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Resurrectional Apolytikion in the Plagal of the Second Tone
When the angelic powers appeared at Your grave, the soldiers guarding it feared and became as
dead. And standing by the sepulcher was Mary who was seeking Your immaculate body. You
devastated Hades, not afflicted by it. You went to meet the virgin, and granted eternal life. You
resurrected from the dead. O Lord, glory to You.
Ἀγγελικαὶ Δυνάμεις ἐπὶ τὸ μνῆμά σου, καὶ οἱ φυλάσσοντες ἀπενεκρώθησαν, καὶ ἵστατο Μαρία ἐν τῷ
τάφῳ, ζητοῦσα τὸ ἄχραντόν σου σῶμα. Ἐσκύλευσας τὸν ᾍδην, μὴ πειρασθεὶς ὑπ' αὐτοῦ, ὑπήντησας
τῇ Παρθένῳ, δωρούμενος τὴν ζωήν, ὁ ἀναστὰς ἐκ των νεκρῶν, Κύριε δόξα σοι.
Apolytikion for St. Gregory Palamas
Beacon of Orthodox belief, the strong support of the Church and her teacher inspired by God, you
are the ornament of monks, the unassailable champion of theologians, O Gregory the Wonderworker and the boast of Thessalonica, the messenger of grace. Forever earnestly entreat for the
salvation of our souls. [
Ὀρθοδοξίας ὁ φωστήρ, Ἐκκλησίας τὸστήριγμα καὶ διδάσκαλε, τῶν μοναστῶνἡ καλλονὴ, τῶν
θεολόγων ὑπέρμαχοςἀπροσμάχητος· Γρηγόριε θαυματουργὲΘεσσαλονίκης τὸ καύχημα κήρυξ
τῆςχάριτος· ἱκέτευε διὰ παντός, σωθῆναι τὰςψυχὰς ἡμῶν.
Apolytikion of St. Katherine
Let us sing the praise of the Bride of Christ renown, the Patroness of Sinai, Katherine Divine. Our
assistance and protection, for she has brilliantly subdued, the impious refine, by the power of the
Spirit. She was crowned as a martyr of the Lord, and for all, she entreats the great mercy.
Τὴν πανεύφηµον νύµφην Χριστοῦ ὑµνήσωµεν, Αἰκατερῖναν τὴν θείαν καὶ πολιοῦχον Σινᾶ, τὴν
βοήθειαν ἡµῶν καὶ ἀντίληψιν, ὅτι ἐφίµωσε λαµπρῶς, τοὺς κοµψοὺς τῶν ἀσεβῶν, τοῦ Πνεύµατος τῇ
µαχαίρᾳ, καὶ νῦν ὡς Μάρτυς στεφθεῖσα, αἰτεῖται πᾶσι τὸ µέγα ἔλεος.
Kontakion
O Champion General, I your City now inscribe to you Triumphant anthems as the tokens of my
gratitude, Being rescued from the terrors, O Theotokos. Inasmuch as you have power unassailable,
From all kinds of perils free me, so that unto you I may cry aloud: Rejoice, O unwedded Bride.
Τῇ ὑπερμάχῳ στρατηγῷ τὰ νικητήρια, Ὡς λυτρωθεῖσα τῶν δεινῶν εὐχαριστήρια, Ἀναγράφω σοι ἡ
Πόλις σου Θεοτόκε. Ἀλλ' ὡς ἔχουσα τὸ κράτος ἀπροσμάχητον, Ἐκ παντοίων με κινδύνων
ἐλευθέρωσον, Ἵνα κράζω σοι· Χαῖρε νύμφη ἀνύμφευτε.

