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Kat méAw 16 mowrtov Toomdotov

Al yeveal maoat, Opvov 1) Tadrn oov, mpoodpégovat
Xototé pov.

With Nicodemus, Joseph buries the Cre ator as for the
dead is fitting.

‘O my sweetest springtime, O my sweetest Child, where
has your beauty vanished?

Son of God, All-Sovereign, my God and my Creator,
why did you will to suffer?

‘O Light that gives my eyes light, my gentle Son, my
sweet Child, why does the tomb now hide you?’

Arise, O Lord of mercy, and from the depths of Hades
now raise us all up with you.

Through her tears, your Mother, who gave you birth
now cries out, ‘Arise, O Giver of life.”

Heavens awesome powers stood amazed in terror, to
see you lying lifeless.

Myrrh-bearers came and sprinkled sweet myrrh upon
your tomb, Lord, at early dawn they come now. (3x)

Peace unto your Church, Lord, salvation to your people,
grant by your Resurrection.

Glory to the Father and to the Son and to the Holy Spirit.
Father, Son and Spirit,O Trinity, my One God, have
mercy on the whole world.

Both now and forever and unto the ages of ages. Amen.
Count all your servants worthy, to see, Most Holy Virgin,
you Son’s bright Resurrection.

And again the First Troparion:

Each generation offers, my Christ, for your entombment
in hymns and songs its praises.
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Ev xawve pvnueio, katetédne Xowoté, kal
TV GUOV TOV PEOTWV AVEKXIVIOAS, AVACTAG
Oe0TEEMWG €K TV VEKQWV.

‘H Cown Bavatov, yevoauévn Xolotog, €k
Bavatov tovg Pootols NAevOépwoe, kat Toig
Aot VOV dweltat v Cwnv.

Tov AyyéAwv Lateg, Xagpovt) medukwe, vov
KAt AVTING toUToIS YéYovag aitiog, kabogwpevog
oaEKL ATIVOUG VEKQOG.

O evoxnuwv LZwteg, oxnuatiCet GokTag, Kal kndevet
WS VEKQOV eDOXNUOVWS o€, Kal Oaupeital oov T
OXTHA TO GOIKTOV.

FIRST STANZA

n the tomb they laid you, you, O Christ, who are Life;

(in amazement angel armies lift up their song as they
glorify your self-abasement, Lord.

Life, how can you perish, or how dwell in a tomb? Yet

the royal hall of Death you now bring to nought, and

from Hades’ realm you raise the dead again.

Now we magnify you, O Lord Jesus, our King, we pay
honour to your Passion and burial for from foul corrup-
tion you saved us through them.

King of all, O Jesus, who established earth’s bounds, on
this day you make your home in a little tomb, raising
up the dead of ages from their graves.

He who governs all things here is seen as a corpse, new
the grave in which his body is laid to rest, he the one
who empties graves of all their dead.

In the tomb they laid you, you, O Christ, who are Life;
death itself you brought to nothing by your own death,
and became the fount of life for all the world.

Fairer he in beauty than are all mortal kind, now a corpse
we see, unsightly, bereft of form, he who beautified the
nature of all things.

There, O Christ, they laid you, in a newly made grave,
and the nature of us mortals you then renewed, when
from death you rose in majesty divine.

Life itself, Christ Saviour, having tasted of death, freed
all mortal kind from death, liberated us, and the gift of
life he now bestows on all.

To the angels, Saviour, you are gladness and joy, but a
cause of grief you now have become to them, as they
see you in the flesh a lifeless corpse.

Noble Joseph, Saviour, filled with dread lays you out,
nobly readies you and buries you as a corpse, trembling
awe-struck at the sight of your dread form.
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Lord, your pains I worship, and your burial praise, and
I magnify your might, Lover of mankind. By them I am
freed from passions which destroy.

Bitterly lamenting, “Woe is me, O my light! my heart’s
longing and the Light of the World, alas! Woe is me,
my heart’s desire’, the Virgin cried.

Now we call you blessed, All-Pure Mother of God, and
in faith we hold in honour and venerate the three day
entombment of your Son our God.

Glory to the Father, and to the Son, and to the Holy
Spirit.

Word, we sing your praises, as the Lord God of all,
with the Father and your most Holy Spirit, Lord, and
we glorify your burial divine.

Both now and forever and unto the ages of ages. Amen.
Now we call you blessed, All-Pure Mother of God, and
in faith we hold in honour and venerate the three day
entombment of your Son our God.

And again the same Troparion:

In the tomb they laid you, you, O Christ, who are Life,

in amazement angel armies lift up their song as they
glorify your self-abasement, Lord.

SECOND STANZA

grants life, you, that stretched your hands wide upon
the Cross, broke and smashed the might and power
of the foe.

lt is right indeed we should magnify the one who

Itis right indeed you to magnify, who fashion all things,
your pains from cor ruption deliver us, and your Pas-
sion grants dispassion to our souls.

All Earth quaked in fear and the sun concealed itself,
O Saviour, when, O Christ, our light, you set bodily, as
the light that knows no evening was entombed.

Filled with godly fear, in anew tomb noble Joseph hides
you, singing, Saviour, hymns for your burial, hymns
befitting God and mingled with laments.

O my Child, behold the disciple whom you loved; my
sweet one, see your Mother too, and grant us a word’,
cried the Virgin as she raised her sad lament.
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Suffering, O Word, you were quite bereft of form and
beauty; Rising, Lord, you shone forth resplen dently,
and with your Godhead'’s rays made mortals fair.

Like the pelican, you gave life, O Word, to your dead
children, wounded in your side, you let life-blood flow,
letting fall life-giving drops of blood on all.

Jesus stayed the sun, as of old he smote the foreign foe,
Lord; you, Christ, hid its light as you overthrew that
great prince, the Lord of darkness and of death.

“Woe is me, my Son! For I hoped as king to see you
reigning, whom I see con demned, hanging on the
Cross’, the pure Virgin Mother voices her lament.

With our hymns, O Christ, all the faithful bring their
adoration, to your crucifixion and burial; by your burial
we have been freed from death.

Glory to the Father, and to the Son, and to the Holy
Spirit. Great eternal God, co-eternal Word and Holy
Spirit, look down in your goodness on those who rule,
grant their sceptres strength against the warlike foe.

Both now and forever and unto the ages of ages. Amen.
Wholly undefiled,

Mother, who gave birth to life, pure Virgin, ends all
scandals which still beset Church, and as you are lov-
ing, Mother, grant her peace.

And again the First Troparion:

It is right indeed we should magnify the one who
grants life, you, that stretched your hands wide upon
the Cross, broke and smashed the might and power
of the foe.

THIRD STANZA

ach generation offers, my Christ, for your entomb-
ment in hymns and songs its praises.

The Noble Joseph takes you down from the Tree, my
Saviour, and in the tomb he lays you.

Let all Creation join us, as to the Creator our farewell
hymns we now sing.

O thrice-blessed Joseph, entomb Messiah’s body, the
corpse of Him who grants life.

Those he fed with manna raised their heels against
him, against the Benefactor.



