THE PSALTER

Psalms from the 2010 Revised Grail Psalms: A Liturgical Psalter
with antiphons from 2006 Antiphonale Monasticum Il (AM-I11)
and 1981 Psalterium Monasticum (PM)

For those using Gregorian tones, several features have been added: An asterisk ( * ) marks the end
of the first half-verse, and the second half-verse is indented. Occasionally, a cross ( T ) indicates a
pause, with inflection, in the first half-verse.

For those using modern tones, several Grail features have been retained: Accent marks over vowels
(such as €) indicate rhythmic changes within lines, and lines have been grouped as strophes for
melodic purposes.

For convenience in using the psalter, each psalm starts on a new page.



Id In lege Domini (AM-I11 183, Minor Hours) Ps 1:2
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In the law * of the Lord™* they de- light day and night.

Psalm 1 Beatus vir qui non abiit

1  Bléssed indéed is the man *
who foéllows not the counsel of the wicked,
nor stands in the path with sinners, *
nor abides in the company of scorners,
2  but whose delight is the law of the L6RrD, *
and who pénders his law day and night.

3 Héis like a trée that is planted
beside the flowing waters, *
that yields its frait in due séason,
and whose léaves shall néver fade; *
and all that he does shall prosper.

4 Not s0 are the wicked, not sg! *
For théy, like winnowed chaff,
shall be driven away by the wind.

5  When the wicked are judged they shall not rise, *
nor shall sinners in the council of the jast;

6  for the LOrD knows the way of the just, *
but the way of the wicked will pérish.




VIl g Servite Domino (AM-11 184, Minor Hours) Ps 2:11
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Serve * the Lord with fear; with tremb- ling pay him your hom-age.

Psalm 2 Quare fremuerunt gentes?

1 Why do the nations conspire, *

and the péoples plét in vain?
2  They arise, the kings of the éarth; *

princes plét against the LORD and his Andinted.
3 “Let us burst asunder their fétters. *

Let us cést off from Us their chains.”

4 He who sits in the héavens laughs; *
the LORD derides and mocks them.
5  Thén he will spéak in his anger, *
his rage will strike them with térror.
6  “Itis I who have appointed my king *
on Sion, my holy moéuntain.”

7 I will annéunce the decrée of the LOrD: *
The LORD said to me, “Y6u are my Son.
It is I who have beg6tten you this day.

8  Ask of me and I will give you
the nations as your inhéritance, *
and the énds of the éarth as your posséssion.
9  Witharod of iron you will rale them; *
like a potter’s jar you will shatter them.”

10  So now, O kings, understand; *
take warning, rualers of the éarth.
11  Sérve the LOrD with féar; *
exult with trémbling, pay him your hémage,
12 lest he be angry and you pérish on the way, *
for suddenly his anger will blaze.

Bléssed are all * who trust in Géd!




VIl ¢ Ego dormivi (PM 28, Sunday: Vigil, Introduction) Ps 3:6
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for the Lord up-holds me, al-le- lu-ia, al- le- lu- ia.

VIf Exsurge, Domine (PM 28, Sunday: Vigil, Introduction) Ps 3:7
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A- rise, Lord; * save me, my God.
Psalm 3 Domine, quid multiplicati?
1 A Psalm of David as he is fleeing from his son Absalom.

2  How many are my fées, O LORrD! *
How maény are rising up against me!

3  How many are saying about me, *
“There is no hélp for him in Go6d.”

4  Butydu, LORD, are a shield about me, *
my gléry, who lift up my heéad.

5 | cry aléud to the LORD. *
From his hély méuntain he answers me.

6 I lie down, I sléep and | wéke, *
for the LORD upholds me.
7 I will not féar even thousands of people *

who are ranged on every side against me.

Arise, LORD; save me, my God, *
8 you who strike all my fées on the chéek,
you who bréak the téeth of the wicked!
9  Salvation beldngs to the LORD; *
may your bléssing bé on your péople!



VIl g Miserere mihi (PM 352, Compline) Ps 4:2
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Have mer- cy, O Lord, *and hear me.

I f A fructu frumenti (PM 352, Compline) Ps 4:8
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More than grain * and new wine can pro- vide.
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VIl g In pace in idipsum (PM 352, Compline) Ps 4:9
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In peace * 1 will liedown and fall a-sleep.
Psalm 4 Cum invocarem exaudivit me

1 For the Choirmaster. With stringed instruments.
A Psalm of David.

2 | célled, the Gdd of justice gave me answer; *
from anguish you reléased me, have mércy and héar me!

3 Children of man, how long will my gléry be dishénored, *
will you I6ve what is futile and séek what is false?

4 Knéw that the LOrRD works wonders for his faithful one; *
the LorD will héar me whenéver | call him.
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Tremble, do not sin: ponder on your béd and be still. *
6 Offer right sacrifice, and trast in the LORD.

7  “What can bring us happiness?” many say. *
Lift up the light of your face on Us, O LORD.

8  You have puat into my héart a gréater joy *
than abundance of grain and new wine can provide.

9  Inpéace | will lie down and fall asléep, *
for you alone, O LorD, make me dwell in safety.




VIl g Intellege clamorem (AM-I1 58, Monday: Lauds) Ps 5:2,3
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Giveheed* tomy cry toyou, O Lord.

Psalm 5 Verba mea auribus percipe
1 For the Choirmaster. With flutes. A Psalm of David.

2  Tomy words give éar, O LORD; *
give héed to my sighs.

3 Atténd to the sound of my cry, *
my King and my God.

4  Toyoudo | pray, O LOrD. t
In the morning you héar my voice; *
in the mérning | pléad and watch befére you.

5  You are no God who delights in évil; *
no sinner is your guést.

6  The bdastful shall not stand their ground *
befdre your éyes.

7 All who do évil you despise; t
all who lie you destrgy. *
The decéitful and thdse who shed bldod,
the LORD detésts.

8  Yet through the gréatness of your mérciful I6ve,
| énter your house. *
I bow doéwn before your hély témple,
in awe of you.

9  Léad me, LORD, in your justice,
because of my foes; *
make straight your way before me.

10  No trath can be found in their mouths, *
their héart is all malice,
their throat a wide-open grave; *
with their tongue they flatter.

11 Declare them guilty, O Géd. *
Let them fail in their designs.
Drive them 6ut for their many transgréssions, *
for against you have they rebélled.



12 All who take réfuge in yéu shall be glad, *
and ever cry out their joy.
You shélter them; in you they rejoice, *
those who I6ve your ndme.
13 Itis you who bless the jast one, O LORD; *
you surréund him with your favor like a shield.



IV e Miserere mihi, Domini (AM-I11 185, Minor Hours) Ps 6:3

Have mer- cy onme, Lord, * for | lan-guish.
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Lord, heal me; my  bones are shak- ing.

Psalm 6 Domine, ne in furore tuo

1 For the Choirmaster. With stringed instruments,
upon the Eighth Chord. A Psalm of David.

2 O LO6rD, do not rebuke me in your anger; *
reprove me not in your rage.

3 Have mércy on me, LORD, for I languish. *
LoRD, héal me; my bones are shaking,

4 and my soul is gréatly shaken.

But y6u, O L6rD, how I6ng? 1
5  Retdrn, LORD, réscue my soul. *
Save me in your mérciful love.
6  Forin déath there is n6 remémbrance of you; *
from the grave, who can give you praise?

7 1am exhausted with my gréaning; *
every night | drench my béd with téars,
I bedéw my couch with wéeping.
8 My éyes waste away with grief; *
I have grown 6ld surrounded by all my fdes.

9  Léave me, all who do évil, *
for the LORD héeds the sound of my wéeping.
10 The L6rD has héard my pléa; *
the LORrRD will recéive my prayer.
11 All my foes will be shamed and greatly shaken, *
suddenly put to shame.



lg Domine, Deus meus (AM-11 186, Minor Hours) Ps 7:2
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O Lord, * my God, | take re- fuge in you. Do not repeat in psalm.

VIl g Deus iudex iustus (AM-11 186, Minor Hours) Ps 7:12
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God is a just judge, * pow-er-ful and pa-tient eve-ry day.

Psalm 7 Domine, Deus meus in te speravi

1 A Lament of David that he chanted to the Lord
on account of Cush, the Benjaminite.

2 O LORD, my God, | take réfuge in you. *
Save and réscue me from all my pursuers,
3 lest they téar me apart like a lion, *
and drag me off with né one to réscue me.

If I have done this, O LorD, my God, t
if I have paid back évil for good, *
I who saved my unjust oppréssor:
6  then let my fée pursie my soul and séize me; *
let him trample my life to the gréund,
and lay my honor in the dust.

o~

7 O LORD, rise Up in your anger; *
be exalted against the fury of my fdes.
Awake, my God, to enact *
the jastice you Ordered.
8  Let the company of peoples gather réund you, *
as you take your seat above them on high.

9  The LorD is judge of the péoples. T
Give judgment for me, O LoOrD, *
for | am jast and blameless of héart.

10 Putan énd to the évil of the wicked! t
Make the jast man stand firm; *
it is you who test mind and héart,
O God of justice!

11 Gobd is a shield befére me, *
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who saves the Upright of héart.
God is a judge, just and powerful and patient, *
not éxercising anger every day.

Against someone who does nét repént,

Gaod will sharpen his sword; *
he bénds his béw and makes réady.

For such a éne he prepares deadly wéapons; *
he barbs his arrows with fire.

Here is 6ne who concéives iniquity; *
pregnant with malice, he gives birth to lies.
He digs a pit and bores it déep; *
and in the trap he has méade he falls.
His mélice recoils on his héad; *
on his own skull his violence falls.

I thank the LoORD for his justice, *
singing to the name of the LoRD, the Most High.



lg Quam admirabile est (AM-11 188, Minor Hours) Ps 8:2

é —— ’

© = me_i_‘_._.ﬂ_g
How ma- jes- tic is* your name, O Lord,

through all the  earth.
Psalm 8 Domine, Dominus noster quam admirabile
1 For the Choirmaster. Upon the gittith. A Psalm of David.

2 O LO6rD, our LORD, how majéstic
is your name through all the éarth! *
Your majesty is sét above the héavens.
3 From the méuths of children and of babes t
you fashioned praise to f6il your énemy, *
to silence the foe and the rébel.

4 When I see the héavens, the work of your fingers, *
the méon and the stars which you arranged,

5  what is man that you should kéep him in mind, *
the son of mén that you cére for him?

6  Yetyou have méade him little I6wer than the &ngels; *
with glory and honor you crowned him,

7 gave him péwer over the works of your hands: *
you put all things under his féet,

8  All of them, shéep and 6xen, *

yes, éven the céttle of the fields,
9  birds of the air, and fish of the séa *

that méke their way through the waters.
10 O LORrD, our LORD, how majéstic *

is your ndme through all the éarth!



Va  Exsurge, Domine (AM-II 189, Minor Hours) Ps 9:20
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A - rise, O Lord, * let hu-man strength not pre- vail!

Psalm 9 Confitebor tibi, Domine, in toto corde meo

1 For the Chorimaster. In the manner of a Chant
Mut Labben. A Psalm of David.

2 I will praise you, LORD, with all my héart; *
all your wonders | will conféss.
3 I will rejéice in you and be glad, *

and sing psalms to your name, O Most High.

4 Sée how my énemies turn back, *

how they stimble and pérish befére you.
5  You uphéld the justice of my cause; *

you sat enthréned, an Upright judge.

6  You have rebuked the nations, destroyed the wicked; *
you have wiped out their nAme foréver and éever.

7 The foe is destroyed, etérnally ruined. *
You uprooted their cities; their mémory has pérished.

8  But the LORD sits enthroned foréver; *
he has sét up his throne for jadgment.

9  He will judge the world with jastice; *
he will govern the péoples with équity.

10 For the oppréssed, the LorD will be a stronghold, *
a stronghold in times of distréss.

11 Those who knéw your ndme will trust you; *
you will not forsake those who séek you, O LORD.

12 Sing psalms to the LOrD who dwells in Sion. *
Tell his mighty works among the péoples,

13  for the Avénger of Blood has remémbered them, *
has not forgétten the cry of the poor.

14 Have mércy on mé, O LORD; *
sée how I suffer from my foes,
you who raise me from the gates of déath,
15 that [ may recéunt all your praise
at the gates of daughter Sion, *
and rejoice in your salvation.
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The nétions have fallen in the pit which they made; *
their féet have been caught in the snare they laid.

The LORD has revealed himself; hé has given judgment. *
The wicked are snéred by the work of their hands.

Let the wicked go down to the grave, *
all the néations forgétful of God:

for the néedy shall not always be forgétten, *
nor the hdpes of the pdor ever pérish.

Arise, O LORD, let human stréngth not prevail! *
Let the nations be judged befdre you.

Strike them with térror, O LORD; *
let the nations know they are but mén.



I1d  Utquid, Domine? (AM-I1 190, Minor Hours) Ps 10:1
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O Lord, why do you stand * a- far off? Do not repeat in psalm.

Psalm 10 (9:22-39) Ut quid, Domine, recessisti longe?

1 O LO6rb, why do you stand afar off, *
and hide yoursélf in times of distréss?

2  The pdor are devéured by the pride of the wicked; *
they are caught in the schémes that 6thers have made.

3 For the wicked boasts of his séul’s desires; *
the covetous blasphémes and spurns the LORD.

4 The wicked says in his pride, “God will not panish. *
There is no Gbd.” Such are his thoughts.

5  His path is éver untréubled; t
your judgments are on high, far remdved. *
All those who oppose him, he derides.
6 In his héart he thinks, “Néver shall | falter; *
néver shall misfortune be my 16t.”

7 His moéuth is full of cursing, guile, oppréssion; *
ander his téngue are decéit and évil.

8  Hesits in ambush in the villages; *
in hidden places, he murders the innocent.

The éyes of the wicked keep watch for the hélpless. *
9 He larks in hiding like a lion in his lair;
he lurks in hiding to seize the péor; *
he séizes the poor one and drags him away.

10 He crouches, preparing to spring, *

and the hélpless fall préy to his stréngth.
11 Hesays in his héart, “God forgets, *

he hides his face, néver will he sée.”

12 Arise, O Lorp; lift up your hénd, O God! *
Do not forgét the poor!
13 Why should the wicked spurn God, *
saying in his héart, “You will not call to account”?

14  But you have séen the trouble and sérrow. *
You note it; you téke it in your hands.
The hélpless one relies on you, *
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for y6u are the hélper of the 6rphan.

Break the &rm of the wicked and the sinner! *
Pursue their wickedness till nothing remains!
The LorbD is king foréver and éver. *
The nétions shall pérish from his land.

O Lorp, you have héard the desire of the poor. *
You stréngthen their héarts; you turn your éar

to give right judgment for the érphan and oppréssed, *
so that n6 one on éarth may strike térror again.



VIl g Dominus in templo (AM-11 192, Minor Hours) Ps 11:4
M
D)
The Lord *is in his ho- ly tem-ple;
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the throne of the Lord is in hea- ven.

Psalm 11 (10) In Domino confido
1 For the Choirmaster. Of David.

In the L6RD | have taken réfuge. *
How can you say to my séul,
“Fly like a bird to the méuntain!

2 Look, the wicked are bénding their bow! T
They are fixing their arrow on the string, *
to shoot the Gpright of héart in the dark.
3 Foundations once destrdyed, *
whét can the jast man dé?”

4 The Lorp is in his holy temple; *
the throne of the LORD is in héaven.
His éyes behold the wérld; *
his gaze probes the children of mén.

5  The LORD inspécts the just and the wicked; *
the l6ver of violence he hétes.

6 He sends fire and brimstone on the wicked, *
a scorching wind to fill their cap.

7  Forthe LORD is just and l6ves deeds of justice; *
the Gpright shall behdéld his face.



VIl g Tu, Domine (AM-I1 193, Minor Hours) Ps 12:8
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O Lord, * keep us safe  and pro-tect us for- ev-er.
Psalm 12 (11) Salvum me fac, Domine

1  For the Choirmaster. Upon the Eighth Chord.
A Psalm of David.

2  Save me, O LoRb, for the hdly ones are no mére; *
the faithful have vanished from the sons of mén.
3 They babble vanities, éne to anéther, *
with cunning lips, with divided héart.

4 May the LOrD destroy all cunning lips, *
the tongue that utters boastful words,

5  those who say, “We prevail with our tongue; *
our lips are our éwn, whd is our master?”

6  “For the pbor who are oppréssed and the néedy who gréan, t
now will [ arise,” says the LORD; *
“l will grént them the salvéation for which they l6ng.”
7 The words of the LOrD are words without alloy, *
silver from the furnace, séven times refined.

8  Itisyou, O Lorp, who will kéep us safe, *
and protéct us foréver from this generation.
9  The wicked préwl on évery side, *
while baseness is exalted by the sons of mén.




I1d Cantabo Domino (AM-I1 194, Minor Hours) Ps 13:7
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I will sing to the Lord, * who has been boun-ti- ful with me.
Psalm 13 (12) Usquequo, Domine, oblivisceris me?

1 For the Choirmaster. A Psalm of David.

2  How ldong, O L6rD? Will you forgét me foréver? *
How I6ng will you hide your face from mé?
3 How I6ng must | bear grief in my séul, T
have sérrow in my heart all day léng? *
How long shall my énemy prevail over mé?

4 Look, answer me, LORD my Gaod! *
Give light to my éyes lest | fall asleep in déath;
5  lest my énemy say, “I have overcome him”; *
lest my fdes rejoice when they sée me fall.

6  Asformé, I trast in your mérciful Iove. *
Let my héart rejdice in your salvation.

7 I will sing to the LOrRD who has been béuntiful with mé. *
I will sing psalms to the ndme of the LO6rD Most High.



Dg Laetetur lacob (AM-II 195, Minor Hours) Ps 14:7
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Ja- cob will be glad * and Is-ra- el re- joice.
Psalm 14 (13) Dixit insipiens in corde suo
1 For the Choirmaster. A Psalm of David.

The fool has séid in his heart,
“There is no Go6d.” *
Their déeds are corrupt, depraved,
no one doées any good.

2 From héaven the L6RD looks down
on the hiiman réace, *
to sée if any are wise,
if any seek God.

3 All have gone astray,
depraved, every One; *
there is n6 one who ddes any géod,;
no, not even oOne.

4 Do none of the évildoers Gnderstand? *
They eat Up my péople as if éating bread;
they néver call 6ut to the LORD.

5  Thére they shall trémble with féar, *
for God is with the generation of the just.

6  You may mdck the plans of one that is pdor, *
but his réfuge is the LORD.

7 O that israel’s salvation might come from Sion. *
When the LORD delivers his péople from bondage,
then Jacob will be glad and Israel rejoice.



IV*  Qui non egit (AM-I1 196, Minor Hours) Cf. Ps 15:3,1
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Who- ev- erdoes notslander * with his tongue
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a-bides in the tent of God.

Psalm 15 (14) Domine, quis habitabit?
1 A Psalm of David.

LorD, who may abide in your tént, *
and dwell on your holy moéuntain?
2 Whoéver walks without fault; t
who does what is just, *
and spéaks the trath from his héart.

3 Whoéver does not slander with his tongue, 1
who does no wréng to a néighbor, *
who casts no slar on a friend,
4 who l6oks with scérn on the wicked, *
but honors those who féar the LORD.

Who keeps an éath, whatéver the cést, *
5 who Iénds no méney at interest,
and accépts no bribes against the innocent. *
Such a 6ne shall néver be shaken.



I1d  Conserva me, Domine (AM-11 197, Minor Hours) Ps 16:1
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Pre- serve me, O God, *for in you | takere- fuge. Do not repeat in psalm.

Psalm 16 (15) Conserva me, Domine
1 A Miktam. Of David.

Presérve me, O God, for in ydu I take réfuge. *
2 | say to the LORD, “YOu are my LORD.
My happiness lies in you alone.”

3 As for the holy ones who dwéll in the land, *
they are noble, and in thém is all my delight.
4 Those who chéose other gods incréase their sorrows. T
I will not take part in their 6fferings of bléod. *
Nor will | tdke their names upon my lips.

5 O LOrp, it is you who are my portion and cup; *
y6u yoursélf who secure my I6t.

6  Pleasant places are marked out for me: *
a pleasing héritage indéed is mine!

7 1 will bléss the L6rD who gives me counsel, *
who éven at night dirécts my héart.
8 | kéep the LOrD befdre me always; *

with him at my right hand, | shall nét be moved.

9  And so, my héart rejoices, my séul is glad; *
éven my flésh shall rést in hope.

10  For you will not abandon my soul to héll, *
nor lét your hély one sée corrdption.

11 You will shéw me the path of life, *
the fallness of jdy in your présence,
at your right hand, bliss foréver.
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Inclina, Domine (AM-11 198, Minor Hours) Ps 17:6
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Turnyourearto me,* O God; hear my words.

Psalm 17 (16) Exaudi, Domine, justitiam meam
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A Prayer of David.

O LO6RD, hear a cause that is just; T

pay héed to my cry. *
Tdrn your éar to my prayer:
no decéit is on my lips.

From you may my justice come forth. *
Your eyes discérn what is Upright.

Search my héart and visit me by night. *
Test me by fire, and you will find no wrong in mé.

My mouth does not transgréss as others do; t
on account of the words of your lips, *
I closely watched the paths of the violent.

| képt my steps firmly in your paths. *
My féet have néver faltered.

To you | céll; for you will surely héed me, O God. *
Tarn your éar to me; héar my words.

Display your mérciful l6ve. *
By your right hand you deliver from their foes
those who pat their trast in you.

Guard me as the &pple of your éye. *
Hide me in the shadow of your wings
from the violent attack of the wicked.

My fées encircle me with déadly intént. *
Their héarts tight shat, their mouths speak proudly.
They advance against me, and néw they surréund me. *
Their éyes watch to strike me to the ground.
Théy are like a lion réady to claw, *
like some young lion créuched in hiding.

Arise, O L6RD, confront them, strike them down! *
Let your sward deliver my séul from the wicked!
Let your hand, O LORD, deliver me from thdse *




whose pértion in this présent life is fléeting.

May you give them their fill of your tréasures; *
may their 6ffspring rejoice in plénty,
and léave their wéalth to their children.
15 Asfor mé, in justice I shall behold your face; *
when | awake | shall be filled with the vision of your présence.



VIf Diligam te (AM-11 199, Minor Hours) Ps 18:2
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I love you, * Lord, my strength. Do not repeat in psalm.

VIl g Dominus firmamentum (AM-I1 199, Minor Hours) Ps 18:3
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The Lord *ismy rock and my re- fuge.

I Factus est adiutor (AM-11 200, Minor Hours) Cf. Ps 18:7
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You have come*to my help, O my God.

VIl c2 Vivit Dominus (AM-I1 200, Minor Hours) Ps 18:47
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The Lord lives! * Bless- ed is the God of my sal-va-tion.

Psalm 18 (17) Diligam te, Domine, fortitudo mea

1 For the Choirmaster. Of David, the servant of the Lord,
who spoke the words of this canticle to the Lord
when he had been freed from the power of all his enemies
and from the hand of Saul.

2 He said:

I I6ve you, LORD, my stréngth; *
3 O Lorb, my rock, my fortress, my savior;
my God, my réck where | take réfuge; *
my shield, my saving stréngth, my stronghold.
4 lcrydut, “Praised be the LOrD!” *
and sée, | am s&ved from my fdes.

5  The waves of déath rose about me; *
the torrents of destruction assailed me;
6  the snéares of the grave surréunded me; *
the traps of déath confronted me.
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In my anguish I célled to the LORrD; *
| cried to my Géd for hélp.

From his témple he héard my voice; *
my cry to him réached his éars.

The éarth then réeled and rocked; *
the méuntains were shaken to their base;
they quaked at his térrible anger.

Smoke came forth from his nostrils, T
and scérching fire from his méuth; *
from him were kindled live céals.

He bént the héavens and came down, *
a black cléud was under his féet.

On a chérub, he rode and he fléw; *
he s6ared on the wings of the wind.

He méde the darkness his covering, *
the dark waéters of the cléuds, his tént.

A brightness shone out before him, *
with hailstones and flashes of fire.

The LoORD then thandered in the héavens; *
the Most High let his voice be héard,
with hail and coals of fire.

He shot his arrows, scattered the foe, *
flashed his lightnings, and put them to flight.

The béd of the 6cean was revéaled; 1

the foundations of the world were laid bare *
at your rebuke, O LORD,
at the bléast of the bréath of your nostrils.

From on high he reached déwn and séized me; *
he drew me férth from the mighty waters.
He saved me from my powerful fée, *
from my énemies, whose stréngth | could not métch.

They asséiled me in the day of my misfortune, *
but the LORD was my strong support.

He brought me 6ut to a pléace of fréedom; *
he saved me because he I6ved me.

The LoORD rewarded me because | was jast, *
repaid me, for my hands were cléan,
for I have képt the ways of the L6RD, *
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and have not fallen away from my Gaod.

For his judgments are all befére me; *
his commands I have not cast aside.

I have been blameless before him; *
I have képt myseélf from guilt.

The LoRD repéid me because | was jast, *
and my hands were cléan in his éyes.

With the faithful you show yourself faithful; *
with the bldmeless you show yourself blameless.
With the sincére you show yourself sincére, *
but the cinning you outd6 in shréwdness;
for you save a lowly péople, *
but bring 16w the éyes that are proud.

It is you who give light to my lamp; *
the LOrRD my God lightens my darkness.
With yéu | can bréak through a bérrier, *
with my God | can scéle a wall.

As for GAd, his way is blameless; T
the word of the LORD is pure. *

Hé indéed is the shield

of all who trust in him.

For who is Gdd but the LORD? *
Who is a rock but our God?

It is God who girds me with stréngth, *
and kéeps my path free of blame.

My féet he makes swift as the déer’s; *

he has made me stand firm on the héights.
He has trained my hands for battle, *

and my arms to bénd the bronze bow.

You gave me your saving shield; *
with your right hand, you gave me support;
you bent déwn to méake me gréat.

You léngthened my stéps benéath me; *
and my féet have néver slipped.

| pursted and overtook my fées, *
néver turning back till they were slain.

| strick them so they céuld not rise; *
they féll benéath my féet.

You girded me with stréngth for battle; *
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you made my énemies fall benéath me.
You made my foes take flight; *
those who hated me | destrdyed.

They cried dut, but there was n6 one to save them, *
cried to the LORD, but he did not answer.

| crished them fine as dust before the wind, *
trod them down like dirt in the stréets.

From the feuds of the péople you delivered me, *
and pat me at the héad of the nations.

Péople unkndwn to me sérved me; *
when they héard of me, théy obéyed me.

Foreign nations cdme to me cringing; 1
foreign nations faded away. *
Trémbling, they came forth from their strongholds.

The Lorob lives, and blést be my Rock! *
May the God of my salvation be exalted,
the God who gives me redréss *
and subdues the péoples under me.

You saved me from my furious fées; 1

you sét me above my asséilants; *
you saved me from the violent man.

So I will préise you, L6rRD, among the nations; *
to your name will I sing a psalm.

The LORD gives great victories to his king, *
and shows mérciful 16ve for his andinted,
for David and his séed foréver.



VIl g Opera manuum (AM-11 204, Minor Hours) Ps 19:1
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The  fir- ma- ment * pro-claims the work of his hands.

IV* e Praceptum Domini (AM-11 204, Minor Hours) Ps 19:9

[}
i
2

A e e e e

The command of the Lord * is clear; it gives lightto the  eyes.
Psalm 19 (18) Caeli enarrant gloriam Dei
1 For the Choirmaster. A Psalm of David.

2  The héavens declare the gléry of Géd, *

and the firmament proclaims the work of his hands.
3 Day unto day convéys the méssage, *

and night unto night imparts the knowledge.

No spéech, no wérd, whose voice goes unhéeded; T
their séund goes forth through all the éarth, *
their méssage to the dtmost béunds of the world.

o~

6  There he has placed a tent for the sun; *
it comes forth like a bridegroom coming from his tént,
rejoices like a chAmpion to ruan his course.

7 Atone énd of the héavens is the rising of the sun; t
to its farthest énd it rans its course. *
There is ndthing concéaled from its barning héat.

8  The law of the LORD is peérfect;
it revives the soul. *
The decrées of the LOrD are stéadfast;
they give wisdom to the simple.

9  The précepts of the LORD are right;
they gladden the héart. *
The commaénd of the LORD is cléar;
it gives light to the éyes.

10 The féar of the LORD is pure,
abiding foréver. *
The jadgments of the LORD are true;
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they are, all of them, just.

They are more to be desired than gold,
than quantities of gold. *
And swéeter are théy than hdney,
than honey fléwing from the comb.

So in thém your sérvant finds instrdction; *
great reward is in their kéeping.

But whd can detéct their own érrors? *
From hidden faults acquit me.

From presimption restrain your sérvant; t
may it not rale me. *

Thén shall I be blameless,

cléan from grave sin.

May the spdken words of my mouth,
the thoughts of my héart, *
win favor in your sight, O LORD,
my réck and my redéemer!



VIl g Exaudiat te Dominus (AM-11 206, Minor Hours) Ps 20:2
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May the Lord answer you *in timeoftri- al. Do not repeat in psalm.

Psalm 20 (19) Exaudiat te Dominus
1 For the Choirmaster. A Psalm of David.

2  May the LoORD answer you in time of trial; *
may the name of Jacob’s Géd protéct you.

3 May he sénd you hélp from the holy place, *
and give you support from Sion.

4 May he remémber all your 6fferings, *
and receive your sacrifice with favor.

5  May he give you your héart’s desire, *
and fulfill every éne of your plans.

6  May we ring out our joy at your victory, t
and raise banners in the ndme of our Géd. *
May the LORD grant all your prayers.

7 Now I know the LORD saves his anointed, *
and answers from his holy heaven
with the mighty victory of his hand.

8  SOme put their trast in chériots or horses, *
but wé in the ndme of the LORrD, our Géd.

9  They will collapse and fall, *
but wé shall rise Up and hold firm.

10 Grant salvétion to the king, O LORD, *
give answer on the day we céll.




VIl g Domine, in virtute tua (PM 31, Sunday of the Year: Vigil, Nocturn I) Ps 21:2
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In your strength, O Lord, * the Kking re- joi- ces. Do not repeat in psalm.

VIIl g Cantabimus et psallemus (PM 31, Sunday: Vigil, Nocturn 1) Ps 21:14
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We will sing and praise * your pow- er, O Lord.

Psalm 21 (20) Domine, in virtute tua
1 For the Choirmaster. A Psalm of David.

2 In your stréngth, O L6ORD, the king rejoices; *
how gréatly your salvation makes him glad!

3 You have granted him his héart’s desire; *
you have not withhéld the prayer of his lips.

4 You came to meet him with bléssings of prospeérity; *
you have sét on his héad a créwn of pure gold.

5  He asked you for life and this you have given: *
days that will last from &ge to age.

6 By your saving help gréat is his glory; *

you have bestowed upon him majesty and spléndor;
7 you have granted him bléssings foréver, *

made him rejoice with the joy of your présence.

8  The king has placed his trast in the LORD. *
Through the mércy of the Mdst High, hé is unshaken.

9  Your hand will find 6ut all your foes, *
your right hand will find 6ut those that hate you.
10  You will barn them like a blazing farnace *
on the day when yéu appéar,
and the LOrD will consime them in his anger: *
fire will swallow them up.

11 You will wipe out their descéndants from the éarth, *
and their 6ffspring from the himan réace.

12 Though they planned évil against you, *
though they plotted, they shall nét prevail.



13  For ybu will force them to retréat; *
at thém you will aim with your bow.
14 O LOrb, arise in your stréngth; *
we shall sing and praise your power.



I1d  Nediscedas a me (PM 32, Sunday: Vigil, Nocturn I) Ps 22:12
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Stay not far fromme, O Lord; * trouble is near,
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and there isno  one to help.
Psalm 22 (21) Deus, Deus meus, respice in me

1 For the Choirmaster. In the manner of “The Doe at Daybreak.”
A Psalm of David.

2 My God, my God, why have you forsaken me? *
Why are you far from saving me,
so far from my wérds of anguish?

3 O myGAad, I call by day and you dé not answer; *
I céll by night and 1 find no repriéve.

4  Yetyou, O God, are holy, *
enthroned on the préises of israel.
5 In you our forebears put their trast; *
they trasted and you sét them frée.
6  When they cried to you, they escaped; *
in you they trasted and were not put to shdme.

7 Butiamaworm and no man, *
scorned by éveryone, despised by the péople.
8  All who sée me deride me; *
they curl their lips, they tdss their héads:
9  “Hetrusted in the LORD, let him save him; *
let him reléase him, for in him he delights.”

10  Yes, it was you who téok me from the wémb, *
entristed me to my mother’s bréast.
11  Toyou | was committed from birth; *
from my mother’s womb, you have been my God.
12  Stay not far from mé; *
trouble is néar, and there is n6 one to hélp.

13 Many balls have surréunded me, *
fierce bulls of Bashan close me in.

14 Against me they 6pen wide their mouths, *
like a lion, rénding and réaring.
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Like water | am poured 6ut, t

disjdinted are all my bénes. *
My héart has become like wax,
it is mélted within my bréast.

Parched as burnt clay is my throat, t
my tongue cléaves to my jaws. *
You lay me in the dust of déath.
For dogs have surrounded me; t
a band of the wicked beséts me. *
They tear héles in my hands and my féet;

I can count every one of my bénes. *
They stare at mé and gloat.

They divide my cléthing améng them, *
théy cast 16ts for my rébe.

But you, O L6rD, do not stdy afar off; *
my stréngth, make haste to hélp me!
Réscue my séul from the sword, *
my life from the grip of the dog.
Save my life from the jaws of the lion, *
my poor soul from the horns of wild bulls.

I will téll of your name to my kin, *
and praise you in the midst of the assémbly;
“You who fear the LORD, give him praise; 1
all descéndants of Jacob, give him glory; *
revére him, all you descéndants of Israel.

For hé has néver despised

nor scorned the pdverty of the poor. *
From him he has not hidden his face,
but he héard him whenéver he cried.”

Yéu are my préise in the gréat assémbly. *
My véws | will pay before thdse who féar him.
The poor shall éat and shall have their fill. T
They shall praise the LORD, those who séek him. *
May their héarts live én foréver and éver!

All the éarth shall remémber and retdrn to the LOrD, *
all families of the nations worship before him,
for the kingdom is the LORD’s, he is ruler of the nations. T
They shall worship him, all the mighty of the éarth; *
befdre him shall béw all who go déwn to the dist.



31  And my séul shall live for him, my descéndants sérve him. *
They shall téll of the LORD to generations yet to come,

32  declare his saving justice to péoples yet unborn: *
“Thése are the things the LORD has done.”



IV e Dominus regit me (PM 35, Sunday of the Year: Vigil, Nocturn I) Ps 23:1
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The Lord is my shep- herd; * there is no-thing I shall want. Do not repeat in psalm.

VIl g Inloco pascuae (PM 35, Sunday: Vigil, Nocturn I) Ps 23:2
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Fresh and green are the pas-tures * where the Lord gives me re-pose.
Psalm 23 (22) Dominus regit me
1  APsalm of David.

The LORD is my shépherd; *
there is nothing | shall want.
2  Frésh and gréen are the pastures *
where he gives me repdse.
Near réstful waters he léads me; *
3 he revives my soul.

He guides me along the right path, *
for the séke of his ndme.
4 Though I should walk in the vélley of the shadow of déath, t
no évil would I féar, for you are with me. *
Your crook and your staff will give me comfort.

5  You have prepared a table befére me
in the sight of my foes. *
My héad you have anointed with 6il;
my cup is overfléwing.

6  Surely géodness and mércy shall follow me
all the days of my life. *
In the LORD’s own house shall | dwell
for Iength of days unénding.



IV*  Innocens manibus (PM 36, Sunday: Vigil, Nocturn I) Ps 24:4,3
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The clean of hands * and pure of heart
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shall climb the moun-tain ofthe Lord.

Illa Tollite portas (PM 36, Sunday: Vigil, Nocturn I) Ps 24:7

O gates, * lift high your heads; grow high-er,  an-cient doors.
Psalm 24 (23) Domini est terra
1 APsalm of David.

The LORD’s is the éarth and its fullness, *
the world, and thdse who dwéll in it.
2 It is hé who sét it on the séas; *
on the rivers he made it firm.

3 Who shall climb the méuntain of the LOrRD? *
Who shall stand in his hély place?

4  The clean of hands and pdre of héart, *
whose soul is not sét on vain things,
who has not swérn decéitful words.

5  Bléssings from the LORrD shall he recéive, *

and right rewéard from the Géd who saves him.
6  Such are the péople who séek him, *

who seek the face of the Gdd of Jacob.

7 O gates, lift high your héads; t
grow higher, ancient doors. *
Let him énter, the king of glory!

8  Whois this king of glory? *
The LoORD, the mighty, the valiant;
the LORD, the valiant in war.

9 O gates, lift high your héads; t



grow higher, ancient doors. *
Let him énter, the king of glory!

10 Who is this king of glory? *
Hé, the LORD of hosts,
hé is the king of glory.



Qui te exspectat (PM 38, Sunday of the Year: Vigil, Nocturn I) Ps 25:3
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Let none who hope inyou, O Lord, *be put to shame.
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Oculi mei (PM 38, Sunday: Vigil, Nocturn 1) Ps 25:15
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My eyes are al- ways * on the Lord.
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De necessitabus (PM 246, Saturday in Lent: Vigil, Nocturn 11) Ps 25:17

ealom

D)

Set me free from my * dis-tress, O  Lord.

Psalm 25 (24) Ad te, Domine, levavi

1

Of David.

To you, O L6RD, I lift up my soul. *
In you, O my Géd, | have trusted,;
let me not be put to shame; *
let not my énemies exult over mé.

Let none who hope in ydu be put to shame; *
but shamed are those who wantonly break faith.

O Lorp, make me kndw your ways. *
Téach me your paths.

Guide me in your trath, and téach me; *
for you are the GAd of my salvation.
I have héped in ydu all day I6ng.

Remémber your compassion, O LORD,
and your merciful love, *
for théy are from of 6ld.

Do not remémber the sins of my youth,
nor my transgressions. *
In your mérciful 16ve remémber me,
because of your gbodness, O LORD.

Good and upright is the LORD; *
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he shows the way to sinners.
He guides the humble in right jadgment; *
to the himble he téaches his way.

All the LORD’s paths are mércy and faithfulness, *
for those who kéep his cdvenant and commands.
O Lorp, for the séke of your name, *
forgive my guilt, for it is gréat.

Who is this that féars the LOrRD? *
He will show him the path to chéose.
His séul shall live in happiness, *
and his descéndants shall posséss the land.
The LoORD’s sécret is for thdse who féar him; *
to thém he revéals his covenant.

My éyes are always on the L6RrRD, *
for he réscues my feet from the snare.
Turn to mé and have mércy on mé, *
for I am alone and poor.

Relieve the anguish of my héart, *
and sét me frée from my distréss.

Sée my loéwliness and suffering, *
and take away all my sins.

Sée how many are my foes; *
with a violent hatred they hate me.
Presérve my life and réscue me. *
Let me not be pat to shame,
for in yéu I trast.

May intégrity and virtue protéct me, *
for I have héped in you, O LORD.
Redéem Israel, O God, *
from all its distréss.



I1*d Misericordia tua (PM 40, Sunday: Vigil, Nocturn I) Ps 26:3
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Your mer-cy, O Lord, * isbe-foremy eyes;
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and | walk ac-cord-ing to your truth.
Psalm 26 (25) Judica me, Domine
1 Of David.

Give judgment for mé, O Loro, 1
for I have wélked in my intégrity. *
I have trusted in the LORD; | have not wavered.

2 Examine me, LORD, and try me. *
O tést my héart and my mind.

3 Your mércy is befére my éyes, *
and I walk according to your trath,

4 | néver take my séat with liars, *
and with hypocrites | shall not go.
5 | hate the évildoer’s company; *

I will not tdke my séat with the wicked.

6 1 wash my hands in innocence *
and take my place around your altar,

7 singing a séng of thanksgiving, *
recounting all your wonders.

8 O Lorp, I love the hduse where you dwéll, *
the place where your glory abides.

9 Do not sweéep away my soul with sinners, *
nor my life with those who shed bléod,
10 in whose hands are évil plots, *
whose right hands are filled with a bribe.

11 As for mé, | have walked in my intégrity. *
Redéem me and have mércy on me.

12 My féot stands on lével gréund: *
I will bléss the LORD in the assémbly.



I Dominus defensor (PM 42, Sunday of the Year: Vigil, Nocturn I1) Ps 27:1
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The Lord * is the stronghold of my life.

VIl g luminatio mea (PM 42, Sunday: Vigil, Nocturn 11) Ps 27:1
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The Lordismy light* and my sal- va- tion. Do not repeat in psalm.

Psalm 27 (26) Dominus illuminatio mea
1 Of David.

The LORrD is my light and my salvation; t
whom shall | féar? *
The L6RD is the stronghold of my life;
whom should I dréad?

2 When those who do évil draw near
to devéur my flésh, *
it is théy, my énemies and fdes,
who stimble and fall.

3 Though an army encdmp against me,
my héart would not féar. *
Though war break out against me,
even thén would | trust.

4 There is 6ne thing | ask of the L6rD,
only this do I séek: *
to live in the house of the LORD
all the days of my life,
to gaze on the béauty of the LorD, *
to inquire at his témple.

5  For thére he keeps me séfe in his shelter
in the day of évil. *
He hides me under cover of his tént;
he sets me high upon a réck.

6  And now my héad shall be réaised *
above my fées who surréund me,
and | shall offer within his tént
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a sacrifice of joy. *
I will sing and make music for the LORD.

O LOorRp, hear my voice when | call; *
have mércy and answer me.

Of you my héart has spoken, *
“Seek his face.”

It is your face, O LORD, that | séek; *
hide not your face from mé.

Dismiss not your sérvant in anger; *
you have been my hélp.

D6 not abandon or forsake me, *
O God, my Savior!

Though father and méther forsake me, *
the LORD will recéive me.

Instract me, LORD, in your way; *
on an éven path léad me
becéuse of my énemies.

Do not léave me to the will of my foes, *
for false witnesses rise up against me,
and they bréathe out violence.

I believe | shall sée the LORD’s gbodness *
in the 1and of the living.

Wiait for the LORD; be strong; *
be stouthéarted, and wait for the LORD!



| Factus est adiutor (PM 44) Ps 28:7
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The Lord  is * my strength and my  shield.
Psalm 28 (27) Ad te, Domine, clamabo

1 Of David.

To y6u, O Lorp, | call; T

my réck, be not déaf to mé. *
I shall go down to those in the pit,
if you are silent to mé.

2 Heéar the voice of my pleading
as | céll to you for hélp, *
as | raise my hands
toward your holy place.

3 Do not drag me away with the wicked,
with thése who do évil, *
who speak words of péace to their neéighbors,
but with mélice in their héarts.

4 Repay them accérding to their déeds, *
according to the évil of their actions.
According to their handiwork, repdy them; *
retarn to thém their deserts.

5  For they igndre the déeds of the LOrD T
and the work of his hands. *
May he rain them and néver rebuild them.
6  Blést be the LORD, for he has héard *
the sound of my appéal.

7  The L6OrD is my stréngth and my shield; *
in him my heart trasts.
I was helped; my héart rejoices, *
and | praise him with my song.

8  The L6RbD is the stréngth of his péople, *
a saving réfuge for his andinted.

9  Save your péople and bléss your héritage. *
Shépherd them and carry them foréver.




VIl g Adorate Dominum (PM 45, Sunday in the Year: Vigil, Nocturn I1) Ps 29:2
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Bow down be-fore the Lord, * ma- jes- tic in ho- li- ness.
Psalm 29 (28) Afferte Domino, filii Dei
1 APsalm of David.

Ascribe to the LORD, you héavenly powers, *
ascribe to the LOrD glory and stréngth.
2  Ascribe to the LOrD the glory of his name; *
bow down before the LORD, majéstic in héliness.

3 The vdice of the LORD upon the waters, T
the God of glory thanders; *
the LORD on the immeénsity of waters;
4 the voice of the L6RrD full of power; *
the véice of the Lorp full of spléndor.

5  The vdice of the LORD shatters cédars, *
the LoRD shatters the cédars of Lébanon;
6  he makes Lébanon léap like a calf, *
and Sirion like a young wild-o6x.

7  The véice of the LorD flashes flames of fire. T
8 The voice of the LORD shakes the wilderness, *
the LORD shakes the wilderness of Kadesh;
9 the véice of the LORD rends the 6ak tree
and strips the forest bare. *
In his témple they all cry, “Glory!”

10 The LO6rRD sat enthréned above the fléod; *
the LORD sits as king foréver.

11  The L6rD will give stréngth to his péople, *
the LORrD will bless his péople with péace.



VIl g Exaltabo te,Domine (PM 46, Sunday: Vigil, Nocturn Il) Ps 30:2
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I will ex-tol you, O Lord, * for you have raised me up. Do not repeat in psalm.

VIIl g Domine, abstraxisti (PM 47, Sunday: Vigil, Nocturn Il) Ps 30:4
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O Lord, you have lift-ed up * my soul from the grave.
Psalm 30 (29) Exaltabo te, Domine

1 A Psalm. A Canticle for the Dedication of the
Temple. Of David.

2 I will extdl you, LOrD, for you have raised me up, *
and have not let my énemies rejoice over mé.

3 O Lorbp my GAd, I cried to you for hélp, *
and yéu have héaled me.

4 O Lorp, you have lifted up my séul from the grave, *
restored me to life from those who sink into the pit.

5  Sing psalms to the LORD, you faithful ones; *
give thanks to his holy ndme.

6  His anger lasts a moment; his favor all through life. *
At night come téars, but dawn brings jdy.

7 | said to mysélf in my good fortune: *
“I shall néver be shaken.”

8 O Lorb, your favor had sét me like a méuntain stronghold. *
Then you hid your face, and | was put to confusion.

9 Toyodu, O LOoRD, | cried, *
to my Gaod | appéaled for mércy:
10 “What prdfit is my lifeblood, my going to the grave? *
Can dust give you thanks, or proclaim your faithfulness?”

11 Hear, O LorD, and have mércy on mé; *
bé my hélper, O LORD.

12 You have changed my mourning into dancing, *
removed my sackcloth and girded me with jdy.

13 So my soul sings psalms to you, and will not be silent. *
O Lorp my Gad, | will thank you foréver.



VIl g Intuaiusticia (PM 48, Sunday in the Year: Vigil, Nocturn I1) Ps 31:2
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In your jus-tice, * set me free, O Lord.
Psalm 31 (30) In te, Domine, speravi
1 For the Choirmaster. A Psalm of David.

2 In you, O LOrp, | take réfuge. *
Let me néver be put to shame.
In your justice, sét me frée; *
3 incline your éar to me, and spéedily réscue me.

Be a rock of réfuge for mé, *
a mighty stronghold to save me.
4 For you are my rock, my stronghold! *
Lead me, guide me, for the sédke of your ndme.

5  Release me from the snare they have hidden, *
for you indéed are my réfuge.
6 Into your hands I comménd my spirit. *
You will redéem me, O L6rD, O faithful God.
7 You detést those who serve empty idols. *
As for mé, | trast in the LORD.

8  Let me be glad and rejoice in your mércy, *
for you who have seen my affliction
and taken héed of my séul’s distréss,

9  have not Iéft me in the hands of the énemy, *
but sét my féet at large.

10 Have mércy on mé, O LORb,
for I am in distréss. *
My éyes are wasted with grief,
my séul and my body.

11 For my life is spént with sorrow,
and my yéars with sighs. *
Affliction has broken down my stréngth,
and my bdnes waste away.

12 Becéause of all my foes
I have become a reprdach, *
an 6bject of scorn to my neighbors
and of féar to my friends.
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Thdse who sée me in the stréet

flée from mé. *
I am forgdtten, like someone déad,
and have become like a broken véssel.

| have héard the slander of the crowd; T
térror all arébund me,

as they plét togéther against me,

as they plan to take my life.

But as for me, I trdst in you, O LORD; *
I say, “YoOu are my God.
My I6t is in your hands, deliver me
from the hands of my enemies *
and thése who pursie me.

Let your face shine on your sérvant. *
Save me in your mérciful l6ve.
Let me not be put to shame, O LORD,
for I call on ybu; *
let the wicked be shdmed!
Let them be silenced in the grave!

Let lying lips be stilled, *
that speak haughtily against the just man
with pride and contémpt.”

How gréat is the gbodness, LORD, T

that you kéep for thdse who féar you, *
that you show to those who trast you
in the sight of the children of mén.

You hide them in the shélter of your présence,
secure from human schéming; *

you kéep them safe within your tent

from disputing tongues.

Blést be the LoOrD for he has wdondrously shéwn me *
his mérciful 16ve in a fortified city!

“l am far reméved from your sight,”
| said in my alarm. *
Yet you héard the voice of my plea
when | cried to you for hélp.

Léve the LORo, all you his séints. *
The LORD guards the faithful.



But the LorD will repay to the full *
the one who &cts with pride.
25 Be strong, let your héart take curage, *
all who hope in the LORD.



Illa Laetamini in Domino (PM 50, Sunday: Vigil, Nocturn Il) Ps 32:12
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Re-joice, * inthe Lord; ex- ult, you just! Ring out your joy,
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all you up-right of heart.

Psalm 32 (31) Beati, quorum remissa sunt
1 Of David. A Maskil.

Blessed is hé whose transgréssion is forgiven, *
whose sin is remitted.
2  Blessed the man to whom the LORD imputes no guilt, *
in whose spirit is no guile.

3 | kept it sécret and my frame was wasted. *
| gréaned all day léng,
4 for your hand, by day and by night,
lay héavy up6n me. *
Indéed, my stréngth was dried Up
as by the siummer’s héat.

5  Toydu I have ackndéwledged my sin; *
my guilt I did not hide.
| said, “I will conféss my transgréssion to the LOrRD.” *
And you have forgiven the guilt of my sin.

6  So let each faithful one pray to you
in the time of néed. *
The fl6ods of water may reach high,
but such a éne they shall not réach.

7  You are a hiding place for mé; t
you kéep me safe from distréss; *
you surréund me with cries of deliverance.

8  [willinstrdct you and téach you
the way you should go; *
I will fix my éyes upon you.

9  Benot like horse and mule, unintélligent,
needing bridle and bit, *



or élse they will nét appréach you.

10  Many sérrows has the wicked, *
but I6ving mércy surrounds
6ne who trusts in the LORD.

11 Rejbice in the LORD; exult, you just! *
Ring out your joy, all you Gpright of héart!



IV e Rectos decet (PM 85, Monday in the Year and in Advent and Lent: Vigil, Nocturn I) Ps 33:1
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Praise is * fit- ting forthe up-right.

VIl a Exsultate, iusti (PM 85, Monday of Easter: Vigil, Nocturn I) Ps 33:1
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Ring out your joy * and sing glo- ry, Oyou just.
Psalm 33 (32) Exultate, justi

1 Ring out your joy to the L6rD, O you just; *
for praise is fitting for the Upright.

2 Give thanks to the LORD upon the harp; *
with a tén-stringed Idte sing him songs.

3 Osing him a song that is néw; *
play skillfully, with shouts of jdy.

4 For the word of the LoRb is faithful, *
and all his works to be trasted.

5  The L6rD loves justice and right, *
and his mérciful 16ve fills the éarth.

6 By the word of the LORD the héavens were made, *
by the bréath of his mouth all their host.

7 Asinaflask, he collécts the waves of the 6cean; *
he stores up the dépths of the séa.

8 Let all the earth féar the LOrD, *

all who live in the world revére him.
9  He spdke, and it came to be. *

He commanded; it stéod in pléce.

10 The LorbD fruastrates the designs of the nations; *
he defeats the plans of the péeoples.

11  The designs of the LorD stand foréver, *
the plans of his heéart from age to age.

12  Blessed the nation whose God is the LorD, *
the péople he has chdsen as his héritage.
13 From the héavens the LOrD looks forth; *
he sées all the children of mén.
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From the place where he dwélls he gazes *
on all the dwéllers on the éarth,

he who shapes the héarts of them all, *
and considers all their déeds.

A king is not saved by his great army, *

nor a warrior presérved by his great stréngth.
A vain hope for séfety is the horse; *

despite its power it cannot sve.

Yes, the LORD’s éyes are on those who féar him, *
who hope in his mérciful Iove,

to réscue their séuls from déath, *
to kéep them alive in famine.

Our séul is waiting for the LORD. *
Hé is our hélp and our shield.

In him do our héarts find joy. *
We trust in his holy name.

May your mérciful I16ve be upon us, *
as we hope in you, O LORD.



Illa Immittet angelus (PM 87, Monday: Vigil, Nocturn I) Ps 34:8
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The an- gel *of theLord is en-campeda- roundthose who fear him,
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to  res- cue them.

VIla Clamaverunt iusti (PM 87, Monday: Vigil, Nocturn I) Ps 34:18
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When the just cry out, * the Lord hears.
Psalm 34 (33) Benedicam Dominum

1  Of David, when he feigned madness before Abimelech,
so that he drove him out, and he went away.

2 I will bléss the Lorp at all times; *
praise of him is always in my mouth.

3 Inthe LorD my soul shall make its bdast; *
the humble shall héar and be glad.

4 Glérify the LORD with mé; *
togéther let us préise his name.

5 | sbught the LORD, and he answered me; *
from all my térrors he sét me frée.

6 Look toward him and be radiant; *
let your faces not be abashed.

7 This 1éwly one called; the LORD héard, *
and réscued him from all his distréss.

8  The angel of the LORD is encamped *
around thdse who féar him, to réscue them.
9  Taste and sée that the LORD is good. *
Blessed the man who seeks réfuge in him.

10 Feéar the LORD, you his hdly ones. *
They lack néthing, those who féar him.
11  The rich suffer want and go hungry, *
but those who seek the LOrD lack no bléssing.
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Come, children, and héar me, *

that | may téach you the féar of the LoRD.
Who is it that desires life *

and 6ngs to see prdosperous days?

Guard your tongue from évil, *
and your lips from spéaking decéit.
Turn aside from évil and do gbod. *
Séek after péace, and pursue it.

The LORD turns his éyes to the jast, *
and his éars are dpen to their cry.

The LORD turns his face against the wicked *
to destrdy their remémbrance from the éarth.

When the just cry ut, the LORD héars, *
and réscues them in all their distréss.

The LoRD is close to the brokenhéarted; *
those whose spirit is crashed he will save.

Many are the trials of the just man, *

but from them all the LorD will réscue him.
He will keep guard over all his bones; *

not 6ne of his bones shall be broken.

Evil brings déath to the wicked; *
those who hate the just man are déomed.
The LORD ransoms the séuls of his sérvants. *
All who trast in him shall nét be condémned.



IVa Expugna (PM 88, Monday: Vigil, Nocturn I) Ps 35:1
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Fight those * who fight me.

I1d  Exsurge me, Domine (PM 89, Monday: Vigil, Nocturn I) Ps 35:23
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A-wake, O Lord, * and stir tomy de- fense.
Psalm 35 (34) Judica, Domine, nocentes me
1 Of David.

Conténd, O L6RrD, with my conténders; *
fight those who fight me.
2  Take up your buckler and shield; *
arise in my defénse.

3 Téke up the javelin and the spéar
against those who pursie me. *
Say to my soul, “I am your salvation.”

4 Letthose who séek my life
be shdmed and disgraced. *
Let those who plan évil against me
be réuted in confusion.

5  Let them bé like chaff before the wind; *
let the LORD’s angel trip them up.

6  Lettheir path be slippery and dark; *
let the LORD’s angel pursude them.

7 Unprovodked, they have hidden a nét for me; *
they have dug a pit for mé.
8  Let ruin fall upon them,
and téke them by surprise. *
Let them be caught in the nét they have hidden;
let them fall in their own pit.

9  Then my soul shall rejoice in the LorD, *
and exult in his salvation.
10  All my bones will say,
“LORD, who is like you *
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who réscue the wéak from the strong
and the péor from the oppréssor?”

Lying witnesses arise, *

asking me quéstions | cannot understand.
They repay me évil for good; *

my séul is forlorn.

When they were sick | dréssed in sackcloth, T
afflicted my soul with fasting, *
and with prayer ever anéw in my héart,
as for a brother, a friend.
I wént as though moéurning a moéther, *
bowed down with grief.

Now that | stimble, they gladly gather; t

they gather, and mock me. *
I mysélf do not knéw them,
yet strangers téar at me céaselessly.

They provoke me with mockery on maéckery, *
and gnash their téeth at me.

O LO6rD, how long will you look 6n? *
Réscue my life from their ravages,
my séul from these lions.

Then I will thank you in the gréat assémbly; *
amid the mighty thréng 1 will préise you.

Do not Iét my lying foes

rejoice over me. *
Do not lét those who hate me without cause
wink éyes at each other.

They spéak no péace to the quiet ones
who live in the land. *
Rather, they méake decéitful plots,
and, with méuths wide 6pen,
they utter their cry against me: *
“Yes, yes! Our éyes have séen it!”

O Lorp, you have séen; do not be silent; *
LOrD, do not stand afar 6ff!

Awake! And stir to my defénse, *
to my cause, O my Géd and my LORD!

Vindicate me, L6rD, my Géd, T
in accord with your justice; *
and Iét them not rejoice over mé.
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D6 not let them think in their héarts, t
“Yés, we have won.” *

Do not lét them say,

“Wé have destrdyed him!”

Let them be shamed and bréught to disgrace *
who rejoice at my misfortune.

Let them be cdvered with shdme and confusion *
who raise themselves against me.

Lét them exult and be glad *
who delight in my deliverance.
Lét them say without énd,
“Gréat is the LORD who delights *
in the péace of his sérvant.”

Then my tdngue shall spéak of your justice, *
and all day 16ng of your préise.



I1d Domine, in caelo (AM-11 59, Monday: Lauds) Ps 36:6
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Your mer-cy, Lord, * rea-chesto hea- ven.
Psalm 36 (35) Dixit injustus

1 For the Choirmaster. Of David, the servant
of the LORD.

2 Transgréssion spéaks to the sinner
in the dépths of his heart. *
There is no féar of God
befdre his eyes.

3 In his own éyes, he flatters himsélf, *
not to sée and detést his own guilt.

4 The words of his méuth are mischief and deceit. *
He has céased to be prudent and do gdod.

5  Inbéd he pléts iniquity. T
He sets his foot on évery wicked way; *
no évil does hé rejéct.

6  Your mércy, LORD, réaches to héaven, *
your truth to the cléuds.
7 Your justice is like God’s méuntains; T
like the great déep, your jastice. *
Both man and béast you save, O LORD.

8  How précious is your mércy, O God! *
The children of mén seek shelter
in the shadow &f your wings.

9  They féast on the riches of your héuse; *

you give them drink from the stréam of your delight.
10  For with you is the fountain of life, *

and in your light we see light.

11 Maintain your mércy for thése who knéw you, *
your saving justice to Upright héarts.

12 Let the foot of the préud not tréad on me *
nor the hand of the wicked drive me 6ut.

13  Thére have the évildoers fallen; *
flung déwn, unéble to rise!




VIf Revela Domino (PM 91, Monday: Vigil, Nocturn I) Ps 37:5
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Com-mit * your way tothe Lord.

VIl g Custodi innocentiam (PM 93, Monday: Vigil, Nocturn 1) Ps 37:37
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Mark the blameless, * ob-serve the up- right.
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Psalm 37 (36) Noli emulari in malignantibus
1  Of David.

Do not frét because of the wicked; *
do not énvy thdse who do évil,
2  for they wither quickly like grass *
and fade like the gréen of the fields.

3 Trastin the Lorp and do géod; *

then you will dwéll in the land and safely péasture.
4 Find your delight in the LorD, *

who gréants your héart’s desire.

5  Commit your way to the LORD; *
trast in him, and hé will &ct,

6  and make your Uprightness shine like the light, *
the justice of your cause like the néonday sun.

7  Bestill before the LOrRD and wait in patience; t
do not frét at the dne who prospers, *
the 6ne who makes évil plots.

8  Calm your anger and forgét your rage; *
do not frét, it only leads to évil.

9  For thése who do évil shall pérish. *
But thdse who hope in the LORD,
they shall inhérit the l1and.

10  Alittle longer—and the wicked one is gone. *
Look at his place: he is not thére.

11  But the himble shall wn the land *
and delight in fallness of péace.
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The wicked one pl6ts against the just man *
and gnashes his téeth against him;

but the LOrD laughs at the wicked, *
for he sées that his day is at hand.

The wicked draw the sword, bend their bows, t
to slaughter the pdor and néedy, *
to slay those whose ways are Upright.
Their sword shall pierce their own héarts, *
and their bows shall be broken to pieces.

Better the féw posséssions of the just, *
than the abldndant wéalth of the wicked;
for the arms of the wicked shall be broken, *
and the LOrD will suppdrt the jast.

The LORD takes néte of the days of the blameless; *
their héritage will last foréver.

They shall n6t be put to shame in evil days; *
in time of famine they shall have their fill.

But all the wicked shall pérish; *

the énemies of the LORD shall be consumed.
Théy are like the béauty of the méadows; *

they shall vanish, they shall vanish like smoke.

The wicked borrows and does not repay, *
but the Upright is génerous and gives.

Those blessed by him shall inhérit the 1and, *
but those carsed by him shall be cut 6ff.

By the LORD are the stéps made firm *
of 6ne in whose path He delights.

Though he stamble he shall néver fall, *
for the LORrRD will hold him by the hand.

I was young and néw | am 6ld, *
but I have néver seen the just man forsaken
nor his children bégging for bréad.

All the day he is génerous and lénds, *
and his children becéme a bléssing.

Then tarn away from évil and do gdod, *
and yéu may abide foréver;

for indéed, the LORD loves jastice, *
and will never forsake his faithful.

The unjust shall be wiped out foréver, *
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and the descéndants of the wicked destroyed.
The jast shall inherit the 1and; *
thére they shall abide foréver.

The mouth of the just man utters wisdom, *
and his tongue tells férth what is just.
The law of his God is in his héart; *
his stéps shall be saved from stimbling.

The wicked man keeps watch for the just, *
and séeks an occasion to destrdy him.

The LoOrD will not 1éave him in his power, *
nor lét him be condémned when he is judged.

Then wait for the LORD, keep to his way. *
He will exalt you to inhérit the land,
and you will sée the wicked destrdyed.

I have séen the wicked one trilmphant, *
towering like a cédar of Lébanon.

| passed by agéin; he was gone. *
I séarched; he was ndéwhere to be féund.

Mark the blameless, obsérve the Gpright; *
for the péaceful man a fature lies in store,
but sinners shall all be destroyed. *
No fature lies in store for the wicked.

But from the LORD comes the salvation of the just, *
their stronghold in time of distréss.

The LorD hélps them and réscues thém, t

réscues and saves them from the wicked:
because they take réfuge in him.



Cc2 Neiniratua (PM 94, Monday: Vigil, Nocturn I) Ps 38:2
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Re-prove me not * in your rage, O Lord.

I1d Intende in adiutorium meum (PM 94, Monday: Vigil, Nocturn 1) Ps 38:23
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Make haste * and come to my help, O Lord and my sal-va-

Psalm 38 (37) Domine, ne in furore

1 A Psalm of David. For a Memorial.

2 O LO6rb, do not rebuke me in your anger; *

reprove me not in your rage.
3 For your arrows have sunk déep in me;
your hand has come déwn updén me.

4 Thére is no séundness in my flesh 1
becéause of your &nger: *
thére is no héalth in my limbs
because of my sin.

*

5 My guilt towers higher than my héad; *

it is a weight too héavy to béar.
6 My wounds are féul and féstering, *
the resalt of my own folly.

7 | am bowed and bréught to my knées. *

I go méurning all the day 16ng.

8  All my frdme is burning with féver; *
thére is no séundness in my flésh.

9 | am spént and Utterly crashed, *
I cry aléud in &nguish of héart.

10 O LOrb, all my lénging lies befére you
my groans are not hidden from ydu.

- %
1

11 My heart throbs, my stréngth is spént; *

the very light has gone from my éyes

12 Friends and companions stand aloof from my pain; *

those clésest to me stand afar 6ff.

13  Those who plét against my life lay snares; *

tion.
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those who seéek my ruin speak of harm,
planning tréachery all the day 1ong.

But I, like someone déaf, do not héar; *

like someone mute, | do not 6pen my mouth.
[ am like 6ne who hears néthing, *

in whose moéuth is né defénse.

But in yéu, O LorD, | hépe; *

it is you, LorRD my God, who will answer.
| pray, “Lét them not gloat over mé, *

exult if my foot should slip.”

For | am on the point of falling, *
and my pain is always with me.
| conféss that | am guilty; *
and | am grieved because of my sin.

My wanton énemies live én and grow strong, *
and many are my lying foes.

They repay me évil for good, *
and attack me for séeking what is géod.

Forsake me not, O LOrD! *
My God, be not far from mé!
Make haste and come to my hélp, *
my LOrD and my salvation!



VIl ¢ Amove, Domine (PM 97, Monday: Vigil, Nocturn Il) Ps 39:11
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Take a-way your * scourge from me, O Lord.
IV e Utnon delinquam (PM 97, Monday in Lent: Vigil, Nocturn 1) Ps 39:2
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May I not sin* with my tongue.

Psalm 39 (38) Dixi, custodiam vias meas

1

10

11

For the Choirmaster, for Jeduthun. A Psalm of
David.

I said, “I will be watchful of my ways, *
for féar I should sin with my téngue.
I will pat a carb on my lips *
when the wicked man stands befére me.”
I was mute, silent, very still, *
as my pain became inténse.

My héart was burning within me. t

At the thought of it, the fire blazed up, *
and my tongue bdrst into spéech:

“O LORD, you have shéwn me my énd, t

how shért is the Iéngth of my days. *
Now | kndéw how fléeting is my life.

How short the span of days you have given me
my life is as ndthing in your sight. *
Surely all mankind stands as but a bréath.
A man surely lives as a shadow, T
surely the riches he héards, a mere bréath; *
he does not knéw who will géather thém.”

And néw, LORD, whét is there to wait for? *
In you rests all my hépe.

Set me frée from all my sins; *
do not make me the taunt of the fool.

| was silent, not 6pening my lips, *
because this was all your doing.

Take away your scourge from mé. *

.
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I am crushed by the bléws of your hand.
With reblkes you corréct the sinner; t
like a méth you devour all he tréasures. *

All mankind is no more than a breath.

O LORD, give héed to my prayer; t
tarn your éar to my cry; *

do not be deaf to my weéeping.
Behdld, | am a stranger to yéu, *

a pilgrim, like all my forebears.

Look away from me that i may smile *
befdre | depart to be no more.



VIl g Respexit me (PM 98, Monday: Vigil, Nocturn I1) Ps 40:2
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The Lord stooped down to me; * he  heard my cry.

I1d  Complaceat tibi (PM 99, Monday: Vigil, Nocturn 11) Ps 40:14
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Be pleased, O Lord, * to res- cue me; make haste to help me.
Psalm 40 (39) Expectans expectavi Dominum
1 For the Choirmaster. Of David. A Psalm.

2 | wéited, | wéited for the LORD, *
and he stéoped down to mé;
he héard my cry.

3 He dréw me from the déadly pit,
from the miry clay. *
He sét my féet upon a rock,
made my footsteps firm.

4 He put anew song into my mouth,
praise of our God. *
Many shall sée and fear
and shall trust in the LORD.

5  Bléssed the man who has placed
his trast in the LOrD, *
and has not gone dver to the proud
who follow false gdds.

6  How many, O L6rD my God,
are the wonders and designs *
that you have worked for Us;
you have no équal.
Should I wish to proclaim or spéak of them, *
they would be more than | can téll!

7 You delight not in sacrifice and 6fferings, t
but in an épen éar. *
You do not ask for holocaust and victim.



10

11

12

13

14

15

16

17

18

Then | séid, “Sée, | have come.” *

In the scroll of the book it stands written of mé:
“| delight to do your will, O my God; *

your instruction lies déep within me.”

Your justice | have proclaimed
in the gréat assémbly. *
My lips I have not séaled:;
you know it, O LoRob.

Your saving hélp | have not hidden in my héart; *
of your faithfulness and salvéation | have spoken.
I made no sécret of your mérciful love *
and your faithfulness té the great assémbly.

O Lorp, you will not withhold

your compassion from mé. *
Your mérciful 16ve and your faithfulness
will always guard me.

For | am besét with évils

too many to be céunted. *
My iniquities have Overtaken me,
till 1 can sée no mare.

They are mére than the hairs of my héad, *
and my héart is sinking.

Be pléased, O LORD, to réscue me; *
LorD, make haste to hélp me.

O lét there be shame and confusion *
on those who séek my life.

O lét them turn back in confusion *
who delight in my harm.

Let them be appalled because of their shame, *
those who jéer and mdck me.

O lét there be rejoicing and gladness *
for all who séek you.

Let them éver say, “The LORD is gréat,” *
who I6ng for your salvation.

Wrétched and p6or though | am, *
the LORD is mindful of mé.

Yéu are my réscuer, my hélp; *
O my God, do not deldy.



I1d  Sana, Domine (PM 100, Monday in Lent: Vigil, Nocturn Il) Ps 41:5
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Heal my soul, O Lord, * for 1 have sinned a-gainst you.
Psalm 41 (40) Beatus qui intelligit
1 For the Choirmaster. A Psalm of David.

2  Blessed is hé who has concérn for the poor. *
In time of tréuble, the LORD will réscue him.

3 The Lorp will guéard him, give him life, T
and make him bléssed in the land, *
not give him Up to the will of his fées.

4 The Lorb will hélp him on his béd of péin; *
you will bring him back from sickness to health.

5  Asformé, I said, “LOrD, have mércy on me; *
héal my séul, for | have sinned agdinst you.”

6 My foes are spéaking évil against me: *
“How long before he dies, and his ndme be forgotten?”

7 When someone cdmes to visit me, he spéaks empty words; *
his héart stores up malice; on léaving, he spreads lies.

8  All my foes whisper togéther against me; *
they devise evil pléts against me:

9  “Something déadly has fastened up6n him; *
he will not rise from whére he lies.”

10  Thus éven my friend, in whom | trusted, T
who ate my bréad, *
has lifted his heel against me.

11 But you, O L6rD, have mércy on mé. *
Raise me Up and I will repay them.

12 By this I know your favor: *
that my fées do not triumph over mé.

13 In my intégrity you have uphéld me, *
and have sét me in your présence foréver.

[14] Blést be the LorD, the God of Israel, *
from &ge to &ge. Amén. Amén.




I1d  Sitivet anima mea (PM 102, Monday: Vigil, Nocturn Il) Ps 42:3
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My soul * is thirsting for the liv- ing God; whencan | ent-er
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be- fore the face of God?
Psalm 42 (41) Quemadmodum

1 For the Choirmaster. A Maskil. Of the sons
of Korah.

2  Like the deer that yearns
for rdnning stréams, *
s0 my soul is yearning
for you, my God.

3 My séul is thirsting for God,
the living God; *
whén can | énter and appear
before the face of G6d?

4 My téars have become my breéad,
by day, by night, *
as they say to me all the day long,
“Wheére is your God?”

5  These things will | remember
as | péur out my soul: *
for I would g6 to the place
of your wondrous tént,
all the way to the héuse of God, T
amid cries of gladness and thanksgiving, *
the thréng keeping joyful féstival.

6  Why are you cast down, my séul; *
why gréan within me?
Hope in God; | will praise him yet again, *
my saving présence and my Gad.

7 My sdul is cast down within me, *
thérefore | remémber you
from the land of Jordan and Mount Hérmon,
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from the Hill of Mizar.

Déep is calling on déep,

in the roar of your térrents; *
your billows and all your waves
swépt over me.

By day the LORD decrees

his mérciful 16ve; *
by night his song is with mé,
prayer to the God of my life.

I will say to God, my rock, T

“Why have you forgotten me? *
Why do I go mourning
oppréssed by the f6e?”

With a déadly wound in my bones,
my énemies revile me, *
saying to me all the day Iéng,
“Wheére is your God?”

Why are you cast down, my séul; *
why gréan within me?

Hope in God; | will praise him yet again, *
my saving présence and my Gad.
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Salutare vultus mei (AM-11 84, Tuesday: Lauds) Ps 43:5
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My sav- ing™* pre- sence and my God.

Psalm 43 (42) Judica me, Deus

1

Give me jastice, O God, and plead my cause
against a nation that is faithless. *

From the decéitful and the cunning

réscue me, O God.

Yéu, O God, are my stréngth; T

why have you rejécted me? *
Why do I go méurning,
oppréssed by the foe?

O send forth your light and your truth;

they will guide me én. *
They will bring me to your holy moéuntain,
to the place where you dwéll.

And | will céme to the altar of God, t
to God, my joy and gladness. *
To you will | give thanks on the harp,
O God, my God.

Why are you cast down, my soul; *
why gréan within me?

Hope in G&d; 1 will praise him yet again, *
my saving présence and my God.



I1d  Salvasti nos, Domine (PM 103, Monday: Vigil, Nocturn I1) Ps 44:8,9

and we will praise your name for -ev- er.
Psalm 44 (43) Deus, auribus

1 For the Choirmaster. Of the sons of Korah.
A Maskil.

2 We héard with our own éars, O God; *
our forebears have declared to Us
the things you did in their days, *
you yoursélf, in days long agé.

3 With your own hand you drdve out the nations, *
but thém you planted,;
you bréught affliction on the péoples; *
but thém you set frée.

4 No sword of their dwn won the land; *
no arm of their 6wn brought them victory.
It was yéur right hand and your arm, *
and the light of your face, for you léved them.

5  Youare my king, O God; *
you command the victories for Jacob.
6  Through yéu we béat down our foes; *
in your ndme we trampled our aggréssors.

7 Foritwas not in my béw that I trasted, *
nor yét was | saved by my sword:

8  itwas you who saved us from our foes; *
those who héte us, you put to shame.

9  All day Iéng our boast was in Géd, *
and we will préise your name foréver.

10 Yet néw you have rejécted us, disgraced us; *
you no longer go forth with our armies.

11 You méke us retréat from the foe; *
those who hate us plunder us at will.
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You maéke us like shéep for the slaughter, *
and scatter us among the nétions.

You séll your own péople for nothing, *
and méke no profit by the séle.

You maéke us the taunt of our néighbors, *
the mdckery and scérn of those aréund us.
Among the nations you make us a byword; *
among the péoples they shake their héads.

All day I6ng my disgrace is before me; *
my face is covered with shAme

at the vaice of the taunter, the scoffer, *
at the sight of the fée and avénger.

This beféll us though wé had not forgétten you; *
wé were not false to your covenant.

We had n6t withdrdwn our héarts; *
our féet had not strayed from your path.

Yet you have crashed us in a haunt of jackals, *
and covered us with the shadow of death.

Had we forgdtten the name of our Géd, *

or strétched out our hands to a strange gad,
would not God have found this éut, *

hé who knows the sécrets of the héart?
It is for you we are slain all day long, *

and are counted as shéep for the slughter.

Awake, O Lorb! Why do you sléep? *
Arise! Do not rejéct us foréver.

Why do you hide your face, *
and forgét our oppréssion and misery?

For our soul is brought 16w to the dast; *
our bddy lies préstrate on the éarth.

Stand up and come to our hélp! *
Redéem us with your mérciful 16ve!



VIl ¢ Unxit te Deus (PM 105, Monday: Vigil, Nocturn I1) Ps 45:8

h T T
e e e
\\_V v T

J

God, your God, * has a-nointed you  with the oil of gladness
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a-bove oth-er kings.

VI  Confitebuntur tibi (PM 105, Monday: Vigil, Nocturn 1l) Ps 45:18

C,;k>

e ,0%0 41

The peo-ples will * praise you, O God, fromage to  age.

VIf  Eructavit cor meum (PM 103, Monday in Lent: Vigil, Nocturn I1) Ps 45:2

)
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My heart * ov-er-flows with no- ble words. Do not repeat in psalm.

Psalm 45 (44) Eructavit cor meum

1 For the Choirmaster. Intoned like “The Lilies.”
Of the sons of Korah. A Maskil. A Love Song.

2 My héart overflows with néble words. t
To the king | addréss the song | have méade, *
my tongue as nimble as the pén of a scribe.

3 You are the most handsome of the sons of mén, *
and graciousness is poured out upon your lips,
for God has bléssed you forévermore.

4 Gird your sword upon your thigh, O mighty one, *
with your spléndor and your majesty.
5 In your méjesty ride on tritmphant 1
in the cause of trath, méekness, and jastice. *
May your right hand shéw your wondrous deeds.

6  Your arrows are sharp—péoples fall benéath you— *
in the héart of the foes of the king.
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Your thréne, O Gad, shall endare foréver. *
A scépter of justice is the scépter of your kingdom.
Your Ive is for justice; your hatred for évil.

Thérefore Gad, your GAd, has andinted you *
with the 6il of gladness above other kings:

your rdbes are fragrant with aloes, myrrh, and céssia. *
From the ivory pélace you are gladdened with music.

The daughters of kings are those whom you favor. *
On your right stands the quéen in géld of Ophir.

Listen, O daughter; pay héed and give éar: *
forgét your own péople and your father’s house.
Sé will the king desire your beauty. *
Hé is your 16rd, pay hdmage to him.

And the daughter of Tyre shall come with gifts; *
the richest of the péople shall séek your favor.

The daughter of the king is cléthed with spléndor; *
her rébes are thréaded with gold.

In fine cléthing shé is léd to the king; *

behind her are her maiden companions, brought to you.
Théy are escorted amid gladness and joy; *

they pass within the palace of the king.

Sons will be yours to succéed your fathers; *
you will make them rulers over all the éarth.

I will make your name foréver remémbered. *
Thus the péoples will praise you from &ge to age.



E Adiutor in tribulationibus (PM 118, Tuesday: Vigil, Nocturn I) Ps 46:2
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An ev-er- * pres- ent help in time of dis-tress.

VIl g Sanctificavit (PM 119, Tuesday: Vigil, Nocturn I) Ps 46:5
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The ho- ly* place, the dwell-ing of the Most High.

Psalm 46 (45) Deus noster refugium

1 For the Choirmaster. Of the sons of Korah.
Intoned like *“The Maidens.”” A Song.

2  God is for us a réfuge and stréngth, *
an ever-present hélp in time of distréss:
3 so we shall not féar though the éarth should rock, *
though the méuntains quéke to the héart of the séa;
4 éven though its waters rage and féam, *
éven though the moéuntains be shaken by its tamult.

The LORrD of hosts is with us: *
the God of Jacob is our stronghold.

5  The waters of a river give joy to God’s city, *
the holy place, the dwélling of the Most High.

6  Gad is within, it cannot be shaken; *
Gad will hélp it at the dawning of the day.

7 Nations are in tumult, kingdoms are shaken: *
he lifts his voice, the éarth melts away.

8  The LorD of hosts is with us: *
the God of Jacob is our stronghold.

9 Come and behold the works of the LORD, *

the awesome déeds he has done on the éarth.
10 He puts an end to wars over all the éarth; *

the bow he bréaks, the spear he snéaps, the shields he burns with fire:
11  “Be still and knéw that | am Géd, *

exalted over nations, exalted over éarth!”

12 The L6RD of hosts is with us: *
the God of Jacob is our stronghold.



VIl a Jubilate Deo (PM 120, Tuesday: Vigil, Nocturn 1) Ps 47:2
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Cry to God * with shouts of joy!

Psalm 47 (46) Omnes gentes, plaudite

1

2

10

For the Choirmaster. Of the sons of Korah. A Psalm.

All péoples, clap your hands. *
Cry to God with shouts of joy!

For the LorD, the Most High, is awesome, *
the great king over all the éarth.

He himbles péoples under us *
and nations under our féet.
Our héritage he chose for us, *
the pride of Jacob whom he l6ves.

God goes Up with shouts of joy. *

The LORD goes Up with trimpet blast.
Sing praise for God; sing praise! *

Sing praise to our king; sing praise!

God is king of all the éarth. *
Sing praise with all your skill.

Gad reigns dver the nations. *
God sits upon his holy throne.

The princes of the péoples are assémbled *
with the péople of the God of Abraham.

The rulers of the éarth belong to God, *
who is gréatly exalted.



la Magnus Dominus (PM 121, Tuesday: Vigil, Nocturn 1) Ps 48:2

o)
Y

§ . . . B — Y =i

Great isthe Lord * and high-ly  to be praised. Do not repeat in psalm.

Psalm 48 (47) Magnus Dominus
1 A Song. A Psalm. Of the sons of Korah.

2  Greatis the LorDp and highly to be praised *
in the city of our God.

3 His holy méuntain rises in béauty, *
the joy of all the éarth.

Mount Sion, in the héart of the Nérth, *
the city of the Mighty King!
4 GOod, in the midst of its citadels, *
has shéwn himsélf its stronghold.

5  Behold! the kings assémbled; *
togéther they advanced.

6  They saw; at dnce they marveled; *
dismayed, they fled in féar.

7 Atrémbling séized them theére, *
anguish, like pangs in giving birth,
8  aswhen the east wind shatters *
the ships of Tarshish.

9 As we have héard, s6 we have seen *
in the city of our God,
in the city of the LOrD of hdsts, *
which God establishes foréver.

10  Your mérciful I6ve, O God, *
we ponder in your témple.

11 Your préise, O Gad, like your ndme, *
reaches the énds of the earth.

Your right hand is filled with saving justice. *
12 Mount Sion rejéices.
The daughters of Judah rejoice *
at the sight of your judgments.

13 Walk through Sion, walk all aréund her; *
count the nimber of her téwers.



14 Consider all her ramparts; *
examine her castles,

That you may téll the néxt generation *
15 that such is our God,
our God foréver and always. *
He will guide us foréver.
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Auribus percipite (PM 122, Tuesday: Vigil, Nocturn 1) Ps 49:2

0 =
%o—,—o’—“ +.—’== oo? 2,

Give ear, * all who dwell inthe world.

Psalm 49 (48) Audite haec, omnes
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For the Choirmaster. Of the sons of Korah. A Psalm.

Héar this, all you péoples, *

give éar, all who dwéll in the world,
péople both high and Iow, *

rich and poor alike!

My mouth will Gtter wisdom. *

The refléctions of my héart offer insight.
I will incline my éar to a mystery; *

with the harp 1 will sét forth my problem.

Why should | féar in evil days *

the malice of the fées who surréund me,
those who trast in their wéalth, *

and boast of the vastness of their riches?

N6 man can rdnsom a brother, *
nor pay a price to Gad for his life.

How high is the price of his soul! *
The ransom can néver be enough!

NO one can buay life unénding, *
nor avoid coming to the grave.

Anyone sées that the wise will die; T
the foolish will pérish with the sénseless, *
and léave their wealth to others.

Their graves are their hdmes foréver, 1
their dwélling place from é&ge to age, *
though lands were called by their names.

In his riches, man does not endre; *
hé is like the béasts that are destroyed.

This is the way of the féolish, *

the outcome of those pléased with their 10t:
like sheep they are driven to the grave, t
where déath shall become their shépherd, *
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and the upright shall have dominion.

Their outward show wastes away with the moérning, *
and the grave becomes their home.

But God will ransom my séul from the grasp of héll; *
for hé indéed will recéive me.

Then do not féar when a man grows rich, *
when the glory of his house incréases.

He takes nothing with him when he dies; *
his glory does not follow him beldw.

Though he flattered himsélf while he lived, *
“People will praise me for all my succéss,”
yet he will go to join his férebears, *
and will néver see the light anymaore.

In his riches, man cannot discérn; *
hé is like the béasts that are destroyed.



VIl g Deus deorum (PM 123, Tuesday: Vigil, Nocturn I) Ps 50:1
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The God of gods, the Lord, * has spo- ken. Do not repeat in psalm.

E Immola Deo (PM 124, Tuesday: Vigil, Nocturn I) Ps 50:14
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Give your praise * as a sa-cri- fice to God.

Psalm 50 (49) Deus deorum
1 A Psalm of Asaph.

The GA&d of gdds, the LORD,
has spdken and simmoned the éarth, *
from the rising of the sun to its sétting.
2  Out of Sion, the perféction of béauty, *
GAd is shining férth.

3 Our God comes, and does not keep silence. *
Before him fire devours;
around him témpest rages.

4 He calls on the héavens abdve, *
and on the éarth, to judge his péople.

5  “Gather my hély ones to mé, *

who made covenant with mé by sacrifice.”
6  The héavens proclaim his justice, *

for hé, God, is the judge.

7 “Listen, my péople, I will spéak; t
Israel, I will téstify against you, *
for I am Gaod, your God.

8 I do n6t rebuke you for your sacrifices; *
your 6fferings are always before me.
9 I do not take more ballocks from your farms, *

nor goats from among your hérds.

10  For I 6wn all the béasts of the forest, *
béasts in their thdusands on my hills.

11 1 kndw all the birds on the mountains; *
all that moves in the field belongs to mé.
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Were | hdngry, | would not téll you, *
for the world and its fallness is mine.
Do | éat the flésh of balls, *
or drink the bléod of gdats?

Give your préise as a sacrifice to God, *

and fulfill your vows to the Most High.
Then call on mé in the day of distréss. *

I will deliver you and yo6u shall hénor me.”

But God will say to the wicked, *
“How can you recite my comméandments,
and take my cdvenant on your lips,

you who despise corréction, *
and cast my wards behind you,

Y6u who see a thief and befriend him, *
who throw in your 16t with adulterers,

who unbridle your mouth for évil, *
and ydke your tongue to decéit,

you who sit and malign your own bréther, *
and slander your own mother’s s6n?

You do this, and should I keep silence? t
Do you think that | am like you? *
| accuse you, lay the charge before you.

Mark this, you who are forgetful of God, *
lest | séize you and none can deliver you.
A sacrifice of praise gives me hénor, *
and to ne whose way is blameless,
I will show the salvation of Géd.”



VIf Miserere mei (AM-11 57, Monday: Lauds) Ps 51:3
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Have mer- cy on*me, O God. Do not repeat in psalm.

v Dele, Domine (AM-11 84, Tuesday: Lauds) Ps 51:3
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Blot out my * trans-gress-ions, O Lord.

VIla Amplius lava me (AM-I11 104, Wednesday: Lauds) Ps 51:4
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Wash me complete-ly, O Lord, * frommy  in-i-  qui-ty.

VIl g Tibi soli peccavi (AM-11 127, Thursday: Lauds) Ps 51:6,3
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A-gainst you a- lone * have 1 sinned, O Lord, have mer-cy on me.

la Spiritu principali (AM-I1 149, Friday: Lauds) Ps 51:12
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Re- new asteadfast spi- rit* with- in me, O God.

v Begnigne fac (AM-I11 170, Saturday: Lauds) Ps 51:20
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In your good plea-sure, * show fav-or, O Lord.




Psalm 51 (50) Miserere mei, Deus

1 For the Choirmaster. A Psalm of David
2  when the prophet Nathan came to him
after he had gone to Bathsheba.

3 Have mércy on mé, O God, *
according to your mérciful l6ve;
according to your gréat compassion, *
blot out my transgréssions.
4 Wésh me complétely from my iniquity, *
and cléanse me from my sin.

5 My transgressions, truly I know them; *
my sin is always before me.
6  Against you, you alone, have I sinned; *
what is évil in your sight | have déne.
So you are just in your séntence, *
without reprdach in your judgment.

7 Osée, inguilt I was bérn, *
a sinner when my mother concéived me.

8  Yes, you delight in sincérity of héart; *
in sécret you téach me wisdom.

9  Cleanse me with hyssop, and [ shall be pure; *
wash me, and I shall be whiter than snow.

10 Let me héar rejdicing and gladness, *

that the bones you have criushed may exult.
11  Tarn away your face from my sins, *

and blot out all my guilt.

12  Creéte a pure héart for me, O God; *
renew a stéadfast spirit within me.

13 Do not cast me away from your présence; *
take not your hély spirit from mé.

14 Restdre in me the joy of your salvation; *
sustain in me a willing spirit.

15 I will téach transgréssors your ways, *
that sinners may retarn to you.

16  Réscue me from bl6odshed, O God, t
Gaod of my salvation, *
and then my téngue shall ring 6ut your jastice.
17 O LO6RD, Open my lips *
and my mduth shall proclaim your préise.
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For in sécrifice you take no delight; *

burnt 6ffering from meé would not pléase you.
My sécrifice to GAd, a broken spirit: *

a broken and humbled héart,

O God, you will not spurn.

In your good pléasure, show favor to Sion; *
rebuild the walls of Jerusalem.
Thén you will delight in right sécrifice, t
burnt 6fferings wholly consimed. *
Thén you will be 6ffered young balls on your altar.



VIl g Confitebor tibi (PM 125, Tuesday: Vigil, Nocturn I) Ps 52:11
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I will thank * you, O Lord, for this is your do-

Psalm 52 (51) Quid gloriaris?

-
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For the Choirmaster. A Maskil of David
after Doeg the Edomite came and told Saul,
“David has gone to the house of Abimelech.”

Why do you boast of wickedness, *
you champion of évil?

Planning rain all day long, T

your tongue is like a sharpened razor, *
you who préctice decéit!

You love évil mére than good, *
falsehood more than trath.

You love évery destrictive word, *
O téngue of decéit.

Then God will bréak you déwn foréver, *
and he will take you away.

He will snatch you from your tént, and uproot you *
from the 1and of the living.

The jast shall sée and féar. *
They shall laugh and say,

“So this is the champion who refused *
to take God as a stronghold,

but trasted in the gréatness of wealth *
and grew powerful by wickedness.”

But I am like a growing olive tree
in the héuse of Gdd. *
| trast in the mércy of GAd,
foréver and éver.

I will thank you forévermore, *
for this is your dding.

I will hépe in your name, for it is géod, *
in the présence of your faithful.

ing.




VIl g Avertit Dominus (PM 127, Tuesday in Lent: Vigil, Nocturn II) Ps 53:7
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The Lord brings a- bout * the re- turn of his peo-ple.
Psalm 53 (52) Dixit insipiens

1 For the Choirmaster. Intoned like Mahalat.
A Maskil of David.

2  The féol has said in his héart,
“There is no God.” *
Their déeds are corrupt, depraved,
no one does any good.

3 God looks down from heaven
on the himan race, *
to see if any are wise,
if any seek God.

4 All have léft the right path,
depraved, every one; *
there is n6 one who dées any géod,
no, not even oOne.

5 Do néne who do évil understand? *
They éat up my péople as if éating bréad;
they néver call 6ut to God.

6  There they shall trémble with féar—
without cause for féar— *
for God scatters the bones of your besiegers.
They are shdmed; God rejécts them.

7 Who will bring israel salvation from Sion? *
When Géd brings about the retdrn of his péople,
then Jacob will be glad and Israel rejoice.



VIl g Deus adiuvat me (PM 128, Tuesday: Vigil, Nocturn I1) Ps 54:6
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I have God for my help.* The Lord sus-tains my  soul.
Psalm 54 (53) Deus, in nomine

1  For the Choirmaster. On stringed instruments.
A Maskil of David

2  after the Ziphites came to Saul and said,
“Is not David hiding among us?”

3 0O Gobd, save me by your name; *

by your power, deféend my cause.
4 0O God, héar my prayer; *

give éar to the words of my mouth.

5  For the proud have risen against me, t
and the ruthless séek my life. *
They have no regard for God.

6  See, | have God for my hélp. *
The LORD sustains my soul.
7 Let evil recoil on my foes. *
In your faithfulness, bring them to an énd.

8 I will sécrifice to you with willing héart, *
and praise your name, for it is géod:

9  for it has réscued me from all distréss, *
and my éyes have gazed upon my foes.



Va Intende in me (PM 129, Tuesday in Lent: Vigil, Nocturn 1) Ps 55:3
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At-tend tome™* andre-ply, O Lord.
Psalm 55 (54) Exaudi, Deus

1  For the Choirmaster. On stringed instruments.
A Maskil of David.

2  Give éar, O GA4d, to my prayer; *
do not hide from my pléading.
3  Atténd to mé and reply; *
with my cares, | cannot rest.

4 I trémble at the shouts of the foe, *
at the cries of the wicked,
for they pile up évil upon me; *
in anger they malign me.

5 My héart is stricken within me; *
death’s térror falls upon me.

6  Trémbling and féar come 6ver me, *
and horror overwhélms me.

7 | say, “O that | had wings like a dove, *
to fly away and be at rést!

8 I would indéed escépe far away, *
_and take réfuge in the désert.
9 I shall await him who saves me *

from the raging wind and témpest.”

10  Engulf and confuse their speech, O L6RD, *
for | see violence and strife in the city!

11 Night and day they patrdl its walls. *
In its midst are wickedness and évil.

12 Destrdction lies within it. *
Its stréets are néver free
from tyranny and decéit.

13 If an énemy made taunts against me,
[ could béar it. *
If my rival had risen against me,
I could hide from him.
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But it is you, as my équal, my friend, *
whom | knéw so wéll,

with whom 1 enjdyed friendly counsel! *
We waélked togéther in harmony
in the house of Gaod.

May déath fall suddenly upén them! t

Let them go down alive to the grave, *
for wickedness dwélls in their hdmes,
and déep in their héarts.

As for mé, 1 will cry to God, *
and the LOrDp will save me.
Evening, morning, and at néon, t
I will cry and lamént, *
and he will héar my vdice.

He will redéem my soul in péace
in the attack against me, *
for those who fight me are many.

God, who is enthroned foréver, *
will héar them and himble them.
For théy will not aménd their ways; *

they have no féar of God.

The tréitor has trned against his friends; *
he has broken his pact.

His spéech is softer than butter, *
but war is in his héart.

His words are smoother than 6il, *
but they are swords unshéathed.

Entrust your céres to the LORrD, T
and hé will suppért you. *

Hé will néver allow

the jast man to stumble.

But you will bring them déwn, O God, *
to the pit of déath:

the bléodthirsty and the liars

shall not live even half their days. *
But I, I will trast in you, O LORD.



I f In Deo speravi (PM 131, Tuesday: Vigil, Nocturn I1) Ps 56:5
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In God | trust; * | shall not fear. What can mere flesh do to me?

e

Psalm 56 (55) Miserere mei, Deus

1 For the Choirmaster. Intoned like “The Dove
of Distant Places.” A Miktam of David,
when the Philistines seized him in Gath.

2 Have mércy on mé, O God, T
for péople assail me; *
they fight me all day 16ng and oppréss me.
3 My foes asséil me all day long: *
many fight proudly against me.

4 Onthe day when [ shall féar, *
I will trast in yéu,
5 inGdd, whose word | praise. t
In G&d | trust; | shall not féar. *
What can mere flésh do to mé?

6  All day I6ng they distort my words; *
their évery thought agéinst me is évil.
7 They band togéther in &mbush; *
they watch my véry footsteps,
as they wait to take my life.

8  Repay them, O Gdd, for their crimes; *
in your anger, bring down the péoples.
9  You have kept an account of my wanderings; t
you have placed my téars in your flask; *
are they not recorded in your book?
10  Thén my foes will turn back *
on the day when 1 call to yéu.

This | kndw, that Géd is on my side. T
11 In Gbd, whose wérd | praise, *
in the LO6RD whose word | praise,
12 in GAd I trast; | shall not féar. *
What can man dé to me?

13 Iam bound by the véws | have méade you. *
O Gaod, | will éffer you praise,
14  for you have réscued my soul from déath; *



you képt my féet from stimbling,
that I may walk in the présence of Gad, *
in the light of the living.



VIl g Quoniam in te (AM-11 84, Tuesday: Lauds) Ps 57:1
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For in you* my soul has ta- kenre- fuge.

Psalm 57 (56) Miserere mei, Deus

1  For the Choirmaster. Intoned like “Do not destroy.”
A Miktam of David when he fled from Saul

into a cave.

2  Have mércy on me, God, have mércy, *
for in you my soéul has taken réfuge.
In the shadow of your wings | take réfuge, *
till the stérms of destriction pass by.

3 I céll to you, God the Most High, *
to God who provides for me.
4 May he sénd from héaven and save me, t
and put to shame thdse who assail me. *
May God sénd his loving mércy and faithfulness.

5 My séul lies down among lions, *
who would devéur the sons of mén.
Their téeth are spéars and arrows, *
their tongue a sharpened sword.
6  Beexalted, O Gdd, above the héavens; *
may your glory shine on éarth!

7 They laid down a nét for my stéps; t
my s6ul was bowed déwn. *
They dug a pit in my path,
but fell in it themsélves.

8 My héart is réady, O Gdd;
my heéart is réady. *
I will sing, I will sing your préise.
9  Awake, myséul! T
Awake, lyre and harp! *
I will awéke the dawn.

10 I will préise you, L6rD, among the peoples, *
among the nations sing psalms to you,

11  for your mércy réaches to the héavens, *
and your trath to the skies.

12 Be exélted, O God, above the héavens; *




may your glory shine on all the éarth!



E lusta iudicate (PM 132, Tuesday in Lent: Vigil, Nocturn 11) Ps 58:2
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Mete out fair judg-ment * to the sons of men.

:

Psalm 58 (57) Si vere utique

1  For the Choirmaster. Intoned like “Do not destroy.”
A Miktam of David.

2 Do you traly speak justice, you who hdld divine péwer? *
Do you méte out fair judgment to the sons of men?

3 No, in your héarts you devise iniquities; *
your hands deal out violence to the land.

4 The wicked go astray from the womb; *
déviant from birth, they speak lies.

5  Their vénom is like the vénom of the snéke; *
they are like a deaf viper stopping its éars,

+6 lést it should héar the snadke-charmer’s voice, *
the voice of the skillful déaler in spélls.

7 O God, break the téeth in their méuths; *
tear out the fangs of these lions, O LORD!
8 Let them vanish like water that rans away; *
let them wither like grass that is trodden underfoot.
9  Let them bé like the snail that dissélves into slime, *
like a woman’s miscarriage that néver sees the san.

10 Before they put forth thorns, like a bramble, *
let them be swépt away, gréen wood or dry!

11 The jast shall rejoice at the sight of véngeance; *
they shall bathe their féet in the bldod of the wicked.

12 People shall say: “Truly, there is reward for the Gpright. *
Truly there is a God who judges justly on éarth.”



I f Ab insurgentibus (PM 133, Tuesday: Vigil, Nocturn I1) Ps 59:2,4

Pro- tectme, O God, * from those who at- tack me,
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who lie inwait for my life.

Psalm 59 (58) Eripe me de inimicis

1 For the Choirmaster. Intoned like “Do not destroy.”
A Miktam of David when Saul sent men
to keep watch on his house and kill him.

2  Réscue me from my fées, O Gaod; *
protéct me from those who attack me.

3 O réscue me from those who do évil, *
and save me from bldodthirsty mén.

4 See, they lie in wait for my life; *
the strong band togéther against me.
For no offénse, no sin of mine, O LORD, T
5  for no guilt of mine they rash to take their stand. *

Awake! Come to méet me, and sée!

6  LorD God of hdsts, you are Israel’s God. t
Rouse yourself and panish the nations; *
show no mércy to évil traitors.
7  Each évening théy come back; *
howling like ddgs, they réam about the city.

8  Sée how their mouths utter insults; t
their lips are like sharpened swords. *
“For who,” they say, “will héar us?”
9  Butyou, Lorp, will laugh them to scérn. *
You make a mdckery of all the nations.

10 O my Stréngth, for yéu will | wétch, t
for you, O God, are my stronghold, *
11 the God who shdéws me mérciful Iove.

Now God will procéed befére me; *
Gaod will let me 160k upon my fodes.
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Do not Kill them lest my péople forgét; *
rout them by your power, lay them low.

It is you, LorD Gd&d, who are our shield. *

For the sins of their mouths and the words of their lips,
Iét them be caught in their pride; *

for the curses and lies that they spéak.

Destrdy them in your &nger. Destrdy them *
till they are no more.

Let them know that God is the ruler *
over Jacob and the énds of the earth.

Each évening théy come back; *

they howl like dégs and réam about the city.
They prowl in séarch of féod; *

they growl till they have their fill.

As for mé, 1 will sing of your stréngth, *
and acclaim your mércy in the mérning,
for you have béen my stronghold, *
a réfuge in the day of my distress.

O my Stréngth, to you | will sing praise, t
for you, O Gaéd, are my stronghold, *
the God who shows me mérciful l16ve.



I1d Da nobis, Domine (PM 145, Wednesday: Vigil, Nocturn 1) Ps 60:13
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Give us, O Lord, * help a- gainstthe  foe.

Psalm 60 (59) Deus, repulisti nos

1  For the Choirmaster. Intoned like “The Lily of Testimony.”
A Miktam of David for instruction when he went out
against the Aram-Haharaim and Aram-Sobah,
and when Joab returned to Edom and defeated
twelve thousand in the Valley of Salt.

3 0O God, you have rejécted us, and bréken us. *
You have been angry; come back to Us.

4 You have made the earth quake, torn it 6pen. *
Repair what is shattered, for it sways.

5  You have inflicted hardships on your péople, *
made us drink a wine that dazed us.

6  For those who féar you, you gave the signal *
to flée from the face of the bow.

7 With your right hand, grant salvation, and give answer, *
that those whom you I6ve may be frée.

8  From his hély place Gdd has spdken: *
“I will exult, and divide the land of Shéchem;
I will méasure out the valley of Succoth.

9  Mineis Gilead, mine is Manasseh; *
Ephraim | tAke for my hélmet,
Judah is my scépter.

10 Moab is my washbowl; t
on Edom I will cast my shoe. *
Over Philistia I will shéut in triumph.”

11 But who will Iéad me to the fortified city? *
Who will bring me to Edom?

12 Have yo6u, O God, rejécted us? *
Will you mérch with our armies no longer?

13  Give us hélp against the foe, *
for the hélp of mén is vain.
14  With God, wé shall do bravely, *



and hé will trample down our fées.



v Dum anxiaretur (PM 146, Wednesday: Vigil, Nocturn 1) Ps 61:3
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My heart is faint. * Set me high up-onthe rock.

VIl g Dedisti hereditatem (PM 146, Wednesday: Vigil, Nocturn I) Ps 61:6
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You have giv- en me * the her- i- tage
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of those who fear your name, O Lord.

Psalm 61 (60) Exaudi, Deus

1 For the Choirmaster. With stringed instruments.
Of David.

2  Listen, O Gé4d, to my cry! *
Atténd to my prayer!

3 From the énd of the éarth I call you; *
my héart is faint.

Sét me high upon the rock
too high for me to réach, *
4 you, my réfuge and mighty tower
against the foe.

5  Then will I dwéll in your tént foréver, *
and hide in the shélter of your wings.

6  Forydu, O God, have héard my vows; *
you have given me the héritage of those
who féar your ndme.

7  Day upon day you will &dd to the king; *
his yéars as age upon age.

8  May he éver sit enthroned before God: *
bid mércy and truth be his protéction.

9  So I will sing to your name foréver, *
and day after day fulfill my vows.



I11'g  Nonne Deo subditaerit (PM 147, Wednesday: Vigil, Nocturn I) Ps 62:2
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Does not my soul * a- lone rest in God?
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Psalm 62 (61) Nonne Deo

1 For the Choirmaster. Intoned like Jeduthun.
A Psalm of David.

2 In God al6ne is my séul at rést; *
my salvation comes from him.

3 He alone is my réck, my salvétion, *
my fortress; néver shall | falter.

4 How léng will you all attack one man
to bréak him down, *
as though he were a tottering wall,
or a tmbling fénce?

5  Their pl&n is énly to bring down; *
they take pléasure in lies.
With their mouth they utter bléssing, *
but in their héart they curse.

6 In God al6ne be at rést, my séul, *
for my hépe is from him.

7 Healdne is my réck, my salvation, *
my fortress; néver shall | félter.

8 In God is my salvétion and gléry,
my rock of stréngth; *
in God is my réfuge.
9  Trast him at all times, O péople. *
Péur out your héarts before him,
for God is our réfuge.

10 The sons of mén are a bréath, *
an illusion, the sdns of mén.
Placed in the scales, they rise; *
they all weigh Iéss than a bréath.

11 Do not put your trast in oppréssion, *
nor vain hopes on plander.
Even if riches incréase, *
set not your héart on thém.



12 For God has said 6nly one thing; t
only two have | héard: *
that to God aldne belongs power,
13 and to you, LorDp, mérciful l16ve; *
and that you repay each man
according to his déeds.



VIl a Omnes sitientes (PM 72, Sunday: Lauds) Ps 63:2,3
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At dawn | seek you, O God, *that | may come be- fore

VIIl g Labia mea (PM 73, Sunday: Lauds) Ps 63:4,5
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My lips will speak your praise * all my life, my God.
Psalm 63 (62) Deus, Deus meus
1 A Psalm of David when he was in the desert of Judah.

2 0 God, you are my God; at dawn | séek you; *
for you my soul is thirsting.
For you my flésh is pining, *
like a dry, weary land without water.
3 | have céme before you in the sanctuary, *
to behold your stréngth and your glory.

4 Your loving mércy is bétter than life; *
my lips will spéak your praise.

5 I will bléss you all my life; *
in your ndme | will lift up my héands.

6 My soul shall be filled as with a banquet; *
with joyful lips, my méuth shall préise you.

7 When | remémber you up6n my béd, *

I muse on you through the watches of the night.
8  For ybu have béen my stréngth; *

in the shadow of your wings I rejoice.
9 My sdul clings fast to you; *

your right hand uphdlds me.

10 Those who séek to destrdy my life *

shall go déwn to the dépths of the éarth.
11  Put to the power of the sword, *

they shall be 1éft as préy for the jackals.

12 But the king shall rejéice in God; T
all that swéar by him shall exult, *
for the mouth of liars shall be silenced.




I1d  Atimore inimici (AM-I11 105, Wednesday: Lauds) Ps 64:2
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Guard my life, O Lord, * from dread of the foe.
Psalm 64 (63) Exaudi, Deus
1 For the Choirmaster. A Psalm of David.

2  Hear, O GAd, the voice of my complaint; *
guard my life from dréad of the fée.

3  From the assémbly of the wicked, hide me, *
from the throng of thdse who do évil.

4 They shérpen their tongues like swords. *
They aim bitter words like arrows,

5  toshdot at the innocent from d&mbush, *
shooting suddenly and feéarlessly.

6  Holding firm in their évil course, *
they conspire to lay sécret snéres.

They say, “Who will sée us? *
7 Who can séarch out our crimes?”

They have héatched their wicked plots, t
and bréught them to perféction. *
How proféund the dépths of the héart!

8 God will shéot them with his arrow, *
and déal them sudden wounds.

9  Their wn tongue brings them to rdin; *
all who sée them shake their héads.

10  Thén will all be afraid; T
they will tell what God has done. *
Théy will ponder God’s déeds.
11  The jast one will rejoice in the LORD; T
and fly to him for réfuge. *
All Gpright hearts will glory.



VIl ¢ Te decet hymnus (AM-11 106, Wednesday: Lauds) Ps 65:2
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Praise is due *to you in Si- on, O God. Do not repeat in psalm.
Psalm 65 (64) Te decet hymnus
1 For the Choirmaster. A Psalm of David. A Song.

2  Préaise is due to you
in Sion, O GAd. *
To you we pay our vows in Jerusalem,
3 you who héar our prayer.

To you all flésh will come. T
4 Our evil déeds are too héavy for Us, *
but our transgréssions you wipe away.

5  Blessed is hé whom you chdose and call
to dwéll in your courts. *
We are filled with the géod things of your héuse,
of your hély témple.

6  With wondrous deliverance you answer us,
O GAd our savior. *
You are the hope of all the éarth,
and of far distant isles.

7 You establish the mountains with your stréngth; *
you are girded with power.
8  You still the réaring of the séas, t
the roaring of their waves, *
and the tumult of the péoples.

9  Distant péoples stdnd in dwe
at your wondrous déeds. *
The lands of sunrise and sunset
you fill with your joy.

10  You visit the éarth, give it water; t
you fill it with riches. *
God’s éver-flowing river brims over
to prepare the grain.

And thas you provide for the éarth: t
11  you drénch its farrows; *
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you lével it, soften it with showers;
you bléss its growth.

You crown the yéar with your bounty. t
Abundance fléws in your pathways; *
in pastures of the désert it flows.

The hills are girded with joy, *
the méadows clothed with flocks.
The vélleys are décked with wheat. *
They shout for joy; yes, they sing!



VIf Benedicite, gentes (PM 147, Wednesday: Vigil, Nocturn I) Ps 66:8
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O  peo-ples, * bless our God.

g Audite, omnes (PM 149, Wednesday: Vigil, Nocturn I) Ps 66:16
A | |
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Come and hear, * all who fear God;

N>
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004 ,0%0
I will tell you what he did for my soul.
Psalm 66 (65) Jubilate Deo
1  For the Choirmaster. A Song. A Psalm.
Cry out with joy to God, all the éarth; *
2 O sing to the gléry of his ndme.
O rénder him glorious praise. *
3 Say to God, “How awesome your déeds!

Becdause of the gréatness of your stréngth, *
your énemies fawn updn you.
4 Before you all the éarth shall bow déwn, *
shall sing to you, sing to your name!”

5  Come and sée the works of God: *

awesome his déeds among the children of mén.
6  Hetdrned the séa into dry land; *

they passed through the river on féot.

Let our joy, then, bé in him; *
7 he rules foréver by his might.
His éyes keep wétch on the nations: *
let rébels not exalt themseélves.

8 O peoples, bléss our God; *
let the véice of his praise reséund,

9  of the God who gave life to our séuls *
and képt our feet from stumbling.
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For yéu, O Géd, have tésted us, *

you have tried us as silver is tried;
you léd us, God, into the snare; *

you laid a heavy barden on our backs.

You lét men ride over our héads; t
we weént through fire and through waéter, *
but then you bréught us to a place of plénty.

Burnt 6ffering | bring to your house; *
to you | will pay my vows,

the vows which my lips have dttered, *
which my méuth decléared in my distréss.

I will 6ffer you burnt 6fferings of fatlings 1
with the smoke of sécrificial rams. *
I will 6ffer ballocks and goats.

Come and héar, all who fear God; *

I will téll what he did for my séul.
To him I cried aléud, *

with exaltation réady on my téngue.

Had I considered evil in my héart, *
the LOrRD would nét have listened.

But truly God has listened; *
he has héeded the voice of my prayer.

Blest be God, who did not reject my prayer, *
nor withhold from me his mérciful 16ve.



VIl g Deus misereatur nostri (PM 66, Sunday: Lauds) Ps 67:2
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O God, * be gra-cious and bless us. Do not repeat in psalm.

E Illumina, Domine (PM 66, Sunday: Lauds) Ps 67:2
H
i | | | |
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O Lord, * let your face shed its lightup- on us.
Psalm 67 (66) Deus misereatur

1 For the Choirmaster. With string instruments.
A Psalm. A Song.

2 0O GOod, be gracious and bléss us *
and let your féce shed its light upon us.
3 So will your ways be known upon éarth *
and all nations léarn your salvation.

4  Letthe péoples praise you, O God; *
let all the péoples praise you.

5  Let the nations be glad and shout for joy, *
with Gprightness you rule the péoples;
you guide the nations on éarth.

6  Letthe péoples praise you, O Gdd; *
let all the péoples praise you.

7 The éarth has yielded its fruit *
for God, our God, has bléssed us.
8  May God still give us his bléssing *
that all the énds of the éarth may revére him.



VIla Exsurgat Deus (PM 150, Wednesday: Vigil, Nocturn I) Ps 68:2
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Let God a- rise; * let his foes be scat-tered. Do not repeat in psalm.

Dd Inecclesiis (PM 150, Wednesday: Vigil, Nocturn 1) Ps 68:27
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In the sa- cred as-sembly, * bless God.

Psalm 68 (67) Exurgat Deus
1 For the Choirmaster. Of David. A Psalm. A Song.

2  Let GAd arise; let his foes be scéttered. *
Let those who hate him flée from his présence.

3 Assmoke is driven away, so drive them away; *
like wax that mélts before the fire,
so the wicked shall pérish at the présence of God.

4 But the just shall rejdice at the présence of Géd; *
they shall exult with glad rejéicing.
5  Osing to God; make music to his ndme. 1
Extol the One who rides on the cléuds. *
The LORD is his name; exult at his présence.

6  Father of érphans, defénder of widows: *
such is G&d in his holy place.
7 God gives the désolate a home to dwéll in; T
he leads the prisoners forth into prospérity, *
but rébels must dwéll in a parched land.

8 O Gobd, when you went forth before your péople, *
when you marched oOut across the désert,
9  the earth trémbled, heavens poured down réin: t
at the face of God, the God of Sinai, *
at the face of God, the God of israel.

10  You poéured down, O GA4d, a génerous rain; *

when your péople languished, you restdred their inhéritance.
11 It was thére that your flock began to dwéll. *

In your goodness, O God, you provided for the poor.

12 The LorD anndunces the command; *
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a mighty throng bears good tidings:
“The kings and armies are in héadlong flight, *
while you were at rést améng the shéepfolds.”

At home the women alréady share the spdil. T

They are covered with silver as the wings of a dove, *
its féathers brilliant with shining gold.

When the Almighty scatters kings on the méuntain, *
it is like snow whitening Mount Zalmon.

You, mountain of Bashan, are a mighty mountain; *
a many-peaked mountain, the mountain of Bashan.

Why 160k with énvy, you méany-peaked méuntain, T

at the mountain where God has desired to dwell? *
It is thére that the LoOrD shall dwéll foréver.

The chariots of GAd are théusands upon théusands. *
The LORrD has come from Sinai to the holy place.
You have ascénded on high; leading captivity céptive t
as tribute recéiving prisoners, O God, *
so that éven rébels may dwell near the LOrD God.

Day after day, may the LORD be blést. *

He béars our burdens; God is our savior.
This God of 6urs is a God who sves. *

The LORD our LORD provides an escape from déath.
And God will smite the héad of his fées, *

the hairy créwn of him who walks about in his guilt.

The LoRD said, “I will bring them back from Béashan; *
I will bring them béck from the dépth of the séa.
Thén you will bathe your féet in their bléod, *
and the tdngues of your dogs take their share of the fée.”

They sée your sélemn procéssion, O Gaod, *
the procéssion of my Gaéd, of my king, to the holy place:

the singers in the forefront, the musicians coming last; *
betwéen them, maidens séunding their timbrels.

“In the sacred asséembly, bléss God, the L6RrD, *

O y6u who are frém the féuntain of israel.”
There is Bénjamin, léast of the tribes, at the héad; 1
Judah’s princes, a mighty throng; *

Zébulun’s princes, Naphtali’s princes.

Summon férth your might, O God; *
your might, O God, which you have shéwn for Us.
From your témple high in Jerusalem, *
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kings will cdme to you bringing their tribute.

Rebulke the wild béast that dwélls in the réeds, t

the bands of the mighty and rulers of the péoples. *
Scatter the péoples who delight in war.

Rich mérchants will make their way from Egypt; *
Ethiopia will strétch out her hands to God.

You kingdoms of the éarth, sing to GAd, praise the LORD *
who rides on the héavens, the ancient héavens.

Behold, he thanders his véice, his mighty voice. *
Come, acknowledge the power of God.

His glory is on israel; his might is in the skies. *
Awesome is God in his holy pléace.

Hé is Gad, the God of israel. *
He himsélf gives stréngth and péwer to his péople.
Blést bé Gad!



VIl ¢ Salvum me fac (PM 154, Wednesday: Vigil, Nocturn II) Ps 69:2
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Saveme, O God, * forthewa- tershaveris-ento my neck. Do not repeatin psalm.

VIl g Quaerite Dominum (PM 154, Wednesday in Lent: Vigil, Nocturn I1) Ps 69:33

)
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D)
God-seek- ing hearts * will  re- vive.

Psalm 69 (68) Salvum me fac

1 For the Choirmaster. Intoned like ““Lilies.”
Of David.

2  Save me, O GAd, for the waters *
have risen to my néck.
3 I have sunk into the mud of the déep, *
where there is no foothold.
I have éntered the waters of the déep, *
where the fl6od overwhélms me.

4 | am wéaried with crying aléud; T
my throat is parched. *
My éyes are wéasted away
with waiting for my Gaod.

5  More numerous than the hairs on my héad *
are those who hate me without cause.
Many are those who attack me,
énemies with lies. *
What | have néver stolen,
how can | restore?

6 O God, you kndw my folly; *
from you my sins are not hidden.
7 May those who hope in you not be shamed *
because of mé, O LORD of hosts;
may those who séek you not be put to shame *
because of mé, O God of Israel.

8 It is for you that I saffer taunts, *
that shame has cdvered my face.
9  Tomyown kin I have become an oOutcast, *
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a stranger to the children of my mother.
Zeal for your héuse consumes me, *
and taunts against you fall on mé.

When my séul wept bitterly in fasting, *
they méade it a taunt against me.

When | made my cléthing sackcloth, *
I became a reprdach to thém,

the gossip of those at the gates, *
the théme of drunkards’ séngs.

But I pray to you, O L6rD, *
for a time of your favor.

In your great mércy, answer me, O Gaéd, *
with your salvation that néver fails.

Réscue me from sinking in the mad; *
from those who hate me, deliver me.
Save me from the waters of the déep, *

lest the waves overwhélm me.
Let n6t the déep engulf me, *
nor the pit close its mouth on me.

LoRD, answer, for your mércy is kind; *
in your gréat compassion, turn toward me.
Do not hide your face from your sérvant; *
answer me quickly, for I am in distréss.
Come cldse to my séul and redéem me; *
ransom me because of my fdes.

You know my taunts, my shame, my dishonor; *
my oppréssors are all before you.

Taunts have broken my héart; *
hére | am in anguish.

I looked for sélace, but thére was none; *
for consdlers—not 6ne could I find.

For food they gave me gall; *

in my thirst they gave me vinegar to drink.
Let their table be a snare to thém, *

and for their friends, a trap.
Let their éyes grow dim and blind; *

let their limbs continually trémble.

Pour 6ut your anger upon them; *

let your barning fary overtake them.
Lét their cAmp be left désolate; *

let n6 one dweéll in their ténts:
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for they pérsecute 6ne whom you strick; *
they incréase the pain of 6ne whom you wéunded.

Charge them with guilt upon guilt; *
let them have no shére in your justice.
Blot them 6ut from the bdok of the living; *
do not enroll them amdng the jast.
As for mé in my pdverty and pain, *
let your salvétion, O God, raise me Up.

Then | will praise God’s name with a séng; *
I will glérify him with thanksgiving:

a gift pleasing G6d more than éxen, *
more than a bull with horns and héofs.

The poor when they sée it will be glad, *
and Gaéd-seeking héarts will revive;
for the LORD listens to the néedy, *
and does not spurn his 6wn in their chains.
Let the héavens and the éarth give him praise, *
the seas and éverything that moves in thém.

For Géd will bring salvétion to Sion,
and rebuild the cities of Judah, *
and théy shall dweéll there in possession.
The children of his sérvants shall inhérit it; *
those who ldve his name shall dwéll there.



I1d  Domine Deus (PM 157, Wednesday in Lent: Vigil, Nocturn Il) Ps 70:2
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O God, *cometomy  as-sis- tance. Do not repeat in psalm.

Psalm 70 (69) Deus in adjutorium
1 For the Choirmaster. Of David. A Memorial.

2 0O God, come to my assistance; *
O LorDp, make haste to hélp me!
3 Lét there be shame and confusion *
on thése who séek my life.

O Iét them turn back in conflsion, *
who delight in my harm;
4 let them retréat, covered with shame, *
who jéer at me and mock.

5 O lét there be rejdicing and gladness
for all who séek you. *
Let them say forever, “God is gréat,”
who I6ve your saving hélp.

6  As for mé, wrétched and pdor,
hasten to mé, O Gad. *
Y6u are my rescuer, my hélp;
O LoRb, do not delay.



| Esto mihi, Domine (PM 158, Wednesday: Vigil, Nocturn

1) Ps 71:3
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Be my rock, O Lord, * my constant re- fuge.

VIl ¢ Deus meus (PM 158, Wednesday: Vigil, Nocturn Il) Ps 71:4
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My God, free me * fromthe hand of the wick-ed.
Psalm 71 (70) In te, Domine, speravi

1 Inydu, O LO6rD, | take réfuge; *
let me néver be put to shame.

2 In your jastice, réscue me, frée me; *
incline your éar to me and save me.

3 Be myrdck, my constant réfuge,
a mighty stronghold to sdve me, *
for you are my rock, my stronghold.
4 My God, free me from the hand of the wicked, *
from the grip of the unjust, of the oppréssor.

5 It is you, O LOrD, who are my hépe, *
my trust, O LORrD, from my youth.
6  Onyou | have Iéaned from my birth; T
from my mother’s womb, you have béen my hélp. *
At all times | give you praise.

7 My fate has filled many with awe, *
but you are my mighty réfuge.
8 My moéuth is filled with your praise, *
with your gléry, all the day I6ng.
9 Do not reject me néw that | am old; *
when my stréngth fails do not forsdke me.

10 For my énemies are spéaking about me; *
those who watch me take counsel togéther,

11 saying: “God has forsaken him; féllow him. *
Séize him; there is no one to save him.”

12 O Gdd, do not stay afar off; *
O my God, make héste to hélp me!

13 Let them be put to shame and destroyed, *
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thése who séek my life.
Let them be cévered with shdme and confusion, *
thése who séek to harm me.

But as for mé, | will always hope, *
and praise you mdre and more.

My mouth will téll of your justice, t

and all the day I6ng of your salvation, *
though I can néver téll it all.

I will cobme with préise of your might, O L6rD; T
I will call to mind your jastice, *
yoéurs, O LORD, aldne.
O God, you have tdught me from my youth, *
and | proclaim your wénders still.

Even till I am 6ld and gray-héaded, *
do not forsédke me, O God.

Let me téll of your mighty &rm *
to évery coming generation;

your stréngth and your justice, O God, *
réach to the highest héavens.

It is you who have wérked such wonders. *
O God, who is like you?

You have made me witness many troubles and évils, *
but you will give me back my life.

You will raise me from the dépths of the éarth; *
you will exalt me and conséle me again.

So I will give you thanks on the lyre *
for your faithfulness, O my God.

To yéu will | sing with the harp, *
to y6u, the Holy One of israel.

When | sing to you, my lips shall shout for joy, *
and my soul, which y6u have redéemed.

And all the day l6ng my tongue *
shall téll the tale of your justice,

for they are put to shame and disgraced, *
thdse who séek to harm me.



VII c trLiberavit Dominus (PM 160, Wednesday: Vigil, Nocturn I1) Ps 72:12
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The Lord shall save the need- y * when they cry,
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the poor, and those who are help- less.

II*a Benedicentur in ipso (PM 161, Wednesday: Vigil, Nocturn Il) Ps 72:17
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D)
Eve-ry tribe * shall be blestin him, all na-tions call him bless-ed.

Psalm 72 (71) Deus, judicium
1 Of Solomon.

O God, give your judgment to the king, *
to a king’s son your justice,
2  that he may judge your péople in jastice, *
and your pdor in right judgment.

3 May the mduntains bring forth péace for the péople, *
and the hills justice.

4  May he defénd the po6or of the péople, *
and save the children of the néedy,
and crush the oppréssor.

5  He shall endure like the sun and the méon *
through all generations.

6  He shall descénd like rain on the méadow, *
like showers that water the éarth.

7 Inhis days shall jastice flourish, *
and great péace till the moéon is no more.

8 He shall rule from séa to séa, *
from the River to the béunds of the éarth.
9 Let the désert dwellers fall befére him, *
and his énemies lick the dist.

10 The kings of Téarshish and the islands
shall pay him tribute. *



The kings of Shéba and Séba
shall bring him gifts.

11 Before him all kings shall fall préstrate, *
all nations shall sérve him.

12 For he shall save the néedy when they cry, *
the poor, and those who are hélpless.

13 He will have pity on the wéak and the néedy, *
and save the lives of the néedy.

14 From oppréssion and violence he redéems their séuls; *
to him their bl6od is déar.

15 Long may he live! t
May the gdld of Shéba be given him. *
They shall pray for him without céasing,
and bléss him all the day.

16 May grain be abundant in the land, *
waving to the péaks of the mountains.
May its frait rustle like Lébanon; *
may the péople flourish in the cities
like grass on the éarth.

17  May his name endure foréver, *
his ndme continue like the sun.

Every tribe shall be blést in him, *

all nations shall call him bléssed.

[18] Blést be the LorDp, God of israel, *
who aléne works wonders,

[19] ever blést his glérious name. *
Let his glory fill the éarth.
Amén! Amén!

[20] Here end the Psalms of David, son of Jesse.



VIl g Quam bonus (PM 160, Wednesday in Lent: Vigil, Nocturn I1) Ps 73:1
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How good * is God to Is-ra- el. Do not repeat in psalm.

Psalm 73 (72) Quam bonus Israel Deus!
1 A Psalm of Asaph.

How géod is God to Israel, *
to thdse who are pure of héart!
2  Asfor mé, | came cldse to stumbling; *
my féet had almost slipped,
3  for I was filled with énvy of the préud, *
when | sdw how the wicked présper.

4 For thém there are no pains; *
their bodies are sound and sléek.

5  They do not share in péople’s bardens; *
they are not stricken like others.

6  So they wéar their pride like a nécklace; *
they clothe themsélves with violence.

7 With folds of fat, their éyes protrude. *
With imaginétion their héarts overflow.

8  They scoff; they spéak with mélice. *
From on high they thréaten oppréssion.

9  They have sét their méuths in the héavens, *
and their tongues are réaming the éarth.

10  So the péople turn to thém *

and drink in &ll their words.
11 They say, “How can God know? *

Does the Most High have any knéwledge?”
12 Look at them, such are the wicked; *

ever prosperous, they grow in wéalth.

13 How Useless to kéep my heart pare, *

and wash my hands in innocence,
14  when | was stricken all day long, *

suffered punishment with éach new morning.
15 Then I séid, “If I should spéak like that, *

I should betray your children’s generation.”

16 I strove to fathom this problem, *
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too hard for my mind to understand,
until 1 éntered the holy place of God, *
and came to discérn their énd.

How slippery the paths on which you sét them; *
you make them fall to destruction.

How suddenly they céme to their rdin, *
swept away, destroyed by térrors.

Like a dréam one wékes from, O LORD, *
when you wake you dismiss them as phantoms.

And s6 when my héart grew embittered, *
and | was pierced to the dépths of my béing,
| was stupid and did not understand; *
I was like a béast in your sight.

As for mé, | was always in your présence; *
you were hélding mé by my right hand.
By your céunsel yéu will guide me, *
and thén you will 1éad me to glory.

What élse have | in héaven but you? *
Apart from you, | want néthing on éarth.
My bédy and my héart waste away; *
Gad is the stréngth of my héart;
Gaod is my portion foréver.

Surely, those who are far from you pérish; *
you destrdy all thdse who are unfaithful.
To bé near God is my happiness; *
I hdve my hope in the LORD Gad.
I will proclaim your works *
at the gates of daughter Sion.



Va Memoresto (PM 174, Thursday: Vigil, Nocturn 1) Ps 74:2
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Re- mem-ber * your flock, O Lord,

éﬁ%ﬁ—d—ﬁmc-
J

which you claimed long  a- go.

VIl g Liberasti virgam (PM 174, Thursday: Vigil, Nocturn 1) Ps 74:2
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You re-deemed the tribe * to be your own pos- ses-sion.
Psalm 74 (73) Ut quid, repulisti in finem? (Ut quid, Deus)
1 A Maskil of Asaph.

Why, O God, have you cast us off foréver? *
Why does your &nger bl&ze at the shéep of your pasture?
2 Remémber your flock which you claimed long ago, *
the tribe you redéemed to be your 6wn posséssion,
this mountain of Sion where you méade your dwélling.

3 Turn your stéps to these places that are Utterly rdined! *
The énemy has laid waste the whole of the holy place.

4 Your foes have made uproar in the midst of your assémbly; *
they have sét up their émblems as tokens thére.

5  They have wielded their axes on high, *
as at the éntrance to a gréve of trées.

6  Théy have broken down all the cérvings; *
they have strdck togéther with hatchet and pickax.
7 O God, they have sét your holy place on fire; *
they have razed and profaned the abdde of your name.

8  They said in their héarts, “We will utterly crash them; *
we will barn every shrine of Géd in the 1and.”

9  We do not sée our émblems, nor is there a prophet; *
we have nd one to téll us how 16ng it will I&st.

10 How long, O Gad, is the énemy to scoff? *
Is the f6e to insult your name foréver?



11

12

13

14

15

16

17

18

19

20

21

22

23

Why, O Lorp, do you héld back your hand? *

Why do you kéep your right hand hidden in your cléak?

Yet God is my king from time past, *
who bestdéws salvation through all the 1and.
It was yéu who divided the séa by your might, *

who shéttered the héads of the ménsters in the séa.

It was you who crdshed Leviathan’s héads, *
and gave him as féod to the béasts of the désert.
It was yéu who épened up springs and torrents; *
it was you who dried up éver-flowing rivers.

Yours is the day and yours is the night; *
it was yéu who estéblished the light and the san.
It was you who fixed the béunds of the éarth, *
y6u who méade both simmer and winter.

Remémber this, O LORD: the énemy scoffed! *
A sénseless péople insulted your name!

Do not give the soéul of your dove to the béasts, *
nor forgét the life of your poor ones foréver.

Look to the covenant; each cave in the land *
is a place where violence makes its home.

Do not lét the oppréssed be put to shame; *
let the pdor and the néedy bléss your name.

Arise, O Géd, and defénd your cause! *

Remémber how the sénseless revile you all the day.

Do not forgét the cldmor of your foes, *
the uncéasing uproar of those who defy you.



VIl g Etinvocabimus (PM 176, Thursday: Vigil, Nocturn I) Ps 75:2
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Your name *is near, O Lord.

Psalm 75 (74) Confitebimur tibi, Deus, confitebimur

1  For the Choirmaster. Intoned like “Do not destroy.”
A Psalm of Asaph. A Song.

2 We give praise to you, O Gaod; t
we give praise, for your name is néar. *
We recéunt your wonderful déeds.

3 “When | estéblish the appdinted time, *
then I mysélf will judge with fairness.

4 Though the éarth and all who dwéll in it may réck, *
it is [ who set firm its pillars.

5  To the béastful I say, ‘Do not bodast’; *

to the wicked, ‘Do not flaunt your stréngth,
6  do not flaunt your stréngth on high. *

Do not spéak with insolent pride.””

7 For néither from the éast nor from the wést, *
nor from the désert comes hénor,

8  for God himsélf is the judge. *
One he himbles, andther he exalts.

9  For the LOrRD holds a ctp in his hand, *
full of wine, féaming and spiced.
He pours it; they dréin it to the drégs; *
all the wicked on the éarth must dréin it.

10  As for mé, I will rejoice foréver, *
and sing psalms to the God of Jacob.

11 | shall bréak the stréngth of the wicked, *
while the stréngth of the just will be exalted.



VIl g In Israel (AM-11 149, Friday: Lauds) Ps 76:2
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In Is- ra- el the name * of the Lord s great.

VIl ¢ Terratremuit (PM 453, Sunday of Easter: Vigil, Nocturn 11 [Ps 30]) Ps 76:9,10

)
#ﬁm_,_.wj
D o t
e

The earth in ter-ror * was  still,
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when you a- rose, O God, to judge, al- le- lu- ia.

Psalm 76 (75) Notus in Judaea Deus

1  For the Choirmaster. With String Instruments.
A Psalm of Asaph. A Song.

2  GAd is rendwned in Jadah; *
in israel his name is gréat.

3 His tént is sét in Salem, *
and his dweélling place in Sion.

4 It was thére he brdke the flaming arrows, *
the shield, the sword, the armor.

5  Respléndent are you, more majéstic *
than the éverlasting mountains.

6  The stouthéarted, despoiled, slept in déath; *
none of the séldiers could lift a hand.

7 Atyour thréat, O God of Jacab, *
horse and rider lay stunned.

8  YOu, you albne, strike térror. *
Who can stand in your présence,
against the might of your wrath?

9  You uttered your séntence from the héavens; *
the éarth in térror was still

10 when you arése, O GAd, to judge, *
to save all the himble of the éarth.

11  For the rage of man oOnly serves to praise you; *



you surréund yourself with the survivors of wréth.
12 Make vows to the LORrRD your God and fulfill them. *

Let all aréund him pay tribute to the One who strikes térror,
13 who cuts short the bréath of princes, *

who strikes térror in the kings of the éarth.



VIl g Deus, in sancto via tua (PM 177, Thursday: Vigil, Nocturn I) Ps 77:14
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Your way, O God, *is in the ho- ly place.

eo g,

ANV @

D)
What god is asgreatas our God?

Cc  TuesDeus (PM 177, Thursday: Vigil, Nocturn I) Ps 77:15
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You are the God * who works wonders.

Psalm 77 (76) Voce mea ad Dominum

1 For the Choirmaster. Intoned like ““Jeduthun.”
Of Asaph. A Psalm.

2  lcryalbud to God, *
cry aloud to GAd that he may héar me.

3 In the day of my distréss | seek the LORrD. T
In the night my hands are raised unweéaried; *
my soul refuses comfort.
4 As | remémber my God, I gréan. *
I ponder, and my spirit faints.

5  You kéep my éyes from clésing. *
I am tréubled, unable to spéak.
6 I think of the days of long ago, *
and remember the yéars long pést.
7 Atnight I mase within my héart. *
I pénder, and my spirit questions.

8  “Will the LORD rejéect us foréver? *
Will he show us his favor no more?
9  Has his mércy vanished foréver? *
Has his prémise come to an énd?
10 Has Ga&d forgotten his mércy, *
or in anger withdrawn his compéssion?”

11 Isaid, “This is what causes my grief: *
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that the right hand of the Most High has changed.”
| remémber the déeds of the LORD, *

I remémber your wénders of 6ld;
I mase on all your works, *

and ponder your mighty déeds.

Your way, O God, is in the holy place. *
What god is as great as our God?

Yéu are the God who works wénders. *
Among the péoples you shdéwed your power.

Your strong arm redéemed your péople, *
the descéndants of Jacob and Jéseph.

The waters saw you, O God, t
the waters saw you and anguished. *
Yes, the dépths were moved to trémble.
The cléuds poured down with rain. 1
The skies sent forth their voice; *
Your arrows flashed to and fro.

Your thanderous voice was in the whirlwind; t
your flashes lighted up the world. *
The éarth was moved and trémbled.
Your way was through the séa, t
your path through the mighty waéters, *
but the trace of your stéps was not séen.

You guided your péople like a flock *
by the hand of Mdses and Aaron.



IV*  Inclinate aurem (PM 179, Thursday: Vigil, Nocturn 1) Ps 78:1
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In-cline your * ear to the words of my mouth.

Illa Redemit eos (PM 179, Thursday: Vigil, Nocturn I) Ps 78:42
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The Lord saved his peo-ple * from the foe.

lg Aedificavit Deus (PM 179, Thursday: Vigil, Nocturn I) Ps 78:69
H
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God built his shrine * on  earth.
Psalm 78 (77) Attendite, popule meus, legem meam
1 A Maskil of Asaph.

Give éar, my people, to my téaching; *
incline your éar to the words of my mouth.
2 I will 6pen my mouth in a parable *
and Utter hidden léssons of the past.

3 The things we have héard and understood, *
the things our fathers have téld us,
4 thése we will not hide from their children *
but will téll them to the néxt generation:
the glories of the LOrRD and his might, *
and the marvelous déeds he has done.

5 He established a decrée in Jacob; *
in israel he sét up a law.
To our fathers he gave a command *
to méke it known to their children,
6  that the néxt generation might knéw it, *
the children yét to be born.

They should arise and declare it to their children, *
7 that they should sét their hope in God,
and néver forgét God’s déeds, *
but kéep every 6ne of his commands,
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So that théy might not bé like their fathers, *
a defiant and rebéllious generation,

a generation whose héart was fickle, *
whose spirit was not faithful to Géd.

The sons of Ephraim, armed with the bow, *
turned back in the day of battle.

They failed to kéep God’s cOvenant, *
refused to walk according to his law.

They forgot the things he had done, *
the wdndrous works he had shown them.
He did wonders in the sight of their fathers, *
in Egypt, in the plains of Zoan.

He divided the séa and led them thréugh, *
and made the waters stand Up like a wall.

By day he Iéd them with a cloud; *
throughout the night, with a light of fire.

He split the rocks in the désert. *

He gave them pléntiful drink, as from the deep.
He made stréams flow 6ut from the rock, *

and made waters run déwn like rivers.

Yet still they sinned against him, *

rebelled against the Most High in the désert.
In their héart they put God to the tést *

by deméanding the food they craved.

They spdke against God and said: *

“Can God spread a table in the wilderness?
Sée, he strack the rock: *

water gushed forth and swept down in torrents.
But can he also give us bréad? *

Can hé provide méat for his péople?”

When he heard this, the LORD was angry. *
A fire was kindled against Jacob;
his anger rose against Israel.

For they had no faith in God, *
and did not trust his saving power.

Yet he commanded the cléuds above, *
and opened the gates of héaven.

He rained down manna to éat, *
and gave them bréad from héaven.
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Man ate the bréad of angels. *
He sént them abundance of food;

the east wind he stirred Up in the heavens, *
the south wind he dirécted by his might.

He rained flésh updn them like dust, *
winged fowl like the sands of the séa.
He let it fall in the midst of their camp, *

and all aréund their tents.

So they ate and had their fill, *
whaét they craved, he gave them.

But before they had sated their hinger, *
while the food was still in their mouths,
God’s anger rdse against them. *
He sléw the strongest among them,
struck down the flower of israel.

Despite all this, they képt on sinning; *
they failed to believe in his wonders.

So he énded their days like a bréath, *
and their yéars in sudden térror.

When he sléw them, thén they séught him, *
repénted and éarnestly sought God.

They would remémber that God was their rock, *
Gad the Most High their redeemer.

Yét they decéived him with their méuths; *
they lied to him with their tongues.

For their héarts were not stéadfast toward him; *
théy were not faithful to his cdvenant.

Yet hé who is full of compassion *
forgave them their sin and spared them.
So often he held back his anger, *
and did not stir up all his rage.

He remémbered they were only flésh, *
a breath that passes, néver to retdrn.

They rebélled against him 6ften in the désert, *
and caused him pain in the wésteland!

Yet again they turned and tested God; *
they provdked the HAly One of Israel.
They failed to remémber his déeds *
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on the day he saved them from the fée,
when he worked his signs in Egypt, *
his wénders in the plains of Z6an.

He tdrned their rivers into bldod; *
they could not drink from their stréams.
He sent swarms of insects to devour them, *
and frdgs to destroy them.
He gave their crops to insects, *
the frait of their labor to the locust.

He destroyed their vines with hail, *
their sycamore trées with frost.

He gave up their céttle to hail, *
their hérds to darts of lightning.

He unléashed on them the héat of his anger, t
fary, rage, and havoc, *
a tréop of destroying angels.

He Iéveled a path for his anger. T
He did not spare their lives from déath, *
but gave their livestock to the plague.
He struck all the firstborn in Egypt, *
the first vigor of youth from the dwéllings of Ham.

Then he brought forth his péople like shéep; *
like a flock he léd them in the désert.

He led them séfely with néthing to féar, *
while the sea engulfed their foes.

So he brought them to his holy land, *
to the mountain his right hand had won.
He dréve out the nations before them, T
and apportioned to éach their héritage. *
The tribes of Israel he séttled in their ténts.

With defiance they tésted God Most High; *
they refsed to obéy his decrées.

They strayed, faithless like their fathers; *
they betrayed him like a tréacherous bow.

They provoked God to wréath with their high places, *
made him jéalous with the idols they sérved.

God héard this and was filled with fary; *
he Utterly rejécted israel.

He forsook his dwélling place in Shiloh, *
the tént where he dwélt with man.
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He gave his stréngth into captivity, *
his spléndor to the hands of the fée.
He gave up his péople to the sword, *
and showed his anger agéainst his héritage.

So fire devéured their young mén, *
their maidens had no wédding séngs;
their priests fell by the sword, *
and their widows made no lamént.

Then the LOrRD awoke as if from sléep, *
like a warrior maddened by wine.

He strack his foes from behind, *
and puat them to shame foréver.

He rejécted the tént of Joseph. *

He did not chdose the tribe of Ephraim,
but he chdse the tribe of Jidah, *

the méuntain of Sion which he I6ves.
He built his shrine like the héavens, *

or like the éarth which he féunded foréver.

And he chose his sérvant David, *
and téok him away from the shéepfolds.
From the care of the éwes he brought him *
to be shépherd of Jacob his péople,
of Israel his dwn posséssion.

He ténded them with blameless héart; *
with his skillful hands he 1éd them.



VIl ¢ Propitius esto (PM 184, Thursday: Vigil, Nocturn 1) Ps 79:9
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Free us * and for-give us our sins, O Lord.

Psalm 79 (78) Deus, venerunt gentes
1 APsalm of Asaph.

O God, the nations have invaded your héritage; t
théy have profaned your hély témple. *
They have méade Jerdsalem a héap of ruins.
2  They have handed 6ver the bodies of your sérvants
as food to féed the birds of héaven, *
and the flésh of your faithful to the béasts of the éarth.

3 They have poured out their bléod like water round JerGsalem; *
no one is Iéft to bary the déad.

4 \Wé have becdme the taunt of our néighbors, *
the mdckery and scérn of those aréund us.

5  How Iéng, O LorD? Will you be angry foréver? *
Will your jéalous anger barn like fire?

6  POur out your rage on the nations,
thdse that dé not knéw you, *
kingdoms that d6 not call upon your name.
7  For théy have devéured Jacob *
and laid waste the place where he dwells.

8 Do not remémber against us *
the guilt of former times.
Let your compassion hasten to méet us; *
for wé have been brought very l16w.

9  Hélpus, O God our savior, *
for the sake of the glory of your name.
Frée us and forgive us our sins, *
because of your ndme.

10  Why should the nations say, “Whére is their God?” *
Before our éyes make it knGwn among the nations
that you avenge the bléod of your sérvants that was shéd!
11 Let the gréans of the prisoners come befére you, *
your strong arm reprieve those condémned to die.

12 Pay back to our néighbors séven times dver *



the taunts with which they taunted you, O LORD.
13  Then we, your péople, the flock of your pasture, T
will give you thanks foréver and éver. *
From age to age we will recount your praise.



I1*d Excita, Domine (PM 186, Thursday: Vigil) Ps 80:3
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Rouse up * your might, O Lord, andcometo save us.

Psalm 80 (79) Qui regis Israel, intende

1  For the Choirmaster. Intoned like “Lilies of Testimony.”
Of Asaph. A Psalm.

2 O shépherd of Israel, héar us,
you who lead Joseph like a flock: *
enthréned on the chérubim, shine forth
3 upon Ephraim, Bénjamin, Manasseh. *
Rouse up your might and come to save us.

4 O God, bring us back; *
let your face shine on us, and we shall be saved.

5  How long, O L6rD, God of hosts, *
will you be &ngry at the prayer of your people?

6  You have féd them with téars for their bréad, *
an abundance of tears for their drink.

7 You have made us the tdunt of our néighbors; *
our foes méck us among themseélves.

8 O God of hosts, bring us back; *
let your face shine forth, and wé shall be saved.

9  You bréught a vine out of Egypt; *

you drdve out the nations and pléanted it.
10 Before it you cléared the gréund; *

it took root and filled the 1and.

11  The méuntains were cOvered with its shadow, *
the cédars of God with its boughs.

12 It strétched out its branches to the séa; *
to the River it strétched out its shoots.

13  Then why have you broken down its walls? *
It is plucked by all who péass by the way.

14 Itisravaged by the boar of the forest, *
devéured by the béasts of the field.

15 God of hosts, turn again, we implore; *
look déwn from héaven and sée.
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Visit this vine and protéct it, t
the vine your right hand has planted, *
the son of man you have claimed for yourself.
They have barnt it with fire and cut it déwn. *
May they pérish at the frown of your face.

May your hand be on the mén at your right hand, *
the son of méan you have confirmed as your 6wn.
And we shall néver forsake you again; *
give us life that we may call upon your ndme.

O Lorp God of hésts, bring us back; *
let your face shine forth, and wé shall be saved.



la Exsultate Deo (PM 186, Thursday in Lent: Vigil) Ps 81:1
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Sing joy- ful-ly* to God  our strength. Do not repeat in psalm.

Psalm 81 (80) Exultate Deo adjutori nostro
1  For the Choirmaster. Upon the gittith. Of Asaph.

2  Sing joyfully to GAd our stréngth, *
shout in triumph to the God of Jécob.

3 Raise a song and sound the timbrel, *
the swéet-sounding harp and the llte;

4 blow the trimpet at the néw moon, *
when the moon is full, on our féast.

5  For this is a statute in Israel, *
a command of the Gdd of Jacob.
6  He méade it a decrée for Joseph, *
when he went 6ut from the Iand of Egypt.

A voice | did not knoéw said to mé: *

7 “ fréed your shoulder from the barden;
your hands were fréed from the builder’s basket. *
8 You called in distréss and I delivered you.

| &nswered, concéaled in the thander; *

at the waters of Méribah | tested you.
9  Listen, my péople, as | warn you. *
O lsrael, if 6nly you would héed!

10 Let there bé no strange god among you, *
nor shall you worship a féreign god.
11 [ am the LorD your God, t
who brought you tp from the land of Egypt. *
Open wide your méuth, and I will fill it.

12 But my péople did not héed my vadice, *
and Israel would n6t obéy me.

13 So I Iéft them in their stubbornness of héart, *
to féllow their 6wn designs.

14 O that my péople would héed me, *
that israel would walk in my ways!

15 At once | would subdue their fées, *
turn my hand against their énemies.



16  Those who hate the LoRD would cringe befére him,
and their subjéction would last foréver.

17  But Israel | would féed with finest whéat, *
and satisfy with honey from the rock.”

*



VIl g Sedisti super thronum (PM 189, Thursday: Vigil, Nocturn 11) Ps 9:5
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Yousat en-throned, * an up-right judge.

Psalm 82 (81) Deus stetit

1

A Psalm of Asaph.

God stands in the divine assémbly. *
In the midst of the gdds, he gives jadgment.

“How long will you jadge unjastly, *
and favor the cause of the wicked?
Do justice for the wéak and the érphan; *
give justice to the poor and afflicted.
Réscue the wéak and the néedy; *
set them frée from the hand of the wicked.”
They néither kndéw nor understand; t
they wélk abdut in darkness, *
and all the éarth’s foundations are shaken.

I have said to you, “Yéu are gods, *
and all of you, séns of the Most High.
And yét, like mén you shall die; *
you shall fall, like &ny of the princes.”

Arise, O Gd&d; judge the éarth! *
For all the nations are yours.



VI Tusolus Altissimus (PM 189, Thursday in Lent: Vigil, Nocturn I1) Ps 83:19
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You a- lone are the Most High * ov-er all the earth.
Psalm 83 (82) Deus, quis similis?
1 A Song. A Psalm of Asaph.

2 0O God, do not be silent; *
do not be still and unmoved, O Gad.
3 For your énemies raise a tumult; *
those who hate you lift up their héads.

4  They plot against your péople, *
conspire against thdse you chérish.

5  They say, “Come, let us destroy them as a nation; *
let not the name of israel be remémbered.”

6  They conspire with a single mind; *
against you they make a cdvenant:

7 the camps of Edom and of ishmael, *
of Moab and Hégar,

8  Gébal and Ammon and Amalek, *
Philistia, with the people of Tyre.

9  Assyria, too, is their ally, *
and joins hands with the children of Lot.

10 Treéat them like Midian, like Sisera, *
like Jabin at the River Kishon,

11  thdse who were destroyed at Endor, *
whose bédies rétted on the gréund.

12 Make their captains like Oreb and Zéeb, *
all their princes like Zébah and Zalmudnna,
13  the mén who sid, “Let us tdke *
the fields of Gdd for oursélves.”

14 My God, scatter them like the whirlwind, *
drive them like chaff in the wind!
15 As fire that burns away the forest, *
as the flame that sets the mountains ablaze,
16  drive them away with your témpest, *
and fill them with térror at your storm.
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Cover their faces with shame, *

so that they séek your ndme, O LORD.
Shame and térror be théirs foréver. *

Lét them be disgraced; let them perish!

Let them know that you alone,
you whose name is the LORD, *
are the Most High over all the éarth.



VIl g Beati qui habitant (PM 191, Thursday: Vigil, Nocturn I1) Ps 84:5
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Bless- ed are they * who dwell in your house, O Lord.

Psalm 84 (83) Quam dilecta tabernacula tua Domine

1

10
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12

For the Choirmaster. Upon the gittith. Of the sons
of Korah. A Psalm.

How ldvely is your dwélling place, *
O LO6RD of hosts.

My séul is l6nging and yearning

for the courts of the LORD. *
My héart and my flésh cry 6ut
to the living God.

Even the sparrow finds a hme, *
and the swallow a nést for herself

in which she séts her young, at your altars, *
O LorbD of hosts, my king and my GAd.

Blessed are théy who dwéll in your hduse, *
foréver singing your praise.

Blessed the péople whose stréngth is in you, *
whose héart is sét on pilgrim ways.

As they g6 through the Baca Valley,
they make it a place of springs; *
the utumn rain covers it with pools.
They walk with éver-growing stréngth; *
the God of gods will appéar in Sion.

O LoRD Ga&d of hésts, hear my prayer; *
give éar, O Gaod of Jacob.

Turn your eyes, O God, our shield; *
160k on the face of your andinted.

One day within your courts *

is bétter than a théusand élsewnhere.
The thréshold of the héuse of God *

| prefér to the dwéllings of the wicked.

For the LORD Gad is a sun, a shield; *
the LorD will give us his favor and glory.
He will n6t withhold any géod *



to those who walk without blame.
13 O LorD of hosts, how bléssed *
is the man who trasts in you!



VIf Benedixisti, Domine (PM 191, Thursday in Lent: Vigil, Nocturn Il) Ps 85:2
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O Lord, * you have fav- ored your land. Do not repeat in psalm.

VIl g Benignitatem fecit Dominus (PM 192, Thursday: Vigil, Nocturn I1) Ps 85:13
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and our earth shall yield its in-crease.
Psalm 85 (84) Benedixisti, Domine, terram tuam
1 For the Choirmaster. Of the sons of Korah. A Psalm.

2 O LO6rb, you have favored your land, *
and brought back the céptives of Jacob.

3 You forgave the guilt of your péople, *
and covered all their sins.

4 You averted all your rage; *
you turned béck the héat of your &nger.

5  Bring us back, O God, our savior! *
Put an énd to your grievance against us.
6  Will you be angry with Us foréver? *
Will your anger last from age to age?

7 Will you not restore again our life, *
that your péople may rejéice in you?

8  Letussée, O LORD, your mércy, *
and grant us your salvation.

9 I will héar what the LorD God spéaks; t
he speaks of péace for his péople and his faithful, *
and those who tdrn their héarts to him.
10 His salvation is near for those who féar him, *
and his glory will dwéll in our land.

11 Merciful l6ve and faithfulness have mét; *
justice and péace have kissed.



12 Faithfulness shall spring from the éarth,
and justice look down from héaven.

13  Also the LorD will bestéw his bounty, *
and our éarth shall yield its increase.
14 Justice will march before him, *
and guide his stéps on the way.

*



VIl ¢ Inclina, Domine (PM 205, Friday: Vigil, Nocturn I) Ps 86:1
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o
Turnyour ear, O Lord, * and an-swer me. Do not repeat in psalm.

Psalm 86 (85) Inclina, Domine aurem tuam
1 APrayer of David.

Turn your ear, O L6rD, and answer me, *
for I am poor and néedy.
2  Presérve my soul, for I am faithful; *
save the sérvant who trusts in you, my God.

3 Have mércy on mé, O LORD, *
for 1 cry to you all the day long.

4 Gladden the séul of your sérvant, *
for I lift up my séul to you, O LORD.

5 O L6rb, you are good and forgiving, *
full of mércy to all who call to yéu.

6  Give éar, O LORD, to my prayer, *
and atténd to my vadice in supplicétion.

7 Inthe day of distréss, | will call to you, *
and surely you will answer me.

8  Among the gaods there is néne like you, O LorD, *
nor works to compare with yours.

9  All the nétions you have made shall céme; t
they will bow doéwn befdre you, O LORD, *
and glérify your name,
10 for you are gréat and do marvelous déeds, *
yoéu who aléne are God.

11 Téach me, O LoRD, your way, t
so that I may walk in your trath, *
single-héarted to féar your name.

12 1 will préise you, LORD my God, with all my héart, *
and glorify your name foréver.

13 Your mércy to mé has been gréat; *
you have sadved me from the dépths of the grave.

14 The proud have risen agéinst me, O Gaéd; t
a band of the rathless seeks my life. *
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To yo6u they pay no héed.

But you, O God, are compassionate and gracious, *
slow to anger, O LO6RD,

abundant in mércy and fidélity; *
tarn and take pity on mé.

O give your stréngth to your sérvant, *
and séve the son of your handmaid.
Shoéw me the sign of your favor, 1
that my fées may sée to their shame *
that you, O LORD, give me comfort and hélp.



I Fundamenta eius (PM 206, Friday: Vigil, Nocturn I) Ps 87:1
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Founded by him *onthe ho- |y mountain. Do not repeat in psalm.

Vil a Gloriosa dicta (PM 207, Friday: Vigil, Nocturn 1) Ps 87:3
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D)
Of youare told*glo- ri- ousthings, O ci- ty of God.

Psalm 87 (86) Fundamenta ejus in montibus sanctis
1  Of the sons of Korah. A Psalm. A Song.

Founded by him on the h6ly méuntain, *
2 the LORD loves the gates of Sion,
more than all the dwéllings of Jacob.
3  Of you are told glorious things, *
yobu, O city of Géd!

4 “Rahab and Babylon I will count
among thése who knéw me; *
of Tyre, Philistia, Ethidpia, it is told,
“There was this one born.’
5  Butof Sion it shall be said, *
‘Each one was born in hér.””

Hé, the Most High, established it. T
6 In his régister of péoples the LORD writes, *
“Hére was this one born.”
7 The singers cry éut in chorus, *
“In you, all find their home.”




Va Intretoratio mea (AM-11 127, Thursday: Lauds) Ps 88:3
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D)
Let my prayer * come in-to  your pre- sence, O Lord.

Psalm 88 (87) Domine, Deus, salutis mez

1 A Song. A Psalm. Of the sons of Korah.
For the Choirmaster. Intoned like Mahalat Leannoth.
A Maskil. For Heman the Ezrahite.

2 O Lo6rD and God of my salvation, *
I cry before you day and night.

3  Let my prayer come into your présence. *
Incline your éar to my cry.

4 For my soul is filled with évils; *
my life is on the brink of the grave.

5  lam réckoned as 6ne in the tomb; *
I am like a warrior without stréngth,
6 like one réaming amdng the déad, *

like the slain lying in their graves,
like thése you remémber no more, *
cut off, as they are, from your hand.

7 You have laid me in the dépths of the pit, *
in régions that are dark and déep.

8  Your anger weéighs down upon me; *
I am dréwned benéath your waves.

9  You have tdken away my friends; *
to thém you have made me hateful.

Imprisoned, | cannét escépe; *
10 my éyes are sunken with grief.
I céll to you, LORD, all day long; *
to yéu I strétch out my hands.

11 Will you work your wonders for the déad? *
Will the shades rise Up to praise you?

12 Will your mércy be told in the grave, *
or your faithfulness in the place of perdition?

13 Will your wonders be knéwn in the dark, *
your jastice in the land of oblivion?

14 But i, O LoRrD, cry out to you; *
in the morning my prayer comes before you.
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Why do you rejéct me, O LOrRD? *
Why do you hide your face from mé?

I am wrétched, close to déath from my yéuth. *
I have bérne your trials; I am numb.

Your fary has swept down upon me; *
your térrors have Utterly destrdyed me.

They surréund me all the day like a fl6od; *
togéther they close in against me.

Friend and néighbor you have taken awdy: *
my 6ne companion is darkness.



la Misericordia et veritas (PM 208, Friday: Vigil) Ps 89:15
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are the pil- lars of your throne.

I1d  Etego primogenitum (PM 208, Friday: Vigil) Ps 89:28
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I will make him my first-born, *
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the high- est of the kings of the earth.

VIf Benedictus Dominus (PM 207, Friday: Vigil) Ps 89:53
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Blest be *the Lord for- ev- er.

C,?’:)

Psalm 89 (88) Misericordias Domini in &ternum cantabo

1 A Maskil. For Ethan the Ezrahite.

2 I will sing foréver of your mércies, O LORD; *
through all &ges my maéuth will proclaim your fidélity.
3 I have declared your meércy is established foréver; *

your fidélity stands firm as the héavens.

4 “With my chésen one | have made a cdvenant; *
I have sworn to David my sérvant:

5 | will establish your descéndants foréver, *
and set up your thréne through all ages.”

6  The heéavens praise your wonders, O LORD, *
your fidélity in the assémbly of your hély ones.
7 For whd in the skies can compare with the L6rD, *
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or who is like the LOrRD among the héavenly powers?
A Gad to be féared in the céuncil of the holy ones, *
gréat and &wesome to all aréund him.

O Lo6rD God of hosts, whd is your equal? *
You are mighty, O Lorp, and fidélity surréunds you.
It is you who rule the raging of the séa; *
it is you who still the surging of its waves.
It is you who crush Rahab underfdot like a cérpse; *
you scatter your foes with your mighty arm.

The héavens are yours, the éarth is yours; *
y6u have founded the world and its fullness;

it is you who created the North and the Séuth. *
Tabor and Hérmon shout for joy at your name.

Yéurs is a mighty &rm. *
Your hand is strong; your right hand is exalted.

Justice and right judgment are the pillars of your throne; *
merciful I6ve and fidélity walk in your présence.

How bléssed the péople who knéw your préise, *
who waélk, O LO6RrD, in the light of your face,

who find their joy every day in your ndme, *
who make your justice their joyful acclaim.

For you are the gldry of their stréngth; *

by your favor it is that our might is exalted.
Behdld, the LORD is our shield; *

he is the Holy One of israel, our king.

Thén you spoke in a vision. *
To your faithful 6nes you said,
“l have sét the crown on a warrior, *
I have exalted one chdsen from the péople.

I have féund my sérvant David, *
and with my hdly 6il andinted him.

My hénd shall &lways be with him, *
and my arm shall make him strong.

The énemy shall néver outwit him, *
nor shall the s6n of iniquity himble him.
I will béat down his foes befére him, *
and those who hate him I will strike.

My mércy and my faithfulness shall bé with him; *
by my name his might shall bé exalted.
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I will strétch out his hand to the Séa, *
and his right hand updn the Rivers.

He will call 6ut to me, “Yo6u are my father, *
my Géd, the rock of my salvation.’

| for my part will make him my firstborn, *
the highest of the kings of the éarth.

I will kéep my faithful 16ve for him always; *
with him my cdvenant shall last.

| will establish his descéndants foréver, *
and his throne as lasting as the days of héaven.

If his descéndants forsake my law *
and refuse to walk as | decrée,

and if éver they violate my statutes, *
failing to kéep my commands:

Then | will punish their offénses with the rod; *
then 1 will scourge them on account of their guilt.
But I will néver take back my mércy; *
my fidélity will néver fail.
| will néver violate my covenant, *
nor go back on the prémise of my lips.

Once for all, I have sworn by my holiness. *
‘I will néver lie to David.

His descéndants shall continue foréver. *
In my sight his thréne is like the sun;

like the mdon, it shall endure foréver, *
a faithful witness in the héavens.””

But yet you have spurned and rejécted, *
you are angry with the 6ne you have andinted.

You have renéunced your covenant with your sérvant, *
and dishonored his crown in the dust.

You have broken down all his walls, *
and reddced his fortresses to rains.
All who pass by despail him; *
he has become the taunt of his néighbors.

You have exalted the right hand of his foes; *
you have méde all his énemies rejoice.

You have turned béck the édge of his sword; *
you have not uphéld him in battle.

You have bréught his glory to an énd; *
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you have harled his throne to the gréund.
You have cut shért the days of his youth; *
you have héaped disgrace upon him.

How léng, O LorD? Will you hide yourself foréver? *

How Iong will your anger burn like a fire?
Remémber the shortness of my life, *

and how frail you have made the children of mén.
What man can live and néver see déath? *

Who can save himseélf from the grasp of the tomb?

Where are your mércies of the past, O LORD, *
which you swére in your faithfulness to David?

Remémber, O LORD, the taunts to your sérvant, *
how I have to béar all the insults of the péoples.

Thus your énemies lift up a taunt, O LORD, *
tdunting your anointed at évery stép.

[53] Blést be the LorD foréver. *

Amén and amén!



VIf Domine, refugium (AM-11 129, Thursday: Lauds) Ps 90:1
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O Lord, * you have been our re- fuge. Do not repeat in psalm.
Psalm 90 (89) Domine, refugium factus es nobis
1 Prayer of Moses, the man of God.

O LOorp, you have been our réfuge, *
from generéation t6 generéation.
2 Befdre the méuntains were born, 1
or the éarth or the world were brought forth, *
you are God, from age to age.

3 You tarn man back to ddst, *
and say, “Retarn, O children of mén.”
4  To your éyes a thousand yéars
are like yésterday, come and goéne, *
or like a watch in the night.

5  You swéep them away like a dréam, *
like gréss which is frésh in the mérning.

6 In the morning it spréuts and is frésh; *
by évening it withers and fades.

7 Indéed, we are consimed by your anger; *
we are strack with térror at your fury.

8  You have sét our guilt befére you, *
our sécrets in the light of your face.

9  All our days pass away in your anger. *
Our yéars are consimed like a sigh.
10 Seventy yéars is the span of our days, *
or éighty if wé are strong.
And most of these are téil and pain. *
They pass swiftly and wé are gone.

11 Who understands the power of your anger? *
Your fury matches the féar of you.

12 Then téach us to nimber our days, *
that wé may gain wisdom of héart.

13 Turn back, O L6rD! How long? *
Show pity t6 your sérvants.
14 Atdawn, fill us with your mérciful love; *
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we shall exult and rejéice all our days.
Give us joy for the days of our affliction, *
for the yéars when we I6oked upon évil.

Let your déed be séen by your sérvants, *

and your gldrious power by their children.
Let the favor of the LOrRD our God be upén us; t
give succeéss to the work of our hands. *

O give succéss to the wérk of our hands.



VIl g Qui habitat (PM 353, Compline) Ps 91:1

He who dwells * in the shel-ter of the Most High,
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and a- bidesin the shade ofthe Al-  migh-ty. Do not repeat in psalm.

VIl g Angelis suis (PM 354, Compline) Ps 91:11
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God hascom-mand-ed his  an-gels*
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to keep you in all your ways.
Psalm 91 (90) Qui habitat in adjutorio Altissimi

1 He who dwélls in the shélter of the Most High, *
and abides in the shade of the Almighty,

2  s&ysto the LORD, “My réfuge, *
my stronghold, my God in whom | trast!”

3 He will frée you from the snére of the fowler, *
from the destrictive plague;
4 hé will concéal you with his pinions, t
and under his wings you will find réfuge. *
His faithfulness is backler and shield.

5  You will not féar the térror of the night, *
nor the arrow that flies by day,

6  nor the plague that préwls in the darkness, *
nor the scourge that lays waste at ndon.

7 Athdusand may fall at your side, T
ten théusand fall at your right: *
you it will néver appréach.

8  Your éyes have only to 160k *
to see how the wicked are repaid.
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For you, O LO6RD, are my réfuge. *
You have méade the Most High your dwélling.

Upon you no évil shall fall, *
no plague appréach your tént.

For y6u has he commanded his angels *
to kéep you in all your ways.

They shall béar you upon their hands, *
lest you strike your féot against a stone.
On the lion and the viper you will tréad, *
and trample the young lion and the sérpent.

Since he clings to me in l6ve, | will frée him, *
protéct him, for he knéws my name.

When he calls on mé, I will answer him; *
I will bé with him in distréss;
I will deliver him, and give him gloéry.

With 1éngth of days I will contént him; *
I will show him my saving power.



VIl g Bonum est (AM-I1 150, Friday: Lauds) Ps 92:2
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It is good *to givethanksto the Lord. Do not repeat in psalm.
Psalm 92 (91) Bonum est confiteri Domino
1 A Psalm. A Song for the Sabbath.

2 It is good to give thanks to the LorD, *
to make music to your ndme, O Most High,

3 to proclaim your loving mércy in the morning, *
and your trath in the watches of the night,

4 onthe tén-stringed lyre and the lute, *
with the séund of song on the héarp.

5  You have gladdened me, O L6rD, by your déeds; *
for the work of your hands | shout with joy.

6 O LOorD, how gréat are your works! *
How déep are your designs!

7 The sénseless cannot know this, *
and the fool cannot understand.

8  Though the wicked spring up like gréass, *
and all who do evil thrive,
they are doomed to be etérnally destroyed. *
9 But you, O L6RbD, are etérnally on high.

10 Sée, your énemies, O L6RD, T
sée, your énemies will pérish; *
all who do évil will be scéttered.

11 To mé you give the wild ox’s stréngth; *
you have poured éut on me purest Gil.

12 My éyes looked in triumph on my fdes; *
my éars heard gladly of their fall.

13  The jast will flourish like the palm tree, *
and grow like a Lébanon cédar.

14 Planted in the héuse of the LorD, *

they will flourish in the courts of our Gad,
15  still bearing fruit when they are old, *

still full of sap, still gréen,
16 to proclaim that the LORD is Upright. *

In him, my réck, there is no wréng.



IV e Regnavit Dominus (PM 211, Friday: Vigil, Nocturn I) Ps 93:1
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The Lord is king, * with ma-  jes- ty en- robed. Do not repeat in psalm.

Psalm 93 (92) Dominus regnavit, decorem indutus est

1  The Lorp is king, with majesty enrébed. t
The LoRD has rébed himsélf with might; *
he has girded himsélf with power.

The world you made firm, not to be méved; 1
2 your throne has stood firm from of 6ld. *
From all etérnity, O LORD, you ére.

3 The fléods have lifted up, O LorD, T
the fl6ods have lifted up their voice; *
the fl6ods have lifted up their thander.

4 Gréater than the roar of mighty waters, T
more glorious than the sargings of the séa, *
the LORD is glorious on high.

5  Traly your decrées are to be trusted. *
Holiness is fitting to your house,
O LORbD, until the énd of time.



VIl g Exaltare (PM 211, Friday: Vigil, Nocturn 1) Ps 94:2
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Judge of the earth, *a- rise.

VIl g Beatus homo (PM 212, Friday: Vigil, Nocturn I) Ps 94:12
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Bless- ed the man * whom you dis-ci-pline, O Lord,
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whom you train by means of your law.
Psalm 94 (93) Deus ultionum Dominus

1 O Lorp, avénging Géd, *
avénging Gad, shine forth!

2  Jadge of the éarth, arise; *
give the préud what they desérve!

3 How I6ng, O L6rD, shall the wicked, *
how long shall the wicked triumph?

4 They bluster with &rrogant spéech; *
those who do évil boast to each other.

5  They crash your péople, LORD; *
and they humble your inhéritance.

6  They kill the widow and the stranger, *
and murder the fatherless child.

7 And they say, “The L6rRD does not sée; *
the God of Jacob pays no héed.”

8  Mark this, you sénseless péople; *
féols, when will you understand?

9  Can he who planted the éar not héar? *
Can he who formed the éye not sée?
10  Will he who trains the nations not punish? *
Will he who téaches man not have knéwledge?
11  The L6rD knows the plans of man. *
He kndws they are no mére than a bréath.
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Blessed the man whom you discipline, O LORD,
whom you train by méans of your law;

to whom you give péace in evil days, *
while the pit is being dug for the wicked.

The LoOrD will not abandon his péople, *
nor forsake those who are his héritage;
for jadgment shall again be just, *
and all true héarts shall uphold it.

Who will stand up for me against the wicked? *
Who will defénd me from thése who do évil?
If the LORD were not to hélp me, *
my soul would séon go déwn to the silence.

When I think, “I have 16st my féothold,” *
your mércy, O Lorp, holds me up.
When cares incréase in my héart, *
your consolation calms my séul.

Can judges who do évil be your friends? *
They do injustice under cover of l1aw;
they attack the life of the just, *
and condemn the innocent to déath.

As for mé, the LorD will be a stronghold; *
my Gaéd will be the rdck where | take réfuge.
Hé will repay them for their wickedness, t
destroy them for their évil déeds. *
The LORD, our God, will destrdy them.

*



VIl g Venite, adoremus (PM 26, Invitatory) Ps 95:6,7
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Come, let us wor-ship, * forthe Lordis our God. Repeat after each stanza.

Psalm 95 (94) Venite, exultemus Domino

1 Come, let us ring out our joy to the LORD; *
hail the rock who saves us.

2  Letus come into his présence, giving thanks; *
let us hail him with a séng of praise.

3 A mighty God is the LORrD, *
a great king above all gods.
4 In his hands are the dépths of the éarth; *
the heights of the méuntains are his.
5  To him belongs the séa, for he made it, *
and the dry land that he shaped by his hands.

6 O céme; let us bow and bend léw. *
Let us knéel before the G6d who made us,
7 for hé is our God and wé
the péople who beldng to his pasture, *
the flock that is Iéd by his hand.

O that today you would listen to his voice! t
8  “Harden not your héarts as at Méribah, *
as on that day at Méassah in the désert
9  when your férebears pat me to the tést; *
when they tried me, though they saw my work.

10 For forty yéars | wéaried of that generation, t
and | said, ‘Their héarts are astray; *
this péople does not kndw my ways.’
11 Thén I took an 6ath in my anger, *
‘Neéver shall they énter my rést.””



I1d  Cantate Domino (PM 215, Friday in Lent: Vigil, Nocturn 11) Ps 96:2
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Sing to the Lord; * bless his name.

I1d  Annuntiate (PM 216, Friday: Vigil, Nocturn I1) Ps 96:2
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Pro-claim his sal- va- tion*day by day.
Psalm 96 (95) Cantate Domino cancticum novum

1 Osinganew song to the LOrRD; *
sing to the LORD, all the éarth.

2 Osing to the LORrD; bless his name. *
Proclaim his salvation day by day.

3 Téll among the nétions his gléry, *
and his wénders amaéng all the péoples.

4 Forthe LORD is great and highly to be préaised, *
to be féared abdve all gods.

5  For the gdds of the nations are démons. *
It was the LORD who méde the héavens.

6 In his présence are majesty and spléndor, *
stréngth and hénor in his hély place.

7 Give the LorD, you families of péoples, T
give the LorD gléry and power; *
8 give the LORrD the glory of his ndme.

Bring an oOffering and énter his céurts; t
9  waorship the LOrD in holy spléndor. *
O trémble before him, all the éarth.

10 Say to the nations, “The LORD is king.” *
The world he made firm in its place;
he will jadge the péoples in fairness.

11 Let the héavens rejoice and earth be glad; t
let the séa and all within it thunder préaise. *
12 Let the land and all it béars rejdice.

Then will all the trées of the wdod shout for joy T
13 at the présence of the LoRrD, for he comes, *



he cdmes to judge the éarth.
He will judge the world with jastice; *
he will govern the péoples with his trath.



I11'g Dominus regnavit (PM 217, Friday: Vigil, Nocturn 1) Ps 97:1
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The Lord is Kking, * let  earthre- joice. Do not repeat in psalm.

Psalm 97 (96) Dominus regnavit, exsultet terra

1  The LorbD is king, let éarth rejoice; *
let the méany islands be glad.
2  Cléud and darkness surround him; *
justice and right are the foundation of his thréne.

3 Afire prepares his path; *
it barns up his foes on every side.
4 His lightnings light up the world; *
the éarth looks 6n and trémbles.

5 The moéuntains mélt like wax
before the face of the LorD, *
before the face of the L6RD of all the éarth.
6  The skies proclaim his justice; *
all péoples sée his glory.

7  Letth6se who serve idols be ashamed, 1
those who bodast of their wérthless gdds. *
All you angels, worship him.
8  Sion héars and is glad; t
the daughters of Judah rejoice *
because of your judgments, O LORD.

9  For ybu indéed are the LORD, t
most high above all the éarth, *
exalted far above all gods.

10 The L6RD loves those who hate évil; *
he guards the séuls of his faithful;
he séts them frée from the wicked.

11  Light shines forth for the just one, *
and joy for the upright of héart.
12 Rejbice in the LORD, you just; *
to the mémory of his holiness give thanks.



E Quia mirabilia (PM 218, Friday in Lent: Vigil, Nocturn II) Ps 98:1
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The Lord * has worked won-ders.

v Jubilate in conspectu (PM 218, Friday: Vigil, Nocturn II) Ps 98:7,9
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Raise a shout * be- fore the King, the Lord,
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for he comesto judgethe earth.
Psalm 98 (97) Cantate Domino cancticum novum
1  APsalm.

O sing a new song to the LOrRD, *
for hé has worked wonders.

His right hand and his holy arm *
have bréught salvation.

2 The LORrRD has made knéwn his salvation, *
has shdéwn his deliverance to the nations.

3 He has remémbered his mérciful 16ve *
and his trath for the house of israel.

All the énds of the éarth have séen *
the salvation of our God.
4 Shoéut to the LORD, all the éarth; *
break forth into joyous séng,
and sing out your praise.

5  Sing psalms to the LOrRD with the harp, *
with the harp and the séund of séng.

6  With trdmpets and the séund of the hérn, *
raise a shout before the King, the LORD.

7 Let the séa and all within it thander; *
the world, and those who dwéll in it.
8 Let the rivers clap their hands, *
and the hills ring out their joy



9

at the présence of the LOrD, for he comes,
he comes to judge the éarth.

He will judge the world with jastice, *
and the péoples with fairness.

*



VIf Exaltate Dominum (PM 219, Friday: Vigil, Nocturn Il) Ps 99:9
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Ex- alt * the Lord our God,
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bow down be- fore his ho- ly  mountain.
Psalm 99 (98) Dominus regnavit; irascantur populi

1 The LorD is king; the péoples trémble. *

He is enthroned on the chérubim; earth quakes.
2  The Lorb is gréat in Sion. *

He is exalted over all the péoples.

3 Let them préaise your gréat and awesome name. *
Holy is hél
4 O mighty King, l6ver of justice, t
you have established whét is upright; *
you have made justice and right in Jacob.

5 Exalt the LORD our God; t
bow déwn befére his féotstool. *
Holy is hé!

6  Among his priests were Aaron and Moses; t
among thése who invéked his name was Samuel. *
They cried 6ut to the LORD and he answered.

7 Tothem he spoke in the pillar of cléud. t
They obéyed his decrées and the statutes *
which hé had given thém.

8 O Lo6rD our Gbd, you answered them. *
For thém you were a God who forgives,
and yét you puanished their offénses.

9  Exalt the Lo6rD our Géd; t
bow doéwn before his holy méuntain, *
for the LORD our GAd is hdly.



IV*  lubilate Deo (PM 220, Friday in Lent: Vigil, Nocturn Il) Ps 100:1
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Cry outwith joyto the Lord, *all the  earth. Do not repeat in psalm.

I f Suavis est Dominus (PM 220, Friday: Vigil, Nocturn I1) Ps 100:5
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Good is the Lord, * e-ter- nal hismer- ci- ful love.

Psalm 100 (99) Jubilate Deo, omnis terra
1 A Psalm of Thanksgiving.

Cry out with jdy to the LOrob, all the éarth. *
2 Sérve the LOrD with gladness.
Come befdre him, singing for jdy.

3 Know that hé, the LoRD, is Géd. *
He méade us; we beldng to him.
We are his péople, the shéep of his fléck.

4 Enter his gates with thanksgiving t
and his céurts with séngs of praise. *
Give thanks to him, and bléss his name.

5  Indéed, how gbod is the LORD, t
etérnal his mérciful 16ve. *
He is faithful from 4ge to age.




VIf Tibi, Domine, psallam (PM 221, Friday: Vigil, Nocturn 1) Ps 101:1,2
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I raise apsalm to you,O Lord. *
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I will pon-derthe way ofthe  Dblame-less.

VIl g Ininnocentia (PM 221, Friday: Vigil, Nocturn I1) Ps 101:2
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I will walk * with blame-less heart, O Lord.
Psalm 101 (100) Misericordiam et judicium
1 Of David. A Psalm.

I sing of mérciful 16ve and justice; *
I raise a psélm to you, O LORD.
2 I will pénder the way of the blameless. *
O whén will you come to mé?

I will walk with blameless heart
within my house; *
3 I will not sét befére my eyes
whatéver is base.

| hate the déeds of the crooked; *
I will have néne of it.
4 The false-héarted must kéep far away; *
I will knéw no évil.

5  Whoever slanders a néighbor in secret
I will bring to silence. *
Proud éyes and haughty heart
I will néver enddre.

6 My éyes are on the faithful of the land, *
that they may dwéll with me.
The one who walks in the way of the blameless *
shall bé my sérvant.



NG one who practices deceit
shall live within my house. *
One who utters lies
shall not stand before my éyes.

Morning by mérning I will destroy

all the wicked in the land, *
uprooting from the city of the LOrRD
all who do évil.



E Clamor meus (PM 233, Saturday: Vigil, Nocturn I) Ps 102:1

I ] I I

@_‘qﬁ_‘MMi

Letmy cry*cometo you, O God.

Psalm 102 (101) Domine, exaudi orationem meam

1 Prayer of someone afflicted who is weary
and pours out his trouble to the Lord.

2 O LORD, héar my prayer, *
and let my cry come to you.

3 Do not hide your face from mé *
in the day of my distréss.

Tarn your éar toward mé; *
on the day when 1 call,
spéedily answer me.

4 For my days are vanishing like smoke; *
my bones burn away like a farnace.

5 My heart is withered and dried up like the gréass. *
| forgét to eat my bréad.

6  Because of the séund of my grdaning, *
my skin clings to my boénes.

7 | have becéme like a vilture in the désert, *
like an 6wl among the ruins.
8 | lie awake and | moan, *

like a bird alone on a roof.
9  All day I6ng my foes revile me; *
those who deride me use my name as a curse.

10 | have éaten ashes like bréad, *

and mingled téars with my drink.
11  Becéuse of your anger and fary, *

you have lifted me Up and thrown me déwn.
12 My days are like a fading shadow, *

and | wither away like the gréss.

13 But you, O L6RD, are enthroned foréver, *
and your rendwn is from age to age.

14 You will arise and take pity on Sion, t
for this is the time to have mércy; *
yes, the time appointed has come.
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Behold, your sérvants léve her very stones, *
are moved to pity for her dust.

The nations shall féar the name of the L6RD, *
and all the earth’s kings your glory.

When the L6RrD shall build up Sion, *
he will appéar in all his glory.

Then he will tarn to the prayers of the hélpless; *
he will nét despise their prayers.

Let this be written for 4ges to come, *
that a péople yet unbdrn may praise the LORD;

The LorD looked déwn from his hély place on high, *
looked down from héaven to the éarth,

to héar the grdans of the prisoners, *
and frée those condémned to die.

May the name of the LORD be proclaimed in Sion, *
and his praise in Jerusalem,

when péoples and kingdoms are gathered as 6ne *
to offer their worship to the LORD.

He has broken my stréngth in midcourse; *
he has shdrtened my days.

| say: “My Gad, do not tdke me away t

before half of my days are compleéte, *
you, whose days last from &ge to age.

Long ag6 you féunded the éarth, *
and the héavens are the work of your hands.

They will pérish but you will remain. *
They will all wear out like a garment.

You will change them like cl6thes, and they change. *
But you are the same, and your yeéars do not énd.”

The children of your sérvants shall dwéll untroubled, *
and their descéndants established befére you.



VIl g Benedic, anima mea (PM 236, Saturday: Vigil, Nocturn I) Ps 103:1
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Blessthe Lord,* Omy soul. Do not repeat in psalm.

Psalm 103 (102) Benedic, anima mea, Domino

1

10
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Of David.

Bless the LorD, O my séul, *

and all within me, his holy ndme.
Bless the LorD, O my séul, *

and néver forgét all his bénefits.

It is the LOrRD who forgives all your sins, *
who héals every one of your ills,

who redéems your life from the grave, *
who crowns you with mércy and compassion,

who fills your life with good things, *
renéwing your youth like an éagle’s.

The LORD does just déeds, *

gives full justice to &ll who are oppréssed.
He made known his ways to Moses, *

and his déeds to the children of israel.

The LORD is compéssionate and grécious, *
slow to anger and rich in mércy.

Hé will not &lways find fault; *
nor persist in his anger foréver.

He does not tréat us according to our sins, *
nor repay us accoérding to our faults.

For as the héavens are high above the éarth, *
so strong his mércy for thdse who féar him.
As far as the éast is from the weést, *
so far from Us does he remd@ve our transgréssions.

As a father has compassion on his children, *

the LORD’s compassion is on those who féar him.
For he knéws of what we are made; *

he remémbers that wé are dust.

Man, his days are like grass; *
he fléwers like the flower of the field.
The wind blows, and it is no more, *
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and its place never sees it again.

But the mércy of the LORD is everlasting
upon thése who hold him in féar, *
upon children’s children his justice,
for those who kéep his covenant, *
and remember to fulfill his commands.

The LoRrD has fixed his throne in héaven, *
and his kingdom is raling over all.

Bless the LoRD, all you his angels, t

mighty in péwer, fulfilling his word, *
who héed the voice of his word.

Bléss the LORD, all his hosts, *
his sérvants, who dé his will.
Bléss the LORD, all his works, t
in évery place where he rules. *
Bléss the LOrD, O my soul!



VIl g Benedic, anima mea (PM 236, Saturday: Vigil, Nocturn I) Ps 104:1
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Blessthe Lord, * O my soul. Do not repeat in psalm.

VIIl g Domine, Deus meus (PM 236, Saturday: Vigil, Nocturn I) Ps 104:1
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O Lord my God, * how great you are.

VIla Quam magnificata (PM 238, Saturday: Vigil, Nocturn 1) Ps 104:24
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How ma-ny * are your works, O Lord!

Psalm 104 (103) Benedic, anima mea, Domino

1  Bléss the LorD, O my soul! *
O LorD my GAd, how gréat you are,
cléthed in majesty and hénor, *
2 wrapped in light as with a robe!

You strétch out the héavens like a tént. *
3 On the waters you establish your dwélling.
You méke the cléuds your chériot; *
you ride on the wings of the wind.
4 You make the winds your méssengers, *
flame and fire your sérvants.

5  You sét the éarth on its foundation, *
immavable from age to age.

6  You wrapped it with the dépths like a cloak; *
the waters stood higher than the méuntains.

7 Atyour thréat they téok to flight; *
at the voice of your thander they fléd.

8  The mountains rése, the valleys descénded, *
to the place which you had appdinted them.
9  You set limits they might not pass, *
lest they return to cover the éarth.

10  You make springs gush forth in the véalleys; *
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they flow in betwéen the hills.
They give drink to all the béasts of the field; *
the wild asses quénch their thirst.
There the birds of héaven build their nésts; *
from the branches they sing their song.

From your dwélling you water the hills; *
by your works the éarth has its fill.

You méke the grass grow for the cattle *
and plants to sérve mankind’s néed.

That he may bring forth bréad from the éarth *
and wine to chéer the heart;

0il, to make faces shine, *
and bread to stréngthen the héart of man.

The trées of the LORD drink their fill, *

the cédars he planted on Lébanon;
thére the birds build their nésts; *

on the tréetop the stork has her héme.
For the goats the 16fty mountains, *

for the rébbits the rocks are a réfuge.

You made the moon to méark the moénths; *

the stn knows the time for its sétting.
You spréad the darkness, it is night, *

and all the béasts of the forest creep forth.
The young lions roar for their préy, *

and séek their féod from Gad.

At the rising of the sun they gather; *
and they go to lie déwn in their déns.
Man goes forth to his work, *
to labor till évening falls.

How many are your works, O LOrD! *
In wisdom you have méde them all.
The éarth is full of your créatures.

Vast and wide is the span of the séa, T
with its créeping things past céunting, *
living things gréat and small.
The ships are moving thére, *
and Leviathan you méade to play with.

All of these 160k to you *
to give them their féod in due séason.
You give it, they gather it ap; *
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you 6pen wide your hand, they are well filled.

You hide your face, they are dismayed; *
you take away their bréath, they die,
retdrning to the dust from which they came.
You sénd forth your spirit, and théy are created, *
and you renéw the face of the éarth.

May the gldry of the LorD last foréver! *
May the LORD rejoice in his works!

He I60ks on the éarth and it trémbles; *
he téuches the mountains and they smoke.

I will sing to the Lorp all my life, *
sing psalms to my Géd while | live.
May my thoughts be pléasing to him. *

I will rej6ice in the LORD.

Let sinners vanish from the éarth,
and the wicked exist no more. *
Bléss the LorD, O my séul.

Alleluia!



Dg Laetetur cor (PM 239, Saturday: Vigil, Nocturn 1) Ps 105:3
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Letthe hearts * that seek the Lord re- joice.

IV e Eduxit Deus (PM 240, Saturday: Vigil, Nocturn I) Ps 105:43
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God brought out * his peo- ple  with joy,
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his cho-sen ones with shouts  of re- joic- ing.

Psalm 105 (104) Confitemini Domino, et invocate nomen ejus

1  Give thanks to the LORD; proclaim his name. *
Make knéwn his déeds among the péoples.

2  Osingto him, sing his praise; *
téll all his wonderful works!
3 Gloéryin his holy ndme; *
let the hearts that seek the LORD rejoice.

4 Turn to the L6RD and his stréngth; *
constantly séek his face.

5  Remémber the wonders he has déne, *
his méarvels and his words of judgment.

6 O children of Abraham, his sérvant, *
O descéndants of the Jacob he chose,
7 hé, the LORD, is our God; *
his judgments are in all the éarth.

8 He remémbers his covenant foréver: *

the prémise he ordained for a thbusand generations,

9 the covenant he made vyith Abraham, *
the 6ath he swoére to Isaac.

10 He confirmed it for Jacob as a law, *
for Israel as a covenant foréver,

11  saying, “l will give you the land of Canaan *
to bé your allotted inhéritance.”
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When théy were féw in nimber, *
a handful of strangers in the land,

when they wandered from nation to nation, *
from one kingdom and péople to anéther,

He alléwed n6 one to oppréss them; *
he admonished kings on their account,
saying, “Those | have andinted, do not téuch; *
do no harm to any of my prdphets.”

But he called down a famine on the land; *
he broke their staff of bréad.

He had sént a man ahéad of them, *
Jbseph, séld as a slave.

His féet were wéighed down in chains, *
his néck was bound with iron,
until what he said came to pass, *
and the word of the LORD proved him true.

Then the king sent érders and reléased him; *
the ruler of the péoples set him frée.

He made him master of his house *
and ruler of all his posséssions,

to instrdct his princes from his héart, *
and to téach his élders wisdom.

So israel came into Egypt; *
Jacob dwélt in the 1and of Ham.
He gave his péople great increase; *
he méade them stronger than their foes,
whose héarts he turned to hate his péople, *
and to déal deceitfully with his sérvants.

Thén he sent Mdses his sérvant, *
and Aaron whom he had chésen.

They perférmed God’s signs among them, *
and his wanders in the land of Ham.

He sent darkness, and dark was made, *
but they rebélled against his words.

He tlrned their waters into bldod, *
and caused their fish to die.

Their land was overrun by frogs, *
éven to the halls of their kings.
He spdke; there came swarms of flies, *
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and gnats covered all the country.

He sent hailstones in pléce of the rain, *
and lightning flashing in their land.
He strack their vines and fig trees; *
he shattered the trées through their country.

He spoke; the l6custs came forth, *
young l6custs, too many to be céunted.

They ate up every plant in the land; *
they ate up all the fruit of their fields.

He striuck all the firstborn in their land, *
the first frait of all their stréngth.

He led out Israel with silver and géld. *
In his tribes were ndne who stimbled.

Egypt rejoiced when they léft, *
for dréad had fallen upén them.

He spréad a cloud as a screen, *
and fire to illumine the night.

When they asked he sént them quéils; *
he filled them with bréad from héaven.

He pierced the rock and water gushed forth; *
it fléwed as a river in the désert.

For he remémbered his hély word, *
spoken to Abraham his sérvant.

So he brought out his péople with joy, *
his chdsen ones with shéuts of rejoicing.

And he gave them the lands of the nations. *
Of other péoples they posséssed the tail,

that thas they might kéep his précepts, *
that thas they might obsérve his laws.

Alleluial



E Visita nos (PM 243, Saturday in Lent: Vigil, Nocturn Il) Ps 106:4
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Vis- it me, O Lord, * with your sav- ing pow- er.

Vila Cum tribularentur (PM 245, Saturday: Vigil, Nocturn I1) Ps 106:44
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The Lord paid heed * to their dis-tress,
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so of-ten ashe heard their cry.
Psalm 106 (105) Confitemini Domino, quoniam bonus
1 Alleluial

O give thanks to the Lorp, for he is géod; *
for his mércy endures foréver.
2 Who can téll the L6rD’s mighty deeds, *
or recount in fall his praise?

3  Blessed are théy who obsérve what is just, *
who at all times d6 what is right.

4 O LOrD, remémber mé *
with the favor you show to your people.

Visit mé with your saving power, *
5 that | may sée the riches of your chdsen ones,
and may rejoice in the gladness of your nation, *
boasting in the gléry of your héritage.

6  Like our fathers, wé have sinned. *

We have done wrong; our déeds have been évil.
7 Our forebears, when théy were in Egypt, *

did not grasp the méaning of your wonders.

They forgot the great number of your mércies, *
at the Réd Sea defied the Most High.
8  Yet he saved them for the sake of his name, *
in 6rder to make knéwn his power.
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He rebuked the Red Séa; it dried up, *
and he léd them through the déep as through the désert.

He saved them from the hand of the foe; *
he fréed them from the grip of the énemy.

The waters covered their oppréssors; *
not 6ne of thém was Iéft.

Thén they believed in his words; *
thén they sang his praises.

But they sdon forgot his déeds, *
and would not wait upon his counsel.

They yielded to their cravings in the désert, *
and put God to the tést in the wilderness.

He granted them the favor they asked, *
but strick them with a wasting diséase.

In the camp, they were jéalous of Mdses, *
and also Aaron, who was h6ly to the LORD.

The earth 6pened and swéallowed up Dathan, *
and bdried the clan of Abiram.

Fire blazed Up against their clan, *
and flames devéured the wicked.

They fashioned a calf at Horeb, *

and worshiped an image of métal;
théy exchanged their glory *

for the image of a bull that eats gréss.

They forg6t the God who was their savior, *
who had doéne such gréat things in Egypt,
such wonders in the land of Ham, *
such marvels at the Réd Séa.

For this he said he would destrdy them, *
but Mdses, the man he had chosen,
stood in the bréach before him, *
to turn back his anger from destruction.

Then they scérned the desirable 1and; *
they had no faith in his word.
They compléined inside their ténts, *
and did not listen to the voice of the LORD.

So he réised his hand to them and sware *
that he would 1ay them 16w in the désert,
would dispérse their descéndants through the nations *
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and scatter them throughout the 1ands.

They bowed before the Baal of Péor, *
ate offerings made to lifeless gods.

They roused the LORD to anger with their deeds, *
and a plague broke 6ut among them.

Then Phinehas stood Up and intervéned. *
Thas the plague was énded,

and this was counted to him as righteous *
from &ge to age foréver.

They provoked him at the waters of Méribah. *
Through their fault it went ill with Moses,
for they made his spirit grow bitter, *
and he uttered words that were rash.

They failed to destroy the péoples, *
as the LOrD had commanded thém;
instéad they mingled with the nations, *
and léarned to &ct as théy did.

They also sérved their idols, *

and thése became a snare to entrap them.
They éven offered their sons *

and their daughters in sacrifice to démons.

They poured out innocent bléod, *
the bléod of their séns and daughters,
whom they 6ffered to the idols of Canaan. *
The land was polluted with bléod.

So they defiled themsélves by their &ctions; *
their déeds were thdse of a harlot.

Then God’s anger blazed against his péople; *
he was filled with hérror at his héritage.

So he handed them dver to the nations, *
and their fées became their ralers.

Their énemies also oppréssed them; *
they were subdued benéath their hand.

Time after time he réscued them, t

but in their malice they dared to defy him *
and were wéakened even more by their guilt.

In spite of this he paid héed to their distress, *
so often as he héard their cry.
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For their sake he remémbered his covenant. *
In the gréatness of his mércy, he relénted,
and he lét them be tréated with compassion *

by all who héld them céptive.

Save us, O LOrDp our God! *
And gather Us from the nétions,

to give thanks to your holy name, *
and make it our glory to praise you.

Blést be the LorD, God of israel, *
foréver, from age to age.

Let all the péople say, *
“Amén! Amén! Alleldia!”



E Confiteantur Domino (PM 247, Saturday: Vigil, Nocturn I1) Ps 107:8
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Thank the Lord * for his mer-cy.

11 a2 Ipsividerunt (PM 248, Saturday: Vigil, Nocturn I1) Ps 107:24
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These have seen the deeds *of the Lord, the won-dershe does.

Psalm 107 (106) Confitemini Domino, quoniam bonus

1 “O give thanks to the LorD for he is gbod; *
for his mércy endures foréver.”

2 Let the redéemed of the LORD say this, *
those he redéemed from the hand of the fée,

3 and gathered from far-off lands, *
from éast and weést, north and south.

4 They wandered in a barren désert, *

finding no way to a city they could dwéll in.
5  Hungry they wére and thirsty; *

their séul was fainting within them.

6  Then they cried to the LORD in their néed, *
and he réscued thém from their distréss,

7 and he guided them along a straight path, *
to réach a city they could dwéll in.

8  Let them thank the LorD for his mércy, *
his wénders for the children of mén;

9  for he sétisfies the thirsty séul, *
and the hangry he fills with good things.

10  Some dwelt in darkness and the shddow of déath, *
prisoners in misery and chains,

11  having rebélled against the words of God, *
and spurned the plan of the Most High.

12 He himbled their héart with toil. *
They stumbled; there was né one to hélp.

13  Then they cried to the LORD in their need, *
and he réscued thém from their distréss.
14  He léd them out of darkness and the shadow of déath, *
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and broke their chains to pieces.

Let them thank the LorD for his mércy, *
his wonders for the children of mén;
for he barsts the gates of brénze, *
and cuts through the iron bars.

Some fell sick on account of their sins, *

and were afflicted on accéunt of their guilt.
They had a loathing for évery féod; *

they drew néar to the gates of death.

Then they cried to the LORD in their néed, *
and he réscued thém from their distréss.
He sént forth his wérd to héal them, *
and saved their life from destriction.

Let them thank the LorD for his mércy, *
his waénders for the children of mén.

Let them &ffer a sacrifice of thanks, *
and téll of his déeds with rejoicing.

Some went déwn to the séa in ships, *
to trade on the mighty waters.

These have séen the déeds of the LORrD, *
the wonders he does in the déep.

For he spoke and raised up the storm-wind, *
tossing high the waves of the séa

that surged to héaven and drdépped to the dépths. *
Their souls mélted away in their distréss.

They staggered and réeled like drankards, *
for all their skill was goéne.

Then they cried to the LORD in their néed, *
and he réscued thém from their distréss.

He stilled the storm to a whisper, *

and the waves of the séa were hdshed.
They rejdiced because of the calm, *

and he léd them to the haven they desired.

Let them thank the LorD for his mércy, *
his wonders for the children of mén.

Let them exalt him in the assémbly of the péople, *
and praise him in the meeting of the élders.

He changes rivers into désert, *
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springs of water into thirsty ground,
fruitful l1and into a salty waste, *
for the wickedness of those who live there.

He changes désert into pdols of water, *
thirsty gréund into springs of water.
Thére he séttles the hdngry, *
and they establish a city to dwéll in.

They sow fields and plant their vines, *
which yield an abindant harvest.

He blésses them; they grow in niambers. *
He does not let their cattle decréase.

He pours contémpt upon princes, *
makes them wander in trackless wastes.

Théy are diminished and brought 16w *
by oppréssion, évil, and sérrow.

But he raises the néedy from distress; *
makes families nimerous as a flock.
The Upright sée it and rejoice, *
while all the wicked clése their mouths.

Should n6t one who is wise recall these things, *
and understand the merciful déeds of the LO6RrD?



IV*  Psallam tibi (PM 250, Saturday: Vigil, Nocturn 11) Ps 108:4,5
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I will sing psalms *to you a-mong the na- tions,
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for your mer- cy rea-ches to the hea-vens.
Psalm 108 (107) Paratum cor meum, Deus
1 A Song. A Psalm of David.

2 My héart is réady, O Gdd;
my heéart is réady. *
I will sing, | will sing your préise.
Awake, my séul;
3  awake, O lyre and harp. *
I will awéke the dawn.

4 1 will praise you, LORD, among the peoples; *
I will sing psalms to you among the nations,
5  for your mércy réaches to the héavens, *
and your trath to the skies.

6 O God, be exalted above the héavens; *
may your glory shine on all the éarth!

7 With your right hand, grant salvation and give answer; *
O come and deliver your friends.

8  From his hély place God has made this promise: *
“l will exult, and divide the land of Shéchem;
I will méasure out the valley of Succoth.

9  Gilead is mine, as is Manéasseh; *
Ephraim | take for my hélmet,
Judah is my scépter.
10 Moab is my washbowl; T
on Edom I will téss my shoe. *
Over Philistia I will shéut in triumph.”

11 But who will Iéad me to the fortified city? *
Who will bring me to Edom?

12 Have you not cast us 6ff, O G6d? *
Will you mérch with our armies no longer?



13  Give us réscue against the foe, *
for himan aid is vain.

14  With God, wé shall do bravely, *
and he will trample déwn our fées.



I Ne tacueris, Deus (PM 251, Saturday: Vigil, Nocturn 11) Ps 109:1,3
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Do not be si-lent, O God, *
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for they be- set me  with words of hate.

VIl d Confitebor Domino (PM 250, Saturday in Lent: Vigil, Nocturn 11) Ps 109:30
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Loud thanks *to the Lord are on my lips.
Psalm 109 (108) Deus, laudum meam ne tacueris
1 For the Choirmaster. Of David. A Psalm.

O God whom | préise, do not be silent, *
2 for the mouths of deceit and wickedness
are opened against me.

3 They spéak to me with lying tongues; *
they besét me with wérds of hate,
and attack me without cause.

4 Inretarn for my l6ve, they accuse me, *
while | am at prayer.

5  They repay me évil for géod, *
héatred for l6ve.

6  Appoint someone wicked over him; *
let an accuser stand at his right.

7 When he is jadged, let him come out condémned; *
let his prayer be considered as sin.

8  Let the days of his life be few; *
let andther assume his 6ffice.

9  Let his children be fatherless orphans, *
and his wife becéme a widow.

10 Let his children be wanderers and béggars, *
driven from the rdins of their home.
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Let the créditor séize all his géods; *
let strangers take the frait of his work.

Let n6 one show him any mércy, *
nor pity his fatherless children.

Let his postérity bé destroyed, *
in a generation his name blotted 6ut.

Let his father’s guilt be remémbered to the LorD, *
his méther’s sin be retained.

Let it always stand before the LoRD, *
that their mémory be cut off from the éarth.

For hé did not think of showing mércy, *
but pursted the poor and the néedy,
hounding to déath the brokenhéarted.
He loved cursing; let carses fall on him. *
He scorned bléssing; let bléssing pass him by.

He put on cdrsing like his coat: *
let it sink into his body like waéter;
let it sink like 6il into his bones.

Let it bé like the clothes that cdver him, *
like a bélt he wéars all the time.

Let the LORD thus repdy my accusers, *
all thése who speak évil against me.
But you, O L6rD, my LORD, T
do with mé as befits your name. *
How good your mérciful I6ve! Deliver me.

For [ am poor and néedy, *

and my héart is pierced within me.
| fade like an évening shadow; *

| am shéken off like a locust.

My knées are wéak from fasting; *
my bddy is thin and gaunt.
I have becdme an 6bject of scorn; *
when they sée me they shake their héads.

Hélp me, LOrD my God; *
séve me with your mérciful love.

Let them know that this is your hand, *
that this is your déing, O LORD.

They may curse, but you will bléss. *
Let my attackers be put to shame,



but 1ét your sérvant rejoice.
29 Let my accusers be clothed with dishonor, *
covered with shame as with a cléak.

30 Loud théanks to the LOrD are on my lips. *
I will praise him in the midst of the throng,
31 for he stands at the right hand of the pdor, *
to save his soul from those who condémn him.



VIl c2 Dixit Dominus (AM-11 50, Sunday: Vespers) Ps 110:1
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The Lord’s re-ve- la-tionto my Lord: * Sit atmy  right hand. Do not repeat in psalm.

Paschal season

VIl c2 (AM-I1 50, Sunday: Vespers)
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Al-le-lu- ia, * al- le- lu- ia, al- le- lu- ia.

Psalm 110 (109) Dixit Dominus Domino meo
1  Of David. A Psalm.

The LORD’s revelation to my LORD:
“Sit at my right hand, *
until 1 méake your fées your footstool.”

2  The LorD will sénd from Sion
your scépter of power: *
rule in the midst of your fées.

3 With you is princely rule
on the day of your power. *
In holy spléndor, from the womb before the dawn,
I have begdtten you.

4 The LOrRD has sworn an 6ath he will not change: *
“YOu are a priest foréver,
in the line of Melchizedek.”

5  The Lorb, standing at your right, *
shatters kings in the day of his wrath.

6  He brings a judgment amdng the nations,
and héaps the bddies high; *
he shatters héads throughout the wide éarth.

7 He shall drink from the stréam by the wayside, *
and thérefore he shall lift up his héad.



IVa Fidelia omnia (AM-II 51, Sunday: Vespers) Ps 111:7,8
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His pre- cepts*are all of them sure;
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stand-ing firm for- ev-er andev- er.
Psalm 111 (110) Confitebor tibi, Domine, in toto corde meo
1 Alleluia!

I will praise the LOrD with all my héart, *
in the méeting of the just and the assembly.
2  Gréat are the works of the LorD, *
to be pondered by all who delight in them.

3 Majéstic and gldrious his work; *
his jastice stands firm foréver.

4 He has given us a memorial of his wonders. *
The LORD is gracious and mérciful.

5  He gives food to those who féar him; *
keeps his covenant éver in mind.

6  His mighty works he has shéwn to his péople *
by giving them the héritage of nations.

7 His handiwork is jastice and trath; *
his précepts are all of them sure,

8  standing firm foréver and éver, *
wréught in Gprightness and trath.

9  He has sént redémption to his péople, T
and established his covenant foréver. *
HOly his ndme, to be féared.

10 The fear of the LORD is the beginning of wisdom; *
understanding marks all who attain it.
His praise enddres foréver!



IV* e In mandatis (AM-I11 52, Sunday: Vespers) Ps 112:1
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Who takes great de- light * in his commandments.
Psalm 112 (111) Beatus vir qui timet Dominum
1 Alleluial

Bléssed the man who fears the LORD, *
who tékes great delight in his commandments.
2  His descéndants shall be péwerful on éarth; *
the generation of the Gpright will be blést.

3 Riches and wéalth are in his house; *
his justice stands firm foréver.

4 Alightrises in the darkness for the Gpright; *
he is génerous, mérciful, and just.

5 It goes wéll for the man who deals génerously and lénds, *
who conducts his affairs with justice.

6  He will néver be moved; *
foréver shall the just be remémbered.

7 He has no féar of evil néws; *
with a firm héart, he trists in the LORD.
8 With a stéadfast héart he will not féar; *
he will sée the downfall of his fées.

9  Openhanded, he gives to the pdor; *
his jastice stands firm foréver.
His might shall be exalted in glory.

10 The wicked sées and is angry, t
grinds his téeth and fades away; *
the desire of the wicked leads to déom.




VIl ¢ Sit nomen Domini (AM-I1 53, Sunday: Vespers) Ps 113:2

May the name of the Lord * be blest for- ev- er- more.

Psalm 113 (112) Laudate, pueri, Dominum
1 Alleluial

Préise, O sérvants of the LOrD, *
praise the ndme of the LORD!
2  May the name of the LORD be blest *
both néw and forévermére!
3 From the rising of the sun to its sétting, *
praised be the name of the LORD!

4 High above all nations is the L6rD, *
above the héavens his glory.

5  Whdis like the LorD, our God, *
who dwélls on high,

6  who lowers himsélf to look down *
upon heéaven and éarth?

7 From the dust he lifts up the lowly, *
from the &sh heap he raises the poor,

8  to sét them in the company of princes, *
yés, with the princes of his péople.

9  To the childless wife he gives a home *
as a joyful méther of children.




per.  Nos qui vivimus (AM-11 75, Monday: Vespers) Ps 115:18
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We who live * will bless the Lord.

Paschal season
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Al-le- lu- ia, *al- le-lu-ia, al- le- lu-ia.
Psalm 114 (113A) In exitu Israel de Agypto
1 Alleluia!

When Israel came forth from Egypt, *
the house of Jacob from a foreign péople,
2  Jadah became his témple, *
Israel became his domain.

3 The séa beheld them and fléd; *

the Jordan turned back on its course.
4 The moéuntains leapt like rams, *

and the hills like yéarling shéep.

5  Whywas it, séa, that you fléd; *

that you turned back, Jordan, on your course?
6 O mdbuntains, that you léapt like rams; *

O hills, like yéarling shéep?

7 Trémble, O éarth, before the LorD, *
in the présence of the God of Jacob,
8  who tarns the rock into a pool, *
and flint into a spring of waéter.



VIl g Nomini tuo (PM 310, Monday: Vespers) Ps 115:1
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To your name, O Lord, * give the glo- ry.
Psalm 115 (113B) Non nobis, Domine

1  Notto Us, O L6rD, not to Us, T
but to your name give the glory, *
for your mérciful 16ve and fidélity.
2 Why should the nations say: *
“Whére is their G6d?”

3 But our G&d is in the héavens; *
he dées whatéver he wills.

4 Their idols are silver and géld, *
the wark of himan hands.

5  They have méuths but they cannot spéak; *
they have éyes but they cannot sée.

6  They have éars but they cannot héar; *
they have nostrils but they cannot smell.

7 They have hands but they cannot féel; t
they have féet but they cannot walk. *
They make no sound from their throats.
8  Their mékers will come to be like them, *
as will all who trast in thém.

9 House of Israel, trust in the LORD; *
hé is their hélp and their shield.

10  House of Aaron, trast in the LORD; *
hé is their hélp and their shield.

11  Those who féar the LORD, trust in the LORD; *
hé is their hélp and their shield.

12 The LorD remémbers us, an’d hé will bléss us; *
he will bléss the héuse of Igrael.
He will bléss the house of Aaron.

13 He will bléss those who féar the LorD, *
the little no léss than the greéat.

14 To yéu may the LORD grant increase, *
to yéu and all your children.

15 May you be blést by the L6rD, *
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the méker of héaven and éarth.
The héavens, the héavens beldng to the L6rD, *
but to the children of mén, he has given the éarth.

The déad shall not préise the LorD, *

nor thdse who go doéwn into the silence.
But wé who live bless the LOrD *

both now and forévermore.

Alleluial



I Inclinavit Dominus (AM-11 77, Monday: Vespers) Ps 116:2
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The Lord * has turned his earto me.

Psalm 116A (114:1-9;115) Dilexi, quoniam exaudiet Dominus

1 I 16ve the LoRrD, for he has héard
my véice, my appéal; *
2 for he has tarned his éar to mé

whenéver | call.

3 They surréunded me, the snares of déath; T
the anguish of the grave has féund me; *
anguish and sorrow | féund.
4 I célled on the name of the LoRD: *
“Deliver my séul, O L6rD!”

5  How grécious is the L6RrD, and jast; *
our God has compassion.

6  The LOrD protécts the simple; *
I was brought 16w, and he saved me.

7 Turn back, my soul, to your rést, *

for the LORD has been goéod to you;
8  he has képt my soul from déath, *

my eyes from téars, and my féet from stimbling.
9 I will wélk in the présence of the LORD *

in the 1and of the living.



VIl g Credidi, propter (AM-I1 78, Monday: Vespers) Ps 116:10
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| trust- ed, *ev-enwhen |  said. Do not repeat in psalm.

Psalm 116B (115:10-19)

10 I trasted, éven when I séid, t
“l am sorely afflicted,” *
11 and when | said in my alarm,
“These péople are all liars.”

12 HOw can I repay the LORD *
for all his gbodness to me?
13  The clp of salvétion I will réise; *
I will call on the name of the LORD.

14 My vows to the LorD | will fulfill *
before all his péople.

15 How précious in the éyes of the LOrRD *
is the déath of his faithful.

16 Your sérvant, LORD, your sérvant am I, *
the son of your handmaid;
you have léosened my bonds.

17  Athanksgiving sacrifice | make; *
I will céll on the name of the LORD.

18 My vows to the LorD | will fulfill *
before all his péople,

19 inthe courts of the house of the LorD, *
in your midst, O Jerusalem.

Alleluial



E Laudate Dominum (PM 314, Monday: Vespers) Ps 117:1
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O praise the Lord, * all you na- tions. Do not repeat in psalm.
Psalm 117 (116) Laudate Dominum, omnes gentes

1 O praise the LORD, all you nations; *
acclaim him, all you péoples!

2  For his mérciful I16ve has prevailed over Us; *
and the LorD’s faithfulness endlres foréver.

Alleluial



VIl g Dextera Domini (PM 69, Sunday: Lauds) Ps 118:15,16
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The Lord’s right hand * has done migh-ty deeds;
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His righthand is ex- alt- ed!

Psalm 118 (117) Confitemini Domino, quoniam bonus

1 Give préise to the LorD, for he is goéod; *
his mércy enddres forever.

2 Letthe hduse of israel say, *
“His mércy endures foréver.”

3 Letthe house of Aaron say, *
“His mércy endures foréver.”

4 Letthose who féar the LORD say, *
“His mércy endures foréver.”

5 | célled to the LORD in my distréss; *
he has answered and fréed me.

6  The LorD is at my side; I do not féar. *
What can mankind do against me?

7 The LorD is at my side as my hélper; *
I shall 160k in triumph on my foes.

8 It is bétter to take réfuge in the LORD *
than to trast in méan;

9  itis bétter to take réfuge in the LOrRD *
than to trust in princes.

10 The nations all encircled mé; *

in the name of the LORD | cut them Off.
11  They encircled me all aréund; *

in the name of the LORD | cut them Off.

12  They encircled me about like bées; t
they blazed like a fire among thérns. *
In the ndme of the LORD | cut them oOff.

13 I 'was thrust down, thrust déwn and falling, *
but the LORD was my hélper.
14  The LO6RD is my stréngth and my song; *
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hé was my savior.

There are shouts of joy and salvation *
in the ténts of the just.

“The LoRD’s right hand has done mighty déeds; *
his right hand is exalted.
The LoRD’s right hand has done mighty déeds.”

| shall not die, I shall live *
and recéunt the déeds of the LORD.

The LORD pUnished me, panished me sevérely, *
but did n6t hand me Over to déath.

Open to mé the gates of justice: *
I will énter and thank the LORD.

This is the LORD’s own gate, *
where the jast énter.

I will thank you, for you have answered, *
and you are my savior.

The stone that the builders rejécted *
has become the cornerstone.

By the LORD has this been done, *
a marvel in our éyes.

This is the day the L6rRD has made; *
let us rejoice in it and be glad.

O Lorp, grant salvation; *
O LO6RrbD, grant succeéss.

Blést is hé who comes *
in the name of the LORD.

We bléss you from the house of the LOrD; *
the LORD is GOd, and has given us light.

Go forward in procéssion with branches, *
as far as the horns of the altar.

Yéu are my God, | praise you. *
My God, | exéalt you.

Give préise to the LoRrD, for he is good; *
his mércy enddres foréever.



VIl g Beati qui ambulant (AM-I1 207) Ps 119:1
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Bless- ed are those * who walk in your law, O Lord.

VIIl g Beati, qui scrutantur (AM-11 207) Ps 119:2
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Bless-ed are those * who  keep his  de- crees.

I1d  Deduc me (AM-I11 207) Ps 119:35
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Guide me, O Lord, *

.

in the path of your com-mands.

Vil a Inverbum tuum (AM-11 207) Ps 119:81
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I hope * inyour word, O Lord.

VIl g Adiuva me (AM-11 208) Ps 119:117
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Bear me up * and I shall be saved, O Lord.

VIl g Aspice in me (AM-I11 208) Ps 119:132
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Turnto me * in mer- cy,
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O Lord.

v Vide humilitatem (AM-11 208) Ps 119:153
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See my af-

flic- tion, O Lord, * and de- liv-er me.




la Fiat manus tua (AM-I1 208) Ps 119:173
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Let your hand, O Lord, *be rea-dy to helpme,//
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for | have cho- sen your pre- cepts.

Psalm 119 (118):1-8 Beati immaculati in via
Aleph

1  Blessed are thdse whose way is blameless, *
who walk in the 1aw of the LORD!

2  Blessed are thdse who kéep his decrées! *
With all their héarts they seek him.

3 They néver do anything évil, *
but walk in his ways.

4 YOu have laid down your précepts *
to be carefully képt.

5  May my ways be firm *
in kéeping your statutes.

6  Thén I shall n6t be put to shame *
as | obsérve all your commands.

7 I will thank you with an upright héart, *
as | léarn your just judgments.

8 1 will kéep your statutes; *
do not éver forséke me.

Psalm 119 (118):9-16 In quo corrigit adolescentior viam suam?
Beth

9  How shall a yéuth remain pure on his way? *
By obéying your word.

10 I have sought you with all my heart; *
let me not stray from your commaénds.

11 | tréasure your word in my héart, *
lest | sin against you.

12  Blést are you, O LORrD; *
téach me your statutes.
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With my lips have [ recéunted *
all the decrées of your mouth.

I rejoice in the way of your précepts, *
as though all riches were mine.

[ will ponder your précepts, *
and consider your paths.

| tdke delight in your statutes; *
I will nét forget your word.

Psalm 119 (118):17-24 Retribue servo tuo, vivificat me
Gimel
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24

Deal bountifully with your sérvant, *
that I may live and keep your word.
Open my éyes, that | may sée *
the wonders of your law.

[ am a pilgrim in the land; *
hide not your commands from mé.
My soul is consumed with I6nging *
at all times for your decrées.

You thréaten the préud, the accursed, *
who stray from your commands.

Frée me from scorn and contémpt, *
for | obsérve your decrées.

Though princes sit plétting against me, *
your servant pénders your statutes.
Sée, your decrées are my delight; *
your statutes are my counselors.

Psalm 119 (118):25-32 Adhaesit pavimento anima mea

Daleth

25 My soul holds féast to the dast; *
revive me by your word.

26 | declared my ways and you answered me; *
téach me your statutes.

27 Make me grasp the way of your précepts, *

28

29

and I will ponder your wonders.
My soul pines awdy with grief; *
by your word raise me up.

Kéep me from the way of falsehood; *



grant me mercy by your law.
30 I have chosen the way of faithfulness; *
your decrées | have uphéld.

31 I cling to your decrées, O LORD; *
let me ndt be put to shame.

32 1 will ran the way of your commands; *
you open wide my héart.

Psalm 119 (118):33-40 Legem pone mihi, Domine
He

33 LORD, téach me the way of your statutes, *
and I will kéep them to the énd.

34  Grant me insight that | may keep your law, *
and observe it wholehéartedly.

35 Guide me in the path of your commands, *
for in thém is my delight.

36 Bend my héart to your decrées, *
and not to wréngful gain.

37  Turn my éyes from géazing on vanities; *
in your way, give me life.

38  Fulfill your promise to your sérvant, *
that you may be revéred.

39  Tarn away the taunts I dréad, *
for your decrées are good.

40 Sée, | long for your precepts; *
give me life by your justice.

Psalm 119 (118):41-48 Et veniat super me misericordia tua
Vau

41 LORD, let your mércy come upén me, *
the salvation you have promised.

42 | shall answer thése who taunt me, *
for I trast in your word.

43  Never take the word of trath from my méuth, *
for 1 hope in your decrees.

44 | shall always kéep your law, *
foréver and éver.

45 | shall walk on a spéacious plain, *
for I seek your précepts.
46 1 will spéak of your decrées before kings, *



and not be abashed.

47  In your commands I have found my delight; *
thése | have loved.

48 | reach out to your commands, which | l16ve, *
and ponder your statutes.

Psalm 119 (118):49-56 Memor esto verbi tui servo tuo
Zayin

49  Remémber your word to your sérvant, *
by which you méade me hdpe.

50 This is my comfort in sérrow: *
that your promise gives me life.

51 Though the préud may utterly deride me, *
I do not tarn from your law.

52 When I remémber your judgments of old, *
thése, O LORD, consdle me.

53 | am séized with indignation at the wicked *
who forsake your law.

54 Your statutes have become my séng *
wheréver | dwéll.

55 | remémber your name in the nighttime, *
and | kéep your law.

56  This has béen my lét, *
for I have képt your précepts.

Psalm 119 (118):57-64 Portio mea, Domine
Heth

57 1 have séid, “O LORrD, my portion *
is to obéy your words.”

58  With all my héart I implore your favor; *
as with your prémise, have mércy.

59 [ have pondered my ways, *

and turned my stéps to your decrées.
60 | made haste; I did nét delay *

to obéy your commands.

61 Though the néts of the wicked ensnare me, *
your law | did nét forgét.

62 At midnight I will rise and thank you *
for your just decrées.



63 1am a friend of all who revére you, *
who kéep your précepts.

64 O Lorb, your mérciful l6ve fills the éarth. *
Téach me your statutes.

Psalm 119 (118):65-72 Bonitatem fecisti cum servo tuo
Teth

65 O LO6rD, you have been gbod to your sérvant, *
according to your word.

66 Téach me good judgment and knéwledge, *
for | trast in your commands.

67 Before | was humbled, | strayed, *
but néw | keep your word.

68 You are good, and you d6 what is good; *
téach me your statutes.

69 The &rrogant sméar me with lies; *

with all my héart | keep your précepts.
70  Their héart is dénse like fat, *

but your law is my delight.

71 It was good for mé to be hiumbled, *
that | might léarn your stétutes.

72 The law from your méuth means more to me *
than large quantities of silver and gold.

Psalm 119 (118):73-80 Manus tuae fecerunt me
Yod

73 It was your hands that made me and shaped me; *
grant me insight to léarn your commands.

74 Those who revére you see me and rejoice, *
for I trast in your word.

75 O Lorb, I know that your decrées are right; *
though I am hambled, you are just.

76  Let your mérciful 16ve console me *
by your promise to your sérvant.

77  Show me compéssion, that | may live, *
for your law is my delight.

78  Let the arrogant be shamed who defléct me with lies; *
as for mé, | will ponder your précepts.

79  Let those who féar you tdrn to mé, *
that they may know your decrees.



80 Let my héart be blameless in your statutes, *
that I may not be put to shame.

Psalm 119 (118):81-88 Defecit in salutare tuum anima mea
Caph

81 My soul yéarns for your salvation; *
I hope in your word.

82 My eyes yéarn to sée your promise. *
I ask, “Whén will you comfort me?”

83 1 am like a wineskin shriveled by smoke, *
yet | remémber your statutes.

84  How l6ng must your sérvant endure? *
Whén will you bring jadgment on my foes?

85  For mé the proud have dug pitfalls; *
they defy your law.

86  Your commands are all trie; then hélp me *
when lies oppréss me.

87  They have almost made an énd of me on éarth, *
yet | forsake not your précepts.

88  In your mérciful léve, give me life; *
I will obéy the decrées of your lips.

Psalm 119 (118):89-96 In aeternum, Domine
Lamed

89  Forever is your word, O LoOrD, *
standing firm in the héavens.

90 From age to age is your trath; *
like the éarth, it stands firm.

91 Your judgments endure to this day, *
for all things are your sérvants.

92 Had your law not béen my delight, *
I would have died in my affliction.

93 1 will néver forgét your précepts, *
for with thém you give me life.
94  Save me, | am yours, *
for | seek your précepts.

95 Though the wicked lie in wait to destrdy me, *
yet | ponder your decrées.

96 | have séen that all perféction has an énd, *
but your command is boundless.



Psalm 119 (118):97-104 Quomodo dilexi legem tuam, Domine!
Mem

97 O LO6rD, how I I6ve your law: *
my meditation all the day!

98 Your command makes me wiser than my foes, *
for it is with me always.

99 | have more insight than all who téach me, *
for | ponder your decreées.

100 I have gained more understanding than my élders, *
for | kéep your précepts.

101 | keep my féet from évery evil path, *
to obéy your word.

102 I have n6t turned away from your decrées, *
which you yoursélf have taught me.

103 How sweéet is your promise to my tongue, *
more than héney in the mouth.

104 1 gain understanding from your précepts, *
and so | héte all false ways.

Psalm 119 (118):105-112 Lucerna pedibus meis verbum tuum
Nun

105 Your word is a lamp for my féet, *
and a light for my path.

106 I have sworn an Oath and affirmed it, *
to obéy your just judgments.

107 1 am déeply afflicted, O LORD; *
by your word, give me life.

108 Accépt, LorD, my fréely offered homage, *
and téach me your decrees.

109 My life is in my hands at all times; *
I do not forget your law.

110 For me the wicked have sét a snare; *
yet | do not stray from your précepts.

111 Your decrées are my héritage foréver, *
the joy of my héart.

112 lincline my heart to carry out your statutes *
foréver, to the énd.



Psalm 119 (118):113-120 Iniquos odio habui
Samech

113 | detest those with a divided héart, *
but I I6ve your law.

114 You are my hiding place, my shield; *
I hépe in your word.

115 Depart from me, yéu who do évil; *
I will kéep my God’s commands.

116 Uphold me by your promise; I shall live. *
Let my hdpes not be in vain.

117 Bear me Up and I shall be saved, *
and ever muse on your statutes.

118 You spurn all who stray from your statutes; *
their canning is in vain.

119 You regard the wicked like drdss, *
so | 16ve your decrées.

120 My flesh trémbles in térror befére you; *
| féar your judgments.

Psalm 119 (118):121-128 Feci judicium et justitiam
Ayin

121 | have done what is jast and right; *
do not léave me to my fdes.

122 Guarantée the well-béing of your sérvant; *
let not the proud oppréss me.

123 My eyes grow weéary as | watch for your salvation, *
and for your prémise of justice.

124 Treat your sérvant with merciful love, *
and téach me your statutes.

125 | am your sérvant; give me understanding: *
then | shall know your decrees.

126 It is time for the LORD to act, *
for your law has been brdken.

127 That is why I 16ve your commands *
more than finest géld,

128 why I rale my life by your précepts, *
and héate false ways.



Psalm 119 (118):129-136 Mirabilia testimonia tua
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Your decrées are wonderful indéed; *
therefore my séul obéys them.

The unfolding of your word gives light, *
and understanding to the simple.

I have 6pened my méuth and I sigh, *
for | yéarn for your commands.
Tarn and have mércy on mé, *
as is your rule for those who love your name.

Let my stéps be guided by your prémise; *
may évil never rdle me.

Redéem me from man’s oppréssion, *
and | will kéep your précepts.

Let your face shine forth on your sérvant, *
and téach me your decrees.

My éyes shed streams of téars, *
because of those who have not kept your law.

Psalm 119 (118):137-144 Justus es, Domine
Tsade

137
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141

142

143

144

Yoéu are just, O LOrD; *
your judgments are Upright.

You have impdsed your decrées with jastice, *
and with utter fidélity.

I am constimed with zéal, *
for my foes forget your word.

Your promise has been thoroughly tésted, *
and it is cherished by your sérvant.

Although I am y6ung and despised, *
I do nét forget your précepts.

Your justice is justice foréver, *
and your law is trath.

Though anguish and distréss have found me, *
your commands are my delight.

Your decrées are foréver jast; *
give me insight, and I shall live.



Psalm 119 (118):145-152 Clamauvi in toto corde meo
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I call with all my héart; LORD, answer me. *
I will obsérve your statutes.

I call updn you; save me, *
and | will kéep your decrées.

| rise before dawn and cry for hélp; *
I have hoped in your word.

My éyes awaken before dawn, *
to ponder your promise.

In your mércy, héar my voice, O LORD; *
give me life by your decrées.

Those who pursuie me with malice draw néar; *
they are far from your law.

But you, O L6RD, are cldse; *
all your commands are trath.

From of éld | have kndéwn that your decrées *
are established foréver.

Psalm 119 (118):153-160 Vide humilitatem

Resh

153

154

155

156

157

158

159

160

Sée my affliction and deliver me, *
for 1 do not forget your law.

Uphold my cause and defénd me; *
by your promise, give me life.

Salvation is far from the wicked, *
who are héedless of your statutes.

NuUmberless, LORD, are your mercies; *
in your justice, give me life.

Though my fdes and oppréssors are countless, *
I have not swerved from your decrées.

I 160k at the faithless with disgust; *
they have not képt your word.

See how | 16ve your précepts, O LOrD! *
In your mércy, give me life.

Trath is the sim of your word; *
all your just jadgments are etérnal.



Psalm 119 (118):161-168 Principes persecuti sunt me gratis
Shin

161 Though princes oppréss me without cause, *
my heart revéres your word.

162 1 rejoice at your promise, *
like one who finds a great tréasure.

163 Falsehood I hate and detést, *
but I 16ve your law.

164 Séven times a day | préise you *
for your just decrees.

165 The lovers of your law have great péace; *
no stimbling block for thém.

166 | await your salvation, O LORD; *
I fulfill your commands.

167 My so6ul obéys your decrées, *
and loves them déarly.

168 | obéy your précepts and decrées; *
all my ways are before you.

Psalm 119 (118):169-176 Appropinquet deprecatio mea
Tau

169 Let my cry come before you, O LORD; *
give me insight by your word.

170 Let my pléading come before you; *
rescue me according to your promise.

171 My lips shall proclaim your préise, *
because you téach me your statutes.

172 My tongue will sing of your prémise, *
for your commands are just.

173 Let your hand be réady to hélp me, *
for | have chdsen your précepts.

174 1 have loénged for your salvation, O LORD, *
and your law is my delight.

175 My soul shall live and praise you. *
Your judgments give me hélp.

176 | have strayed like a shéep; seek your sérvant, *
for 1 d6 not forgét your commands.
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| call, *and the Lord an-swers me.

1 A Song of Ascents.

To the LORD in the hour of my distréss *
I c&ll—and he answers me.
2  “O LOrD, save my soul from lying lips, *
from the tongue of the decéitful.”

3 What should he give you, what repay you, *
O deceitful tongue?

4  The warrior’s arrows sharpened, *
with red-hot céals from the bréom tree!

5  Alas, that I live in Méshech, *
dwell among the ténts of Kédar!

6 [ have had enough of dwélling *
_ with thése who hate péace.
7 I am for péace, but when | spéak, *

théy are for war.



la Unde veniet (AM-11 220, Minor Hours) Ps 121:1
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From where * shall come my  help?
Psalm 121 (120) Levavi oculos meos in montes
1 A Song of Ascents.

I lift up my éyes to the mountains; *
from whére shall come my hélp?
2 My hélp shall come from the LorD, *
who made héaven and éarth.

3 He will kéep your foot from stimbling. *
Your guard will never slumber.

4 NO, he sléeps not nor slimbers, *
Israel’s guard.

5  The LORD your guard, the L6rRD your shade *
at your right hand.

6 By day the sun shall not smite you, *
nor the méon in the night.

7 The Lorp will guéard you from évil; *
he will guard your séul.

8  The Lorb will guard your gding and coming, *
both néw and foréver.



I g Indomum (AM-I11 221, Minor Hours) Ps 122:1
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Let us go *tothe house of the Lord.
Psalm 122 (121) Laetatus sum in his quae dicta sunt mihi
1 A Song of Ascents. Of David.

I rejoiced when they said to mé, *
“Let us go to the house of the LORD.”
2 And now our féet are standing *
within your géates, O Jerasalem.

3 Jerusalem is built as a city *
bonded as one togéther. *

4 Itis thére that the tribes go up, *
the tribes of the LORD.

For Israel’s witness it is *
to praise the name of the LORD.
5  There were set the thrones for jadgment, *
the thrones of the house of David.

6  For the péace of Jerusalem pray, *

“May they prosper, thése who I6ve you.”
7 May péace abide in your wélls, *

and security bé in your toéwers.

8  For the sake of my family and friends, *
let me say, “Péace upon you.”

9 For the sake of the house of the LorD, our God, *
I will séek good things for you.



VIl g Qui habitas (AM-11 222, Minor Hours) Ps 123:1,2
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Youwhodwell * in the hea- vens, show usyour mer- cy.

Psalm 123 (122) Ad te levavi oculos meos
1 A Song of Ascents.

To you have I lifted up my eyes, *
you who dwéll in the héavens.

2  Behold, like the éyes of slaves
on the hand of their lords, *
like the éyes of a servant
on the hand of her mistress,
SO our éyes are on the LOrD our God, *
till he show us his mércy.

3  Have meércy on us, LORD, have mércy. *
We are filled with contémpt.
4 Indéed, all too full is our soul
with the scdrn of the arrogant, *
the disdain of the proud.




I Adiutorium nostrum (AM-I1 223, Minor Hours) Ps 124:8
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Our help *is inthe name of the Lord.
Psalm 124 (123) Nisi quia Dominus erat in nobis
1 A Song of Ascents. Of David.

“If the LORD had not béen on our side,” *
let Israel say—
2  “If the LOorD had not béen on our side *
when péople rose agéinst us,
3 thén would they have swallowed us alive *
when their anger was kindled.

4 Thén would the waters have engulfed us, *
the torrent gone dver us;

5  over our héad would have swépt *
the raging waters.”

6  Bleést be the LOrD who did not give us *
a préy to their téeth!

7 Our life, like a bird, has escaped *
from the snére of the fowler.

Indéed, the snare has been broken, *
and wé have escaped.
8  Our hélp is in the ndme of the L6rD, *
who made héaven and éarth.



Va  Benefac, Domine (AM-I11 224, Minor Hours) Ps 125:4
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Do good, Lord, *tothe up-right of heart.

Psalm 125 (124) Qui confidunt in Domino
1 A Song of Ascents.

Those who put their trast in the LORD *
are like Mount Sion, that cannot be shaken,
that stands foréver.
2  JerGsalem! The méuntains surréund her; *
so the LORD surrounds his péople,
both néw and foréver.

3 For the scépter of the wicked shall not rest
over the l1and allétted to the just, *
for féar that the hands of the just
should tarn to évil.

4 Do good, LORD, to those who are good, *
to the Upright of heart;
5  but thése who turn to crooked ways— t
the LORrD will drive away with the wicked! *
On Israel, péace!
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[}
%}b*—'—‘tp—’?_hw:

We thought * we were dream-ing.

Psalm 126 (125) In convertendo Dominus captivitatem Sion

1

A Song of Ascents.

When the LORD brought back the éxiles of Sion, *
we théught we were dréaming.

Thén was our mduth filled with laughter; *
on our téngues, songs of jdy.

Then the nations themselves said, “What great déeds *
the LORD worked for thém!”

What great déeds the LorD worked for us! *
Indéed, we were glad.

Bring back our éxiles, O LORD, *
as stréams in the séuth.

Those who are sowing in téars *
will sing when they réap.

They go 6ut, they go oOut, full of téars, *
bearing séed for the séwing;

they come back, they come back with a song, *
béaring their shéaves.



I Nisi tu, Domine (AM-I1 225, Minor Hours) Ps 127:1
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If you, Lord *do  not guard us, invain our eyesstay a- wake.
Psalm 127 (126) Nisi Dominus adificaverit domum
1 A Song of Ascents. Of Solomon.

If the LORD does not build the hduse, *
in vain do its builders labor;

if the LORD does not guard the city, *
in vain does the guard keep watch.

2 In vain is your éarlier rising, *
your going later to reést,
you who to6il for the bréad you éat, *
when he pours gifts on his beloved while they slimber.

3 Yes, children are a gift from the LorD, *
a bléssing, the fruit of the wémb.

4 Indéed, the sons of youth *
are like &rrows in the hand of a wérrior.

5  Bléssed is the warrior *
who has filled his quiver with these arrows!
He will h&ve no cause for shame, *
when he dispdates with his foes in the gateways.




I1d  Beati omnes (AM-II 226, Minor Hours) Ps 128:1

)

Bless-ed are all *who fear the Lord. Do not repeat in psalm.

Psalm 128 (127) Beati omnes qui timent Dominum
1 A Song of Ascents.

Blessed are all who féar the LORD, *
and walk in his ways!
2 By the labor of your hands you shall éat. *
You will be bléssed and prosper.

3 Your wife like a fraitful vine
in the héart of your house; *
your children like shoéots of the olive
around your table.
4 Indéed thus shéll be bléssed *
the man who féars the LORD.

5  May the LOrD bléss you from Sion. *
May you sée Jerusalem prosper
all the days of your life!

6  May you sée your children’s children. *
On Israel, péace!



I1*d Saepe expugnaverunt (AM-I1 79, Monday: Vespers) Ps 129:1
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They have * pressed me  hard from my youth. Do not repeat in psalm.

Psalm 129 (128) Sape expugnaverunt me
1 A Song of Ascents.

“They have préssed me hard from my yéuth,” *
let Israel sing.
2  “They have préssed me hard from my yoéuth, *
but could néver overcome me.

3 The pléwmen plowed my back, *
drawing long farrows.

4  Yetthe LOrD, who is just, has destroyed *
the yoke of the wicked.”

5 Lét them be shamed and réuted, *
all thése who hate Sion!

6  Lét them be like grass on the roof, *
that withers befére it flowers.

7 With that no réaper fills his hands, *
no binder of shéaves his arms.
8  And thdse passing by will not say, T
“The bléssing of the LORD be upon you!” *
We bléss you in the name of the LORD!



VIl g De profundis (PM 318, Tuesday: Vespers) Ps 130:1
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Out of the depths*1 cry toyou, O Lord. Do not repeat in psalm.

Psalm 130 (129) De profundis clamavi
1 A Song of Ascents.

Out of the dépths I cry to you, O LorD; T
2  LORD, hear my véice! *
O lét your éars be attentive
to the séund of my pléadings.

3 If you, O LORD, should mérk iniquities, *
LORrD, who could stand?

4 But with you is found forgiveness, *
that you may be revéred.

5 I I6ng for you, O LorD, *
my soul 16ngs for his word.
6 My soul hépes in the LOrRD *
more than watchmen for daybreak.

More than watchmen for daybreak, *
7 let Israel hope for the LORD.
For with the LORD there is mércy, *
in him is pléntiful redémption.
8 Itis hé who will redéem Israel *
from all its iniquities.
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Speret Israel (AM-I1 98, Tuesday: Vespers) Ps 131:3
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O* lIs-ra- el, wait for the Lord.

Psalm 131 (130) Domine, non est exaltatum cor meum

1

A Song of Ascents. Of David.

O LORrD, my héart is not préud, *
nor haughty my éyes. *

I have not gone after things too gréat, *
nor marvels beyénd me.

Traly, | have sét my soul *
in tranquility and silence.
As a wéaned child on its mother, *
as a weaned child is my séul within me.

O Israel, wait for the LORD, *
both néw and foréver.



E Et omnis (AM-11 99, Tuesday: Vespers) Ps 132:1
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And all * the hardships he  endured.

Psalm 132 (131) Memento, Domine, David
1 A Song of Ascents.
O LorD, remémber David *
and all the hardships he endured,

2 the 6ath he swore to the LORD, *
his véw to the Stréng One of Jacob.

3 “I will not énter my héuse, *
nor go to the béd where | rést;
4 1 will give no sléep to my éyes, *

to my éyelids | will give no slumber,
5  till I find a place for the LorD, *
a dwélling for the Stréng One of Jacob.”

6 At Ephrata we héard of it; *
we found it in the plains of Yéarim.

7 “Letus go to the place of his dwélling; *
Iét us bow ddwn at his footstool.”

8  Go Up, LORD, to the place of your rést, *
you and the ark of your stréngth.

9  Your priests shall be cléthed with jastice; *
your faithful shall ring out their joy.

10 For the s&ke of David your sérvant, *
do not rejéct your andinted.

11 The L6rD swore an oath to David; *
he will n6t go back on his word:
“A son, the frait of your body, *
will I sét upon your thréne.

12 If your sons hold fast to my cévenant, t
and my laws that I have taught them, *
their séns, in tarn, shall sit
on your throne from age to age.”

13  For the L6RD has chosen Sion; *
hé has desired it for his dwélling:
14 *“This is my résting place from age to age; *
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hére have | chdsen to dwéll.

I will gréatly bléss her préduce; *
I will fill her p6or with bréad.

I will cl6the her priests with salvation, *
and her faithful shall ring out their joy.

I will make a stock sprout up for David; *
I will prepére a ldamp for my andinted.

I will cover his énemies with shame, *
but on him my créwn shall shine.”



la Habitare fratres (AM-I1 100, Tuesday: Vespers) Ps 133:1
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Bro-thers live *in un- i- ty.

Psalm 133 (132) Ecce, quam bonum et quam jucundum!
1 A Song of Ascents. Of David.

How gdod and how pléasant it is, *
when brothers live in Gnity!

2 ltis like précious 6il upon the héad, *
running déwn upon the béard,
running déwn upon Aaron’s béard, *
upon the collar of his rébes;

3 Like the déw of Hérmon, which runs déwn *
on the méuntains of Sion.
For thére the LORD bestows his bléssing: *
life foréver.



Dd In noctibus (PM 355, Compline) Ps 134:1

o) ;
Y

W‘ %"" | . m—

In the night * bless the Lord.

Psalm 134 (133) Ecce nunc benedicite Dominum
1 A Song of Ascents.

O come, bléss the LORD, *
all you sérvants of the LOrD,
who stand by night in the courts *
of the hduse of the LORD.
2  Lift up your hands to the hély place, *
and bléss the LORD.

3 May the L6OrD bléss you from Sion, *
he who made both héaven and éarth.




I11'g Omnia quaecumque (AM-I1 117, Wednesday: Vespers) Ps 135:6
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The Lord does * what- ev-er he wills.
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Al-le- lu- ia, * al-le- lu- 1ia, al-le- lu-ia.
Psalm 135 (134) Laudate Nomen Domini
1 Alleluia!

Praise the name of the LORD; *
praise him, sérvants of the LORD,
2 who stand in the héuse of the LORrD, *
in the courts of the héuse of our Gbd.

3 Praise the L6rD, for the LORD is good. *

Sing a psalm to his ndme, for this is our delight.
4 Forthe LORD has chosen Jacob for himsélf, *

and Israel as his tréasured posséssion.

5  For | knéw that the LORD is gréat, *
that our LORD is high above all gods.
6  The LoRrD does whatéver he wills,
in héaven, and on éarth, *
in the séas, and in all the dépths.

7 He summons cléuds from the énds of the éarth, T
makes lightning produce the rain; *
from his tréasuries he sénds forth the wind.
8  The firstborn of the Egyptians he smote, *
of méan and béast alike.
9  He sent signs and wonders in your midst, O Egypt, *
against Pharaoh and all his sérvants.
10 Nations in great numbers he strack, *
and kings in their might he sléw:

11  Sihon, king of the Amorites,
Og, the king of Bashan, *
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and all the kingdoms of Céanaan.
Their land he gave as a héritage, *
a héritage to Israel, his péople.

LoRrD, your ndme stands foréver, *
your renéwn, LORD, from age to age.
For the LORD does justice for his péople *
and takes pity on his sérvants.

Pagan idols are silver and gold, *
the woérk of human hands.

They have moéuths but they do not spéak; *
they have éyes but they dé not sée.

They have éars but they dé not héar; *
there is néver a bréath on their lips.

Their makers will come to be like thém, *
and so will all who trast in them!

House of israel, bléss the LorD! *

House of Aaron, bléss the LORD!
House of Lévi, bléss the LORD! *

You who féar the LORD, bléss the LORD!
From Sion may the LORD be blést, *

hé who dwélls in JerGsalem!

Alleluia!



I11'g  Quoniam in aeternum (AM-I1 119, Wednesday: Vespers) Ps 136:1
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For hismer- cy* en- dures for- ev- er.

Psalm 136 (135) Confitemini Domino, quoniam bonus

1 O give thanks to the L6rRD, for he is good, *
for his mércy endures foréver.

2  Give thanks to the Géd of gads, *
for his mércy endures foréver.

3 Give thanks to the LoOrD of 16rds, *
for his mércy endures foréver;

4 Who aléne has wrought marvelous works, *
for his mércy endures foréver;

5  who in wisdom méde the héavens, *
for his mércy endures foréver;

6  who spréad the éarth on the waters, *
for his mércy enddres foréver.

7 It was he who méde the great lights, *
for his mércy endures foréver;

8  thesuntorale in the day, *
for his mércy endures foréver;

9  the moon and the stars in the night, *
for his mércy endures foréver.

10 The firstbérn of the Egyptians he smote, *
for his mércy enddres foréver.

11  He brought Israel 6ut from their midst, *
for his mércy endures foréver;

12 with mighty hand and Outstretched &rm, *
for his mércy enddres foréver.

13  The Réd Sea he divided in two, *
for his mércy endures foréver;

14 he made israel pass through the midst, *
for his mércy endures foréver;

15 he flung Pharaoh and his force in the Réd Sea, *
for his mércy endures foréver.

16  Through the désert his péople he 1éd, *
for his mércy enddres foréver.

17  Nations in their gréatness he strack, *
for his mércy enddres foréver.
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Kings in their spléndor he sléw, *
for his mércy endures foréver:

Sihon, king of the Amorites, *
for his mércy endures foréver;

and Og, the king of Béashan, *
for his mércy endures foréver.

He gave their land as a héritage, *
for his mércy endures foréver;

a héritage for Israel, his sérvant, *
for his mércy enddres foréver.

He remémbered us in 6ur distréss, *
for his mércy enddres foréver.

And he snatched us away from our fées, *
for his mércy endures foréver.

He gives food to all living créatures, *
for his mércy endures foréver.

To the Gdd of héaven give thanks, *
for his mércy endures foréver.



VIl g Hymnum cantate (AM-11 121, Wednesday: Vespers) Ps 137:3
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Singto us* one of Si- on’ssongs.
Psalm 137 (136) Super flumina Babylones illic sedimus

1 By therivers of Babylon
thére we sat and wépt, *
remembering Sion;
2 onthe poplars that gréw there *
we hing up our harps.

3 For it was thére that they asked us,
our captors, for séngs, *
our oppréssors, for joy.
“Sing to us,” they said, *
“one of Sion’s songs.”

4 O héw could we sing
the song of the LORD *
on foreign s6il?
5  If I forgét you, Jertsalem, *
let my right hand wither!

6 O Ilét mytongue
cléave to my palate *
if I remémber you nét,
if 1 prize not JerGsalem *
as the first of my joys!

7 Remémber, O LORD, *
against the children of Edom
the day of Jerusalem,
when they séid, “Tear it down! *
Tear it down to its foundéations!”

8 O daughter Babylon, destrdyer, *
bléssed whoéver repays you
the payment you paid to us!

9  Blessed whoéver grasps and shatters *
your children on the rock!



V a2 In conspectus angelorum (AM-I1 122, Wednesday: Vespers) Ps 138:1
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In the pre-sence * of the  an-gels | praise you, O God.

Psalm 138 (137) Confitebor tibi, Domine, in toto corde meo
1  Of David.

I thank you, LORD, with all my heart; *
you have héard the words of my mouth.
In the présence of the angels I praise you. *
2 I bow déwn toward your holy témple.

I give thanks to your name t
for your mérciful 16ve and your faithfulness. *
You have exalted your ndme over all.
3 Onthe day I célled, you answered me; *
you incréased the stréngth of my soul.

4 All earth’s kings shall thank you, O L6rD, *
when they hear the wdrds of your mouth.

5  They shall sing of the wéys of the LorD, *
“How gréat is the glory of the LOrD!”

6  The LorbD is high, yet he 160ks on the lowly, *
and the hdughty he knéws from afér.
7 You give me life though I walk amid affliction; *
you strétch out your hand against the anger of my foes.

With yéur right hand you save me; *
8 the LOrD will accomplish this for mé.
O Lorp, your merciful 16ve is etérnal; *
discard not the wark of your hands.



I1lg Domine, probasti me (AM-11 141, Thursday: Vespers) Ps 139:1
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O Lord, you * search me and you know me. Do not repeat in psalm.
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Al-le- lu- ia, * al-le- lu- ia, al-le- lu- ia.
Psalm 139 (138) Domine, probasti me, et cognovisti me
1 For the Choirmaster. Of David. A Psalm.

O LO6RrD, you séarch me and you knéw me. *
2 You yourself know my résting and my rising;
you discérn my thoughts from afar.
3 You mark when | walk or lie down; *
you knéw all my wéys through and thréugh.

4  Before éver a word is on my téngue, *
you know it, O LoOrp, through and through.
5  Behind and before, you besiege me, *
your hand ever laid upon me.
6  Too wdnderful for mé, this knowledge; *
too high, beyond my réach.

7 O whére can | g6 from your spirit, *
or whére can | flée from your face?

8 If I climb the héavens, you are thére. *
If I lie in the gréave, you are thére.

9 If | tAke the wings of the dawn *
or dwell at the séa’s furthest end,

10 even thére your hand would léad me; *
your right hand would héld me fast.

11 If I say, “Let the darkness hide me *
and the light aréund me be night,”

12 even darkness is not dark to you, T
the night shall be as bright as day, *
and darkness the same as the light.
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For it was you who formed my inmost béing, *
knit me togéther in my mother’s womb.

| thank you who wonderfully made me; *
how wonderful are your works,
which my séul knows wéll!

My frame was not hidden from you, *
when [ was being fashioned in secret
and molded in the dépths of the éarth.

Your éyes saw me yét unférmed; t
and all days are recdrded in your book, *
formed before dne of them came into being.

To me how précious your thoughts, O God; *
how gréat is the sim of thém!

If I count them, they are more than the sand; *
at the énd | am still at your side.

O Gad, that you would slay the wicked, *
that men of bl6od would depart from mé!
With decéit they rebél against you, *
and sét your designs at naught.

Do I not hate thése who hate you, *
abhor those who rise against you?

| hate them with a pérfect hate, *
and théy are fées to mé.

O séarch me, God, and know my héart. *
O tést me, and knéw my théughts.

Sée that my péth is not wicked, *
and léad me in the way everlasting.



IV g Aviroiniquo (AM-II 143, Thursday: Vespers) Ps 140:5
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Fromthe vi- o-lent* keep me safe, O Lord.
Psalm 140 (139) Eripe me, Domine, ab homine malo
1 For the Choirmaster. A Psalm of David.

2  Réscue me, LOrD, from evil man; *
from the violent man kéep me séafe,

3  from thése who plan évil in their héarts, *
and stir up strife every day;

4 who sharpen their tongue like an adder’s, *
with the poison of viper on their lips.

5  LORD, guard me from the hands of the wicked; t
from the violent kéep me safe; *
they plan to make me stimble.
6  The préud have hidden a trap, T
have spréad out lines in a nét, *
set snares across my path.

7 I have said to the LORD, “You are my God.” *
Give ear, O LO6RbD, to the cry of my appéal!

8  LoRrD, my LOrD, my mighty heélp, *
you shield my héad in the battle.

9 Do not grant, O LoRD, the wicked their desire, *
nor lét their pléts succéed.

10  Those surrounding me lift up their héads. *

Let the mélice of their spéech overwhélm them.
11  Let coals of fire rain updn them. *

Let them be flang in the abyss, no more to rise.
12  Let the slanderer not endure upon the éarth. *

Let évil quickly trap the violent!

13 I know the LorD will avénge the poor, *
that hé will do justice for the néedy.

14 Truly the jast will give thanks to your name; *
the Gpright shall live in your présence.



VIl g Domine, clamavi (AM-I1 144, Thursday: Vespers) Ps 141:1
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O Lord, * I call to you, lis-tento me.
Psalm 141 (140) Domine, clamavi ad te, exaudi me
1 A Psalm of David.

I have called to you, LORD; hasten to hélp me! *
Héar my vdice when | cry to you.
2  Let my prayer be accépted as incense before you, *
the réising of my hands like an évening oblation.

3  Sét, O Lorp, a guard on my moéuth; *
keep watch at the door of my lips!

4 Do not turn my héart to things that are évil, *
to wicked déeds with thdse who are sinners.

Néver allébw me to share in their féasting. *
5 If a gbod man strikes me it is kindness;
but let the 6il of the wicked not andint my héad. *
Let my prayer be éver against their malice.

6 If they fall into the mérciless hands of their judges, *
they will grasp how kind are my words.

7 Asclods of éarth plowed up on the gréund, *
so their bénes were stréwn at the mouth of the grave.

8  Toyou my éyes are turned, O LO6rRD, my LORD. *
In you I take réfuge; spare my séul!

9  From the trap they have laid for me, kéep me safe; *
kéep me from the snares of those who do évil.

10  Let the wicked togéther fall into their traps, *
while I pursie my way unharmed.



VIl g Portio mea (AM-I1 163, Friday: Vespers) Ps 142:6
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You are my re- fuge, O Lord, * my por-tion in the land of the liv- ing.

Paschal season

VIl g (AM-I1 163, Friday: Vespers)

) \

G ® " es oo o0 ..,

D)

Al-le- lu- ia, *al-le-Ilu- ia, al-le- lu- ia.

Psalm 142 (141) Voce mea ad Dominum clamavi

1 A Maskil of David when he was in the cave.
A Prayer.

2 With all my véice I cry to the LORD; *
with all my voice | entréat the LORD.

3 | péur out my trouble before him; *
I téll him &ll my distréss

4 while my spirit faints within me. *
But yéu, O LORrD, know my péth.

On the way where [ shall walk, *
they have hidden a snare to entrap me.
5  Lo6ok on my right hand and sée: *
there is n6 one who pays me héed.
No escape remains 6pen to mé; *
no one cares for my soul.

6 Toybulcry, O LORD. *

I have said, “Yéu are my réfuge,

my pértion in the land of the living.”
7  Listen, thén, to my cry, *

for [ am brought down very 16w.

Réscue me from those who pursie me, *
for théy are stronger than .
8  Bring my soul out of prison,
and I shall give thanks to your name. *
Aréund me the just will assémble,
because of your gbodness to mé.




VIl g In veritate tua (AM-I11 171, Saturday: Lauds) Ps 143:1
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You are faithful, O Lord, * give an-swer.
Psalm 143 (142) Domine, exaudi orationem meam
1 A Psalm of David.

O LORp, listen to my prayer; t
tarn your éar to my appéal. *
You are faithful, you are just; give answer.
2 Do not céll your sérvant to judgment, *
for in your sight no one living is jastified.

3 The énemy pursues my soul; *
he has crushed my life to the gréund.
He has made me dwéll in darkness, *
like the déad, 16ng forgodtten.
4 Thérefore my spirit fails; *
my héart is désolate within me.

5 I remémber the days that are past; t
| ponder all your works. *
I mase on what your hand has wréught,
6  andto ydu I strétch out my hands. *
Like a parched land my séul thirsts for you.

7 O Lorbp, make héste and answer mé, *
for my spirit fails within me.
Do not hide your face from mé,
lest I becdme like those *
who go doéwn into the grave.

8 In the mérning, let me knéw your loving mércy, *
for in you I place my trast.
Make me kndw the way | should walk; *
to you 1 lift up my soul.

9  Réscue me, O L6ORrD, from my fées; *
to you have | fléd for réfuge.
10 Téach me to do your will, *
for yéu are my Gad.
Lét your good spirit guide me *
upon gréund that is lével.



11 LoRD, save my life for the sake of your name; *
in your justice, Iéad my soul out of distréss.
12 In your mércy make an énd of my foées; 1
destroy all those who oppréss my séul, *
for [ am your sérvant.



VIf Benedictus Dominus (AM-I11 164, Friday: Vespers) Ps 144:1
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Blest be *the Lord my God.
Psalm 144 (143) Benedictus Dominus Deus meus
1  Of David.

Blest be the LOrRD, my rock, *
who trdins my hands for battle, *
who prepares my fingers for war.

2 Heis my mérciful I6ve, my fortress; *
hé is my stronghold, my savior,
my shield in whom | take réfuge. *
He brings péoples Gnder my rale.

3 LORrD, what is man that you regérd him, *
the son of man that you kéep him in mind,
4 man who is merely a bréath, *
whose days are like a passing shadow?

5  Lower your héavens, O LORrDb, and come down. *
Touch the mountains; wréathe them in smoke.
6  Flash your lightnings; réut the foe. *
Shoot your arrows, and pat them to flight.

7 Reach déwn with your hand from on high; *
rescue me, save me from the mighty waters,
from the hands of féreign foes

8  whose mduths speak only émptiness, *
whose hands are raised in perjury.

9  Toyou, O God, will I sing a new song; *
I will play on the tén-stringed harp

10 to you who give kings their victory, *
who set David your sérvant free
from the évil sword.

11 Rescue me, frée me from the hands of foreign fées, *
whose mouths speak only émptiness, *
whose right hands are réised in pérjury.

12 Let our sons then flourish like saplings,
grown tall and strong from their youth; *



our daughters graceful as columns,
as though they were carved for a palace.

13  Let our barns be filled to overflowing *
with crops of évery kind,;
our shéep incréasing by théusands,
téns of thousands in our fields, *
14 our cattle héavy with yéung.

No rained wall, no éxile, *
no séund of wéeping in our stréets.
15 Blessed the péople of whom this is trde; *
blessed the péople whose God is the LORD!



VIl g Per singulos (AM-I1 165, Friday: Vespers) Ps 145:2
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I will bless you, * O Lord, day af-ter day.

VIl ¢ Regnum tuum (AM-I1 22, Sunday: | Vespers) Ps 145:13
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Your kingdom, O Lord, is an ev- er-last- ing kingdom.
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Al-le- lu- ia, * al- le- lu- ia, al- le-
Psalm 145 (144) Exaltabo te, Deus meus rex
1  Praise. Of David.

I will extdl you, my God and king, *
and bless your ndme foréver and éver.

2 I will bléss you day after day, *
and praise your name foréver and éver.

3 The Lorb is gréat and highly to be préised; *
his gréatness cannot be méasured.

4 Age to age shall proclaim your works, *
shall declare your mighty déeds.

5  They will téll of your great glory and spléndor, *
and recéunt your wonderful works.

6  They will spéak of your &wesome déeds, *
recount your gréatness and might.

7 They will recéll your abdndant géodness, *
and sing of your just déeds with joy.

8  The Lorb is kind and fall of compassion, *
slow to &nger, abounding in mércy.
9  How gbod is the L6rD to all, *

lu- ia.
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compassionate to all his créatures.

All your works shall thank you, O L6RD, *
and all your faithful ones bléss you.

They shall spéak of the glory of your réign, *
and declare your mighty déeds,

To make known your might to the children of mén, *
and the glorious spléndor of your réign.

Your kingdom is an éverlasting kingdom; *
your rule endures for &ll generations.

The Loro is faithful in all his words, *
and holy in all his déeds.

The LoOrD suppérts all who fall, *
and raises up all who are bowed down.

The éyes of all look to you, *

and you give them their féod in due séason.
You 6pen your hand and satisfy *

the desire of every living thing.

The LorD is just in all his ways, *
and holy in all his déeds.

The LorbD is cldse to all who call him,
who call on him in trath.

He fulfills the desires of those who féar him; *
héars their cry and he saves them.

The LORD keeps watch over all who l6ve him; *
the wicked he will utterly destroy.

Let my mouth speak the praise of the LOrRD; *
let all flésh bless his holy name
foréver, for &ges unénding.



IV*  Laudabo Deum (AM-II 24, Sunday I: Vespers) Ps 146:2
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I will praise * the Lord all my life.

Psalm 146 (145) Lauda, anima mea, Dominum
1 Alleluial

My soul, give praise to the LOrRD; *
2 I will praise the Lorp all my life,
sing praise to my God while I live.

3 Puatnotrastin princes, *
in mortal méan who cannot save.

4 Take their bréath, they retdrn to the éarth, *
and their plans that day come to néthing.

5  Blessed is hé who is hélped by Jacob’s God, *
whose hope is in the LORD his God,
6  who méade the héavens and the éarth, *
the séas and all they contain,
who presérves fidélity foréver, *
7 who does justice to thdse who are oppréssed.

It is hé who gives bréad to the hungry, *
the LORD who sets prisoners frée,
8  the LorD who dpens the éyes of the blind, *
the LORD who raises up thdse who are bowed déwn.

It is the LORrRD who loves the just, *
9 the LORD who protécts the stranger
and uphélds the érphan and the widow, *
but thwarts the path of the wicked.
10 The Lo6rD will réign foréver, *
the God of Sion from age to age.

Alleluial



VIl g Deo nostro (AM-I1 25, Sunday I: Vespers) Ps 147:1
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How plea- sant * it is to chant fit-ting praise to our God.
Psalm 147A (146:1-11) Laudate Dominum, quoniam bonus
Alleluia!

1 How good to sing psalms to our God; *
how pléasant to chant fitting praise!

2  The L6rD builds Gp Jertsalem *
and brings back Israel’s éxiles;

3 he héals the brokenhéarted; *
he binds up all their wounds.

4 He counts out the number of the stars; *
he calls each one by its name.

5  Our Lo6rb is gréat and almighty; *

his wisdom can néver be méasured.
6  The Lorp lifts up the lowly; *

he casts down the wicked to the gréund.
7 Osing to the LORD, giving thanks; *

sing psalms to our God with the harp.

8  He cdvers the héavens with clouds; *
he prepares the rain for the éarth,
making moéuntains sprout with grass, *
and plants to serve human néeds.
9  He provides the céattle with their food, *
and young ravens that call upon him.

10 His delight is ndt in horses, *
nor his pléasure in a warrior’s stréngth.

11  The LorD delights in thdse who revére him, *
those who wait for his mérciful 16ve.



E Lauda, lerusalem (AM-I1 26, Sunday I: Vespers) Ps 147:12
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O Je- ru-sa-lem, * glo- ri- fy the Lord! Do not repeat in psalm.

Psalm 147B (147) Lauda, Hierusalem

12 O Jerusalem, glorify the LORD! *
O Sion, praise your God!
13 He has stréngthened the bars of your gates; *
he has bléssed your children within you.
14 He established péace on your borders; *
he gives you your fill of finest whéat.

15 He sénds out his wérd to the éarth, *
and swiftly rans his command.

16  He showers down snow like wool; *
he scatters héarfrost like ashes.

17  He hdrls down hailstones like crumbs; *
befdre such cold, who can stand?

18 He sénds forth his word and it mélts them; *
at the bléwing of his bréath the waters flow.

19  He reveals his word to Jacob; *
to Israel, his decrées and judgments.

20  He has not dealt thas with other nations; *
he has not taught them his judgments.

Alleluial




Dg (AM-II 39, Sunday: Lauds, Psalms 148-150)
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Al-le- lu- ia, *al- le-lu-ia, al- le-Ilu- ia.

VIl g (AM-I1 39, Sunday: Lauds in Easter, Psalms 148-150)
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Al-le-lu- ia, al- le-lu- ia, * al-le- lu- ia, al-le-lu- ia, al-le-
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al-le- lu- ia, al-le- lu- ia, al-le- lu- ia, al- le-lu- ia.
Psalm 148 Laudate Dominum, de calis
1 Alleluial

Préise the L6RrRD from the héavens; *
praise him in the héights.
2  Préaise him, all his angels; *
praise him, all his hosts.
3 Praise him, sun and moon; *
praise him, all shining stars.

4 Praise him, highest héavens, *
and the waters abdve the héavens.

5 Let them préise the name of the LORD. *
He commanded: théy were created.

6  He established them foréver and éver, *
gave a law which shall nét pass away.

7 Praise the LO6rD from the éarth, *

sea créatures and all 6cean dépths,
8 fire and hail, snéw and mist, *

stormy winds that fulfill his command,;
9 Moéuntains and all hills, *

fruit trees and all cédars,

10 béasts, both wild and tame, *
réptiles and birds on the wing;

11 Kings of the éarth and all péoples, *
princes and all judges of the éarth,



12
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young mén and maidens as wéll, *
the old and the yéung togéther.

Let them préise the name of the LORD, *
for his ndme alone is exalted,
his spléndor above héaven and éarth.
He exalts the stréngth of his péople. *
He is the préaise of all his faithful,
the praise of the children of israel, *
of the péople to whom he is clése.

Alleluial



VIl ¢ Filii Sion (PM 78, Sunday: Lauds) Ps 149:2
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Let Si- on’schild- ren * ex-ult

in their King.

VIl a Beneplacitum est Domino (PM 78, Sunday: Lauds) Ps 149:4

A!: | .
\;)V @ @ —¢
The Lord takesde- light * in his  peo- ple;
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he crownsthe  poor with sal- va- tion.

Psalm 149 Cantate Domino canticum novum

1 Alleluial

Sing a new song to the LORD, *

his praise in the assémbly of the faithful.

2 Let israel rejoice in its Méker; *

let Sion’s children exdlt in their king.
3 Let them préise his ndme with dancing, *
and make music with timbrel and harp.

4 For the LoORD takes delight in his people; *

he crowns the poor with salvation.
5 Let the faithful exdlt in glory, *
and rejoice as they take their rést.

6  Let the praise of God be in their méuths *
and a twé-edged sword in their hand,

7  To déal out véngeance to the nations *

and panishment upon the péoples;
8  to bind their kings in chains *

and their ndbles in fétters of iron;
9  tocarry out the judgment decréed. *

This is an hénor for all his faithful.

Alleluia!




Psalm 150 Laudate Dominum in sanctis ejus
1 Alleluia!

Praise Gdd in his hély place; *
praise him in his mighty firmament.
2  Praise him for his péwerful déeds; *
praise him for his béundless grandeur.
3 O préise him with séund of trampet; *
praise him with lute and harp.

4 Praise him with timbrel and dance; *
praise him with strings and pipes.

5 O praise him with resounding cymbals; *
praise him with clashing of cymbals.

6  Let everything that bréathes *
praise the LORD!

Alleluia!



Antiphons of the Paschal Season

Cc2 (PM 67, Sunday in the Year and of Easter: Lauds)
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Al-le- lu- ia, * al-le- lu- ia.

Dg (PM 76, Sunday: Lauds, Psalms 148-150)
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Al-le- lu- ia, *al- le- lu-ia, al- le- lu-ia.
VIf (PM 110, Monday of Easter: Lauds, Psalm 51)
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Al-le- lu- ia, *al-le-lu- ia, al-le-lu- ia.

IV*  (PM 136, Tuesday of Easter: Lauds, Psalm 51)
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Al-le- lu- ia, *al-le-lu- ia, al-le-lu- ia.

Vila (PM 165, Wednesday of Easter: Lauds, Psalm 51)
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Al-le- lu- ia, * al-le- lu-ia, al- le- lu- ia.

VIIl g (PM 195, Thursday of Easter: Lauds, Psalm 51)
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Al-le- lu- ia, *al- le-lu- ia, al-le- lu-ia.



la (PM 223, Friday of Easter: Lauds, Psalm 51)
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Al-le- lu- ia, * al-le-lu- ia, al- le- lu-ia.

IV*  (PM 254, Saturday of Easter: Lauds, Psalm 51)
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Al-le- lu- ia, *al-le- lu- ia, al-le- lu-ia.

VIl c2 (PM 302, Sunday of Easter: Vespers, all psalms)
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Al-le-lu- ia, *al- le- lu- ia, al- le- lu- ia.

Dd (PM 309, Monday of Easter: Vespers, all psalms)
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Al-le- lu- ia, *al- le-lu- ia, al- le- lu-ia.
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VIl g (PM 318, Tuesday of Easter: Vespers, all psalms)
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Al-le- lu- ia, *al-le- lu-ia, al-le- lu-ia.

g (PM 324, Wednesday of Easter: Vespers, all psalms)
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Al-le- lu- ia, * al-le- lu- ia, al-le- Ilu- ia.

Ilg (PM 333, Thursday of Easter: Vespers, all psalms)
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Al-le- lu- ia, * al-le- lu- ia, al-le- Ilu- ia.



VIIl g (PM 340, Friday of Easter: Vespers, all psalms)
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Al-le- lu- ia, *al-le-lu-ia, al-le- lu-ia.

VIl ¢ (PM 346, Sunday of Easter: | Vespers, all psalms)

Al-le- lu- ia, * al- le- lu- ia, al- le- lu- ia.



PSALM TONES

TONE I

a2

d3

o

> Qf:) 7:) Q,E:)
o
)

> C,? > G,f > tﬂ:>

@)@ g2 @—o—.—o—«a—o!

g3

The mediation consists of two melodic accents; all the endings have one accent with two
preparatory syllables.

TONE 11
A !
A ' i
W
)
A
d @—m o oo s

The mediation and ending both consist of one accent, the ending with one preparatory syllable.



TONE II*
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The mediation consists of one accent with two preparatory syllables; the endings have one accent with three
preparatory syllables, except ending c (or f), in which the tenor continues until the accent, without
preparatory syllables.

TONE I
H .
]l T =
Q) T
H H
y, G we” e oo e e o
a i
D) D)
H H
@mﬁ PP -~ a2 m:
9 D) D)
All the closing phrases consist of two accents.
TONE IV
H .
]l T }
J
H H
Y )7
3 W * o o® e @ o] e  —
J 9 J
H
Y
e M,‘ —
Q) v

The mediation consists of one accent with two preparatory syllables; the endings have one accent with three
preparatory syllables, except ending g, in which the tenor continues until the accent, without preparatory
syllables.

The psalm tone formerly called “Mode 1V Alternate” is now sung as Tone I1*.



TONE IV*

e B oo oo,

Q) A\ v
The mediation consists of one accent with two preparatory syllables; the ending also has two accents.

TONE V
0 |
W@
D)
[} [}
. %Q{}ﬁmﬁu 2 zé‘é,:'jimﬁ

The mediation consists of one accent; the endings have two accents. If necessary, ending a can be substituted
for ending a2.

TONE VI
h 1
@" : i
)
A
M
f(c) & i

The mediation consists of one accent with one preparatory syllable; the ending has two preparatory
syllables.



TONE VII
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The mediation and all the endings consist of two accents.

TONE VIII
0 |
W@
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The mediation and endings consist of two accents; the ending has two preparatory syllables.

TONE C
0 :
iw?yg @ & ® |
Ny}
A A
C N3V i c2 N3V . i
Ny} Ny}

The mediation and ending c2 consist of one accent with two preparatory syllables, ending ¢ continues on the
reciting note.
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The mediation consists of one accent with two preparatory syllables; the endings have one accent with three
preparatory syllables, except ending c (or f), in which the tenor continues until the accent, without
preparatory syllables.

TONE E

The mediation consists of one accent, the ending of two.

TONUS PEREGRINUS

The mediation consists of one accent with three preparatory syllables; the ending has one accent with three
preparatory syllables.

PSALMS WITHOUT AN ANTIPHON

Psalms without an antiphon are sung in Tone C, with ending c. At Compline, during the octaves of Pascha
and the Nativity, ad libitum:




SOLEMN MEDIATIONS AT THE GOSPEL CANTICLES

The first part of each verse is sung to these melodies, with the second part always in the psalm tone.

TONES I, VI
One accent, with three preparatory neums.
A
i | |
D)
TONES II, VIII
One accent, with three preparatory neums.
A
v i
o %o o
TONE 111
Two accents.
A
f/ o
WO oo o o o000 ®s o® | ¢
TONE IV

One accent, with three preparatory neums.

COND
[ )

TONE V
One accent, with one preparatory syllable.
A
ﬁd @ o |
TONE VII

Two accents.
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