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Apolytikion for the Nativity of the Theotokos
Your Nativity, O Theotokos, imparted joy to the entire earth, for out of you has risen the
Sun of Righteousness, Christ our God. He nullified the curse and instead gave His blessing;
and causing death to be neutralized, He granted us eternal life.
Ἡ γέννησίς σου Θεοτόκε, χαρὰν ἐμήνυσε πάσῃ τῇ οἰκουμένῃ· ἐκ σοῦ γὰρ ἀνέτειλεν ὁ ἥλιος
τῆς δικαιοσύνης, Χριστὸς ὁ Θεὸς ἡμῶν, καὶ λύσας τὴν κατάραν, ἔδωκε τὴν εὐλογίαν· καὶ
καταργήσας τὸν θάνατον, ἐδωρήσατο ἡμῖν ζωὴν τὴναἰώνιον.
Resurrectional Apolytikion in the Third Tone
Let the heavens rejoice and the earth be glad, for the Lord has shown the mighty power of
His are. He has trampled down death by death, becoming the first-born of the dead. He has
delivered us from the depths of hell and has granted to all the world His great mercy.
Εὐφραινέσθω τὰ οὐράνια, ἀγαλλιάσθω τὰ ἐπίγεια, ὅτι ἐποίησε κράτος, ἐν βραχίονι αὐτοῦ, ὁ
Κύριος, ἐπάτησε τῷ θανάτῳ τὸν θάνατον, πρωτότοκος τῶν νεκρῶν ἐγένετο, ἐκ κοιλίας ᾅδου
ἐρρύσατο ἡμᾶς, καὶ παρέσχε τῷ κόσμῳ τὸ μέγα ἔλεος.
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Kontakion
Both Joachim and Anna from their sterility's stigma, and Adam and Eve from their
mortality's ruin have been set free, O immaculate Maid, by your holy nativity. For this do
your people hold celebration, redeemed from the guilt of transgression as they cry to you,
"The barren one bears the Theotokos, the nourisher of our Life."
Ἰωακεὶμ καὶ Ἄννα ὀνειδισμοῦ ἀτεκνίας, καὶ Ἀδὰμ καὶ Εὔα, ἐκ τῆς φθορᾶς τοῦ θανάτου,
ἠλευθερώθησαν, Ἄχραντε, ἐν τῇ ἁγίᾳ γεννήσει σου· αὐτὴν ἑορτάζει καὶ ὁ λαός σου, ἐνοχῆς τῶν
πταισμάτων, λυτρωθεὶς ἐν τῷ κράζειν σοι· Ἡ στεῖρα τίκτει τὴν Θεοτόκον, καὶ τροφὸν τῆς ζωῆς
ἡμῶν.

