. Much of this struggle each must make alone, and we are 
not to inquire about others’ efforts, but still we are encouraged by the sense of doing it together. 

Our relationship with the Lord is His gift to us; we don’t “earn” it by fasting or any other deeds. But like
any relationship, it does require effort to be faithful to it and to deepen it. During this “springtime 
of  the fast,” join us as we exert ourselves to follow our Lord to the desert, on to Jerusalem and Golgotha,
and finally to the “Jerusalem on High” – His heavenly Kingdom. 

With Love in Christ,

Fr. Paul



I’d like to introduce an old friend of mine, the writer
Flannery O’Connor, who reposed in 1964. I did not
know her in the flesh but have read her so long I call
her a friend. She was a Georgia girl, a devout Roman
Catholic whose short life included much physical 
suffering, who had a particular gift for capturing in
words the spiritual warfare raging in many rural
Southern souls. I recommend to you her two volumes
of short stories and two short novels, as well as her 
letters and essays. 

When asked once why the South had produced so
many writers and artists, without hesitation she said,
“Because we lost the War.” That’s part of who we are

in the South. A culture, or a 
person, that has never lost 
doesn’t understand a big part
of human experience. Here in
Texas it’s the Alamo that’s
remembered, not San Jacinto.
Many things are somehow
connected with this: a deep
sense of the irony and mystery
of human life, an affinity for the

underdog, for some an adulation of heroes and glory,
whether in wars, athletics, or automobile races; and 
for some a yearning for a past that never was, another
life that might have been. Unfortunately it’s easy for
some Southern Orthodox just to substitute another
lost empire, the Byzantine or the Russian, as the place
to escape to instead of the Old South. 

Flannery O’Connor described the South as “Christ-
haunted.” I want to tell you about one of her 
characters, O. E. Parker, in her last story, Parker’s Back.
Parker was fourteen when he saw a man in a fair, tattooed

from head to foot. Except for his loins which were girded
with a panther hide, the man’s skin was patterned in what
seemed from Parker’s distance–he was near the back of the
tent, standing on a bench–a single intricate design of
brilliant color. The man, who was small and sturdy, moved
about on the platform, flexing his muscles so that the
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Address to the 26th Annual Assembly of  
the Diocese of the South . Dallas, July 22, 2004 

by Father Paul Yerger

I was asked to speak on evangelizing the South, but 
I don’t feel adequate to the assigned title. Archbishop
Dmitri has planted in us the vision of an Orthodox
South, and by his own life and work has shown us how
to carry it out. That’s why so many of us sit here tonight.

I’d like to speak to a particular limited aspect of that
vision. We have made much progress, but it seems to
me we haven’t much engaged the culture of the South.
Orthodox missionaries of the past lifted up to God
what they could of the culture they found. We have
many Southern converts who have
attempted to leave their own culture
behind and embrace some other
one. What do we find in the culture
of the South that is somehow
seeking Orthodox Christianity? 
Vladyko* speaks positively of his

Baptist upbringing – in some
respects Southern Protestants
laid a good foundation, and we
reap where they labored. More than most places the
South still cherishes basic Christian values: marriage,
family, community. Many of our Southern converts
were attracted to the stability of the Orthodox Church
for this reason. 

It’s deeper than that: go up in one of these gleaming
glass towers in Dallas, realms of high technology and
global enterprise. Look at the computer screens where
these workers ply their trade. When one of them leaves
his desk and the screen saver comes up, as likely as not
it says, “Seek ye first the Kingdom of God...” or “For
God so loved the world...” – or stuck around the edge
of the screen may be a prayer or a Psalm verse. Scratch
many an urban Southern technocrat, and not far under
the skin are Bible stories and characters, memories of
altar calls on hot summer nights, addictive hymn
tunes, images of heaven and hell (especially the latter). 

Scratch many an urban 
Southern technocrat, and
not far under the skin are

Bible stories and characters,
memories of altar calls 
on hot summer nights,
addictive hymn tunes, 

images of heaven and hell
(especially the latter).

ORTHODOXY AND THE
CHRIST-HAUNTED CULTURE
OF THE SOUTH ��

Continued on page 5 ...*Russian Term of Endearment for a Bishop.

OUR TEENS have had some joint meetings
with the teens of St. Peter’s Orthodox
Church, Madison; together they  served a
meal at the Stewpot in Canton this fall.

SISTER ANNA of the
Monastery of the Holy
T r a n s f i g u r a t i o n ,
Ellwood City, PA, spoke
at Christ the Saviour
Church in McComb on
November 13 and at Holy
Resurrection the next day.

OUR ANNUAL BLESSING OF WATER at the Ross
Barnett Reservoir took place on January 9. This
is a combined service of Holy Trinity and St.
John the Theologian Church, Jackson, St.
George’s Church, Vicksburg, St. Peter’s
Church, Madison, and Holy Resurrection. The
weather was warm and beautiful and we had a
joyous celebration of our Lord’s Baptism. 

NEW MEMBERS: Rusty Tisdale
was received as a catechumen on
December 19 and Shirley Funk on
February 13. Virginia Covington 
and Sonya Reeves were received
as catecumens in McComb on November 13. Dorothea, daughter of Matthew and Melissa
Jackson, and Ian, son of Mark and Erica Robinson, were baptized and Katherine Clark and
Donoso Escobar were chrismated on January 2. Ivan, son of Rafael and Oksana Mahecha, and
Artur, Danila, and Lidiya, children of Anna Chernousova, were baptized on February 6.

A NEW BELL STRUCTURE AND FIVE NEW
BELLS from Russia, and new Royal Doors
were blessed at Christ the Saviour Church, McComb, on February 19. The Royal Doors have
hand-painted icons of the Annunciation by Father Andrew Tregubov of Claremont, New Hampshire.

�PARISH NEWS



arabesque of men and beasts and flowers on his skin
appeared to have a subtle motion of its own. Parker was
filled with emotion, lifted up as some people are when the
flag passes. He was a boy whose mouth habitually hung
open. He was heavy and earnest, as ordinary as a loaf of
bread. When the show was over, he had remained standing
on the bench, staring where the tattooed man had been,
until the tent was almost empty. 

Parker had never before felt the least motion of wonder in
himself. Until he saw the man at the fair, it did not enter
his head that there was anything out of the ordinary about
the fact that he existed. Even then it did not enter his head,
but a peculiar unease settled in him. It was as if a blind boy
had been turned so gently in a different direction that he
did not know his destination had been changed. 

He had his first tattoo some time after–the eagle perched
on the cannon. It was done by a local artist. It hurt very 
little, just enough to make it appear to Parker to be worth
doing. This was peculiar too for before he had thought that
only what did not hurt was worth doing... 

Shortly after this he quit school “because he could”
and joined the Navy. 
...Everywhere he went he picked up more tattoos. 

He had stopped having lifeless ones like anchors and
crossed rifles. He had a tiger and a panther on each 
shoulder, a cobra coiled about a torch on his chest, hawks
on his thighs, Elizabeth II and Philip over where his 
stomach and liver were respectively. He did not care much
what the subject was so long as it was colorful; on his
abdomen he had a few obscenities but only because that
seemed the proper place for them. Parker would be satisfied
with each tattoo about a month, then something about 
it that had attracted him would wear off. Whenever a
decent-sized mirror was available, he would get in front 
of it and study his overall look. The effect was not of one
intricate arabesque of colors but of something haphazard
and botched. A huge dissatisfaction would come over him
and he would go off and find another tattooist and have
another space filled up. The front of Parker was almost
completely covered but there were no tattoos on his back.
He had no desire for one anywhere he could not readily see
it himself. As the space on the front of him for tattoos
decreased, his dissatisfaction grew and became general. 

After one of his furloughs, he didn’t go back to the navy
but remained away without official leave, drunk, in a 

rooming house in a city he did not know. His dissatisfaction,
from being chronic and latent, had suddenly become acute
and raged in him. It was as if the panther and the lion and
the serpents and the eagles and the hawks had penetrated
his skin and lived inside him in a raging warfare.

Eventually Parker married a woman named Sarah
Ruth Cates. Her father was a Straight Gospel preacher,
but he was away, “spreading it in Florida.” She was a
plain severe thin girl who was always sniffing up sin. She
did not smoke or dip, drink whiskey, use bad language or
paint her face, and God knew some paint would have
improved it, Parker thought. She was the only woman he
had met who was not fascinated by his tattoos. She refused
to look at them and called them “vanity of vanities.” 

Parker could not understand why he stayed with her. He
“did nothing much when he was home but listen to what the
judgement seat of God would be like for him if he didn’t
change his ways. 

...Dissatisfaction began to grow so great in Parker that
there was no containing it outside of a tattoo. It had to 
be his back. There was no help for it. A dim half-formed
inspiration began to work in his mind. He visualized having
a tattoo put there that Sarah Ruth would not be able to
resist–a religious subject. He thought of an open book with
HOLY BIBLE tattooed under it and an actual verse printed
on the page. This seemed just the thing for a while; then he
began to hear her say, “Ain’t I already got a real Bible?
What you think I want to read the same verse over and over
for when I can read it all?” He needed something better
even than the Bible! He thought about it so much that he
began to lose sleep. 

At this time Parker had an apocalyptic experience.
Daydreaming, he drove a tractor into a tree and it
burst into flames. Thrown to the ground, he looked up
to see his own shoes, which he had somehow come out
of, burning in the wreckage. Immediately, as if fleeing
something, he drove furiously into the city and burst
into the tattoo artist’s studio. 
...“Let me see the book you got with all the pictures of God

in it,” Parker said breathlessly. “The religious one.” . . . 
The artist went over to a cabinet at the back of the 

room and began to look over some art books. “Who are you
interested in?” he said, “saints, angels, Christs or what?” 

“God,” Parker said. 
“Father, Son or Spirit?” 

Sunday March 13 Forgiveness Sunday – 8:30 a.m. Matins, 9:30 a.m. Liturgy
Monday March 14 7:00 p.m. Compline with Great Canon
Tuesday March 15 7:00 p.m. Compline with Great Canon
Wednesday March 16 7:00 p.m. Compline with Great Canon
Thursday March 17 7:00 p.m. Compline with Great Canon
Friday March 18 7:00 p.m. Presanctified Liturgy
Saturday March 19 5:30 p.m. Vespers
Sunday March 20 Sunday of Orthodoxy – 8:30 a.m. Matins, 9:30 a.m. Liturgy 

6:00 p.m. Vespers, St. George’s Church, Vicksburg 
Wednesday March 23 7:00 p.m. Vespers
Friday March 25 Annunciation – 7:00 p.m. Liturgy
Saturday March 26 5:30 p.m. Vespers
Sunday March 27 St. Gregory Palamas – 8:30 a.m. Matins, 9:30 a.m. Liturgy
Wednesday March 30 7:00 p.m. Vespers

Friday April 1 7:00 p.m. Presanctified Liturgy
Saturday April 2 5:30 p.m. Vespers
Sunday April 3 Veneration of the Cross – 8:30 a.m. Matins, 9:30 a.m. Liturgy
Wednesday April 6 7:00 p.m. Vespers
Friday April 8 7:00 p.m. Presanctified Liturgy
Saturday April 9 5:30 p.m. Vespers
Sunday April 10 St. John of the Ladder – 8:30 a.m. Matins, 9:30 a.m. Liturgy
Wednesday April 13 7:00 p.m. Matins with Great Canon
Friday April 15 7:00 p.m. Akathist
Saturday April 16 5:30 p.m. Vespers
Sunday April 17 St. Mary of Egypt – 8:30 a.m. Matins, 9:30 a.m. Liturgy
Wednesday April 20 7:00 p.m. Vespers 
Friday April 22 7:00 p.m. Vespers
Saturday April 23 Lazarus Saturday 9:30 a.m. Liturgy, 5:30 p.m. Vespers
Sunday April 24 Palm Sunday – 8:30 a.m. Matins, 9:30 a.m. Liturgy,

12 noon Bridegroom Matins
Monday April 25 Holy Monday – 7:00 p.m. Bridegroom Matins
Tuesday April 26 Holy Tuesday – 7:00 p.m. Bridegroom Matins
Wednesday April 27 Holy Wednesday – 7:00 p.m. Holy Anointing
Thursday April 28 Holy Thursday – 12 noon Divine Liturgy 7:00 p.m. Matins – 12 Gospels
Friday April 29 Holy Friday – 9 a.m. Royal Hours 2 p.m. Vespers 

7:00 p.m. Matins – Lamentations
Saturday April 30 Holy Saturday – 9 a.m. Chrismation, Divine Liturgy

11:30 p.m. Paschal Divine Liturgy
Sunday May 1 Paschal Agape Vespers at St. Peter’s Church, Madison 

(time to be announced)

L E N T E N S E R V I C E S

Continued from front page 2 ...
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“Just God,” Parker said impatiently. “Christ. I don’t care.
Just so it’s God.” 
The artist returned with a book. He moved some papers off

another table and put the book down on it and told Parker
to sit down and see what he liked. “The up-t-date ones are
in the back,” he said. 

Parker sat down with the book and wet his thumb. He
began to go through it, beginning at the back where the 
up-to-date pictures were. Some of them he recognized – The
Good Shepherd, Forbid Them Not, The Smiling Jesus,
Jesus the Physician’s Friend, but he kept turning rapidly
backwards and the pictures became less and less reassuring.
One showed a gaunt green dead face streaked with blood.
One was yellow with sagging purple eyes. Parker’s heart
began to beat faster and faster until it appeared to be 
roaring inside him like a great generator. He flipped the
pages quickly, feeling that when he reached the one
ordained, a sign would come. He continued to flip through
until he had almost reached the front of the book.
On one of the pages a pair of eyes glanced at him
swiftly. Parker sped on, then stopped. His heart
too appeared to cut off; there was absolute silence.
It said as plainly as if silence were a language
itself, GO BACK. 
Parker returned to the picture – the haloed head of

a flat stern Byzantine Christ with all-demanding
eyes. He sat there trembling; his heart began slowly
to beat again as if it were being brought to life by a subtle power.

“You found what you want?” the artist asked. 
Parker’s throat was too dry to speak. He got up and thrust

the book at the artist, opened at the picture. 
“That'll cost you plenty,” the artist said. “You don’t want

all those little blocks though, just the outline and some 
better features.” 

“Just like it is,” Parker said, “just like it is or nothing.” 
When he sees the tattoo with the aid of mirrors, Parker
“turned white and moved away. The eyes in the reflected
face continued to look at him – still, straight, all-demanding,
enclosed in silence. ... The eyes that were now forever on his
back were eyes to be obeyed.
He drove through the night to show his gift to his wife.
It seemed to him that all along that was what he wanted, to
please her. He arrived just before dawn to find himself
locked out of his house. He knocked on the door. 

“Who’s there?” 

“Me,” Parker said, “O.E.” 
... “I don’t know no O.E.” 
When they first met, Sarah Ruth had extracted from

him his real name, which he had previously revealed to
no one.. . . 

...“Who’s there?” the voice from inside said and there a
quality about it now that seemed final. The knob rattled
and the voice said peremptorily, “Who’s there, I ast you?” 

Parker bent down and put his mouth near the stuffed 
keyhole. “Obadiah,” he whispered and all at once he felt
the light pouring through him, turning his spider web soul
into a perfect arabesque of colors, a garden of trees and
birds and beasts. 
“Obadiah Elihue!” he whispered. 
The door opened and he stumbled in. Sarah Ruth loomed
there, hands on her hips. . . . 

Trembling, Parker set about lighting the kerosene lamp. 
“What’s the matter with you, wasting that kerosene this near

daylight?” she demanded. “I ain’t got to look at you.” 
A yellow glow enveloped them. Parker put the

match down and began to unbutton his shirt. 
“And you ain’t going to have none of me this

near morning,” she said. 
“Shut your mouth,” he said quietly. “Look at this

and then I don’t want to hear no more out of
you.” He removed the shirt and turned his back to her.
“Another picture,” Sarah Ruth growled. “I might

have known you was off after putting some more trash on yourself.” 
Parker’s knees went hollow under him. He wheeled around

and cried, “Look at it! Don’t just say that! Look at it!” 
“I done looked,” she said. 
“Don’t you know who it is?” he cried in anguish. 
“No, who is it?” Sarah Ruth said. “It ain’t anybody I know.”
“It’s him,” Parker said. 
“Him who?” 
“God!” Parker cried. 
“God? God don’t look like that!” 
“What do you know how he looks?” Parker moaned. “You

ain’t seen him.” 
“He don’t look,” Sarah Ruth said. “He’s a spirit. No man

shall see his face.”
“Idolatry!” Sarah Ruth screamed. “Idolatry! Enflaming

yourself with idols under every green tree! I can put up with
lies and vanity but I don’t want no idolater in this house!”
and she grabbed up the broom and began to thrash him

across the shoulders with it. 
Parker was too stunned to resist. He sat there and let her

beat him until she had nearly knocked him senseless and
large welts had formed on the face of the tattooed Christ.
Then he staggered up and made for the door. 
She stamped the broom two or three times on the floor and

went to the window and shook it out to get the taint of him
off it. Still gripping it, she looked toward the pecan tree 
and her eyes hardened still more. There he was–who called
himself Obadiah Elihue–leaning against the tree, crying
like a baby. 

Christ-haunted – Southern Christianity is split down
the middle, head and heart divided asunder. There is
head religion: some tincture of Calvin, all about law
and judgement, righteousness and sin, the fearful
grace of the sovereign God tamed by respectability.
Then there is heart religion: Pentecost, revivals, Jesus
and the Holy Ghost called forth on demand to save
souls and soothe the heartaches of life. And there are
redneck existentialists, too, who want
nothing of either, like Hazel Motes in
O’Connor’s novel Wise Blood, who
preaches the “Church Without Christ:
it ain’t got no Jesus to die for you and
make you feel guilty about it.” 
Such is O.E. Parker when we first meet

him: he says he doesn’t see “what there
is to be saved from.” But something attracts him to
Sarah Ruth; he is hungry for something: to love 
something greater than himself, to partake of beauty
and glory and mystery, like the tattooed man he saw at
the fair. But when he tries in his own way to put on

Christ, to give her his whole self, his whole body, his
back that he could not see, he is rejected. The deepest
longings of his heart find no place in her religion. 
Orthodoxy is the only Church that puts it all together:

the mind in the heart, the body and the spirit, the
word and the image, grace and freedom, the good God
who loves mankind. This is the “evangel”: the Good
News for the South. Her deepest longings are met
here. As Vladyko has taught us, all that is good and
true in Southern Protestantism is here. Jesus and the
Holy Ghost are here: the real Jesus confessed as Lord
and God and Saviour, risen from the dead. We are
steeped in the Bible and love to hear its cadences. We
also know that deep sense of the irony and mystery of
human life, that yearning for something lost. The writers
of the Bible knew this yearning well: By the waters of
Babylon we sat down and wept, when we remembered Zion.
This yearning is really a yearning for the New
Jerusalem, coming down out of heaven from God. 

Let us not make of Orthodoxy another
law to be obeyed, another head religion
to feel proud of, another emotional
trip, another escape to some other
world. Let us proclaim it as the Good
News that the people of the South and
every land are hungry for. 

Quotations from Parker’s Back in 
Flannery O’Connor, The Complete Stories,

New York, Farrar, Strauss, 1993.

Orthodoxy 
is the only

Church that 
puts it all    
together...
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The Prayer of St. Ephrem the Syrian
(said on all weekdays of Lent)

O Lord and Master of my life,
Take from me the spirit of sloth, despair, lust for power, and idle talk.

But give rather the spirit of chastity, humility, patience and love to thy servant.

Yea, O Lord and King,
Grant me to see my own transgressions and not to judge my brother.

For blessed art Thou unto ages of ages. 
Amen.


