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PSALM 1

Beátus vir, qui non ábiit in consílio impiórum
Two Modes of Life

1 O well for him who does not follow
the counsel of godless men,
nor enters on the sinners’ path,
nor is a member of a scoffers’ clique,

2 but whose delight is in the law of the Lord,
who cons his law by day and night.

3 For like is he unto a tree
by meadow rills planted,
which yields its fruit at its due time,
whose leafage does not fade.
Success attends his every enterprise.

4 Not thus the godless fare! Not thus!
Like chaff are they — chaff scattered by the wind.

5 Therefore the godless will not stand their ground when judgment comes,
nor will the sinners, when the saints convene.

6 The Lord takes care of the way of the good;
the way of godless men ends in the pit.

PSALM 2

Quare fremuérunt gentes
The Messias, King of Sion and of All the Earth

1 Why are the Gentiles blustering?
Why do the nations scheme in vain?

2 The kings of earth united rise
and princes all at once conspire
against the Lord, against his Christ:

3 “Come, let us break their bonds
and fling away from us their chains!”

4 But he that dwells in heaven — laughs!
The Lord — he mocks at them!

5 Then in his wrath he speaks to them,
and in his rage strikes terror into them:

6 “But I — I have installed my king
on Sion, on my holy hill!

7 And I will spread the Lord’s decree:
the Lord has said to me: ‘My Son you are: this day have I begotten you!

8 Demand of me: the nations will I give you for a heritage;
the very bounds of earth for you to have and hold.

9 You are to rule them with an iron rod,
and shatter them like earthenware!’ “

10 And now, O kings, be wise!
Be lessoned, rulers of the earth!

11 Serve the Lord in fear; acclaim him joyfully;

12 pay homage to him tremblingly;
or else — he soon will set his wrath on fire,
and, in his anger, thwart your enterprise!
O well for all who confidently fly to him!



PSALM 3

Dómine, quid multiplicáti sunt qui tríbulant me?
Trust in God, in the Midst of Enemies

2 How many, Lord, there are that harass me!
How many are assailing me!

3 Full many there are that say to me:
“For him there is no help in God!”

4 But you, Lord, are my shield,
my glory; for you lift my head.

5 To the Lord I cried with all my voice;
He heard me on his holy mount.

6 Yes, down I lay and fell asleep,
and I awoke! The Lord is my support!

7 I shall not fear ten thousand men
who round me stand in serried ranks to injure me.

8 Now rise, O Lord!
My God, save me!
You struck the jaws of all my foes,
And broke the sinners’ teeth.

9 Salvation is the Lord’s own gift.
O may your blessing rest upon your race!

PSALM 4

Cum invocárem exaudívit me Deus justítiæ meæ
Trust in God, in the Midst of Unbelieving Sinners

2 When I petition, hear me, God, support of my just cause!
In my distress you granted me relief;
O pity me and hear my prayer.

3 O to what purpose, nobles, are you gross of heart?
Why do you cherish idle dreams? And why pursue the lie?

4 This know: for his holy one the Lord did wondrous things!
The Lord will answer me when I petition him.

5 Then take alarm and sin no more;
take thought and search your hearts
in nightly vigils and — desist!

6 Come, offer fitting sacrifice;
trust in the Lord.

7 “O who will make us happy?” many ask.
Lord, let your beaming face shine down on us.

8 You filled my heart with keener joy
than when a man abounds in wheat and wine.

9 In peace, as soon as I lie down, at once I fall asleep;
for you alone, O Lord,
are the rock of my security.



PSALM 5

Verba mea áuribus pércipe, Dómine
Morning Prayer of a Good Man in the Midst of Enemies

2 My words with open ear receive, O Lord,
and to my groan attend.

3 Now hearken to my pleading voice,
my king, my God!

4 For ‘tis to you, O Lord, I make appeal:
at dawn you hear my voice;
at dawn I offer you my prayers — and wait.

5 For you are not a God to take delight in wickedness;
no vicious man is welcome in your house;

6 nor do the godless in your presence stand their ground.
You hate all bent on wicked deeds;

7 all liars you destroy.
The Lord abominates
the treacherous man who thirsts for blood.

8 But I — unbounded is your kindliness! —
will come into your house,
and at your holy shrine bow down

9 in reverence to you, O Lord.
Guide me to do what you demand — to spite my enemies!
Smooth out your path that lies ahead of me.

10 For on their lips there is no truth;
their heart plans treacherous deeds;
their gullet is a yawning sepulchre;
their tongue they use for flattery.

11 Chastise them, God;
and thwarted be their purposes;
discard them for their many crimes,
because against you they rebel!

12 May all rejoice who fly to you in confidence;
may they exult eternally.
Protect, and be a joy to those
who love your name.

13 Aye, Lord, you ever bless the holy man,
and with benevolence, as with a shield, you compass him.



PSALM 6

Dómine, ne in furóre tuo árguas me
Prayer of a Man Chastised by God

2 No more rebuke me in your anger, Lord,
and in your rage chastise me not.

3 Lord, pity me, for waning is my strength;
heal me, O Lord, for broken is my frame.

4 My spirits, too, are deeply troubled.
But you, O Lord, how long . . . ?

5 Return, O Lord, and save my life;
and in your mercy rescue me.

6 In death, not one remembers you;
among the dead, who praises you?

7 Worn out am I with moaning;
with weeping every night I drench my bed;
with tears I wet my couch.

8 My eye is dimmed with grief —
an old man’s eye! — so many are my foes.

9 Away from me, you evildoers, each and all;
the Lord has heard my tearful voice;

10 the Lord has heard my pleading cry;
the Lord accepts my prayer.

11 Shame all my foes and utterly confuse them;
shame them and rout them speedily.

PSALM 7

Dómine, Deus meus, in te sperávi
An Appeal to God, the Judge, by One Falsely Accused

2 O Lord, my God, to you I confidently fly!
Save me from all my persecutors and deliver me!

3 Else — someone, lionlike, will seize
and mangle me, with none about to help.

4 O Lord, my God, if I incurred this guilt,
if wrong defiles my hands,

5 if I brought evil on my friend —
I who have spared my foes that did me wrong! —

6 then let my foe pursue and capture me,
and tread me underfoot,
and fling my glory to the dust.

7 O rise, Lord, in your wrath;
bestir yourself to curb the madness of my foes;
and rise in my behalf to execute the judgment you decreed.

8 The assembled nations — bid them ‘round you range,
and over them preside upon your lofty throne.

9 The Lord — he is the nations’ judge:
O do me justice, Lord, for I am innocent;
my conduct is above reproach.

10 Then stop the malice of the wicked crowd; sustain a holy man,
you, just God, the searcher of mind and heart.

11 A shield to me is God,
who saves the true of heart.

12 A just judge is God, in truth,
a God who threatens everyday.

13 If they do not repent, he whets his sword,
and bends and aims his bow;

14 death-dealing darts he holds in readiness for them;
he makes his arrows firebrands.

15 Wrong he conceives, and is with malice big:
alas, delusion he begets!



16 A pitfall he has dug — he dug it deep! —
but falls into the pit he made!

17 His malice will recoil on his own head;
on his own pate his violence will fall.

18 For me, I praise the Lord, for he is just,
and to the harp I sing the Most High’s name!

PSALM 8

Dómine, Dóminus noster
The Majesty of God; the Dignity of Man

2 O Lord, our Lord, how wondrous is your name in all the earth!
Above the firmament you have extolled your majesty!

3 From babes and infant lips you draw a fitting hymn to shame your foes,
to curb the malice of your enemies.

4 When at your firmament I gaze — your fingers’ work,
at moon and stars, which you have poised in space —

5 ah, what is man, that you should think of him;
ah, what is mortal man, that you should care for him!

6 A little less than angels you created him;
with dignity and glory him you crowned!

7 You gave him sway o’er all your handiwork;
all things you placed beneath his feet:

8 yes, sheep and oxen, each and all,
as well as all the roving beasts;

9 the birds in the sky, the fish in the sea —
whatever travels ocean’s paths.

10 O Lord, our Lord, how wondrous is your name in all the earth!



PSALM 9A

Confitébor tibi, Dómine, in toto corde meo
Thanksgiving for Victory Over the Gentiles

2 O let me hymn you, Lord, with all my heart,
tell out your every wondrous deed.

3 Rejoice will I, and leap for joy in you,
and sing, to the harp, your name, Most High:

4 my enemies have given way and fallen back;
completely routed, they were driven from your sight.

5 You took into your hands my judgment and my cause, and
sat upon your throne, just judge.

6 The nations you rebuked, the wicked you destroyed;
their name you blotted out eternally.

7 The foes are vanquished, to eternal ruin doomed;
their cities you destroyed; their memory is gone.

8 The Lord, however, thrones eternally;
for he has firmly fixed his judgment seat.

9 With justice will he judge the world,
with fairness give the peoples their award.

10 The Lord will be a refuge to the oppressed,
in moments of distress a timely refuge.

11 And those who know your name will trust in you;
you do not, Lord, abandon those who look to you.

12 Hymn, to the harp, the Lord who dwells on Sion;
among the nations tell his deeds.

13 A blood avenger, he kept in mind the poor,
and he did not forget their cry.

14 Lord, pity me; see what distress I suffer from my foes:
you ever snatch me from the gates of death,

15 that I may publish all your praises at the gates of Sion’s citizens,
and glory in your help.

16 Sunk are the nations in the pit they dug,
and, in the secret snare they laid, their foot is caught.

17 The Lord has shown himself, has justice done;
the sinner is ensnared in traps his own hands made!

18 Away with sinners to the shades below
with nations that forget their God!

19 The poor shall not forever fade from memory;
nor shall the hope of suffering men eternally be cast aside.

20 Rise, Lord; let not man prevail;
and judge the nations ranged before your judgment seat.

21 Strike terror into them, O Lord;
and let the nations feel they are but men.



PSALM 9B

Ut quid, Dómine, recessísti longe
Against Oppressors of the People

1 Why do you stand aloof, O Lord?
Why hide yourself in times of need?

2 The sinner, meanwhile, domineers, the wretched man is vexed
and caught in traps the other has contrived!

3 Indeed, the sinner glories in his greed;
the grasping man blasphemes and spurns the Lord.

4 And in his pride the impious man declares: “No question of revenge!
There is no God!” Such is the sum of his philosophy!

5 Ever are his enterprises prosperous;
your judgments never occupy his thoughts;
for all his foes he feels contempt.

6 And in his heart he says: “I shall not fail!
Long as I live, unhappy shall I never be!”

7 His mouth is full of curses, fraud, and guile;
beneath his tongue mischief and trouble lurk;

8 he sits in ambush near the villages;
in hidden nooks he slays the innocent;
his eyes spy on the needy man;

9 he lurks in holes just like a lion;
he lies in wait to grasp the wretched man:
the wretched one he grasps and forces him into his net;

10 he crouches, throws himself upon the ground:
the poor fall victims to his violence!

11 And in his heart he says: “Oh, God forgets!
He turns his face away! He never looks!”

12 Then rise, Lord God; lift up your hand!
Do not forget the poor!

13 Why does the godless man spurn God?
Why does he think: “No question of revenge”?

14 But you have eyes: you notice toil and pain,
that you may take them in your hands.
To you the needy man commits himself;
the orphan is your ward.

15 Then crush the might of spiteful, sinful man;
avenge his malice; let no trace of it remain.

16 The Lord is king eternally:
gone are the Gentiles from his land!

17 You heard, O Lord, the yearning of the poor;
you lent your ear: you heartened them!

18 O give the orphaned and oppressed their due award;
and let no mortal man spread terror any more.



PSALM 10

In Dómino confído
A Good Man’s Stanch Confidence in God

‘Tis to the Lord I confidently fly! How can you say to me:
“Take wing! Off to the mountain like a bird!

2 You see: the sinners bend their bow,
and place their arrow on the string,
to shoot in darkness at the true of heart.

3 When once the world is rocked to its foundations,
what can the good man do?”

4 The Lord is in his holy shrine;
the Lord — in heaven is his throne!
His eyes look down;
his glances test the humankind.

5 The Lord tests good and bad alike:
the man who loves iniquity he hates with all his heart.

6 He rains on sinners burning coals and brimstone;
“A scorching heat!” — such is the cup he offers them!

7 Indeed, the Lord is just, and justice wins his love;
the true of heart shall look upon his face.

PSALM 11

Salvum me fac, Dómine, quóniam defécit sanctus
Against Proud and Treacherous Enemies

2 Help, Lord! For pious souls are disappearing;
fidelity has vanished from the race of men;

3 falsehood pervades men’s daily intercourse;
their guileful lips reveal duplicity!

4 O may the Lord root out all guileful lips,
the boastful tongue,

5 the men who say: “Great things we compass with our tongue!
Our lips are ours! Who, then, is master over us!”

6 “The lowly are afflicted; poor men groan;
and therefore,” says the Lord, “I now bestir myself!
I will bestow the help each man desires!”

7 The Lord’s words are sincere —
as tested silver, purged from dross, and seven times refined.

8 You, Lord, will rescue us,
and screen us from this brood forevermore.

9 The godless strut about us everywhere;
the scum of men assume a domineering air!



PSALM 12

Úsquequo, Dómine, obliviscéris me in finem?
The Psalmist’s Trust in God

2 How long, O Lord? Will you forget me utterly?
How long will you conceal your face from me?

3 How long must I nurse sorrow in my soul,
how long nurse grief within my heart from day to day?

4 How long shall foe of mine still have the upper hand?
Look down, and hear me, Lord, my God!

5 Enlight my eyes, or I shall fall asleep in death!
Let not my enemy say: “I have defeated him!”

6 Let not my foes boast of my fall;
for in your mercy I put all my trust.
O let my heart boast of your help;
I wish to hymn the Lord who has been good to me.

PSALM 13

Dixit insípiens in corde suo: non est Deus
The World’s Corruption; Its Punishment

The fool says in his heart:
“There is no God!”
The world’s corrupt! And shocking are its ways!
Not one there is that lives aright!

2 From heaven the Lord looks forth upon the human race
to find one wise enough to search for God:

3 they all have strayed; all are corrupt;
not one there is that lives aright — not one!

4 Will not the wicked world return to sanity?
They eat my people up as they eat bread!
The Lord they worship not.

5 In time they will be seized with panic fear,
for God is on the side of holy men.

6 You wish to foil the aspirations of the poor?
But mind: their refuge is the Lord!

7 May Israel’s salvation come from Sion hill!
When once the Lord has veered the fortunes of his race,
then Jacob will exult; then Israel leap with joy!



PSALM 14

Dómine, quis habitábit in tabernáculo tuo?
Who Dares Appear Before the Lord?

Who dares, O Lord, to linger in your tent,
or who to dwell upon your holy mount?

2 He who lives without reproach and gives to each his due,
whose norm of thinking is the truth,

3 whose tongue does not calumniate;
who does no evil to his fellow man,
nor on his neighbor heaps reproach;

4 who holds the wicked in contempt,
but honors those who fear the Lord;

5 who keeps his oath although it harms himself,
who lends no money out at usury,
and takes no bribe to harm the innocent.

6 He who observes these rules
will be secure eternally.

PSALM 15

Consérva me, Dómine, quóniam sperávi in te
God, Our Greatest Good; the Source of Resurrection and Eternal Life

Preserve me, God; I confidently turn to you;

2 to the Lord I say: “My Lord you are;
without you I have nothing that is good.”

3 How wondrous is the love he poured into my heart
for all the saints that sojourn in his land!

4 All those that follow alien gods
heap grief on grief upon themselves.
I will not taste their sacrificial blood,
nor will my lips pronounce their names.

5 The Lord is my inheritance! He fills my cup!
My lot is in your hands.

6 A pleasant portion has been measured out to me;
my heritage is my supreme delight.

7 I bless the Lord, because he taught me how to choose:
both day and night my mentor is my heart.

8 I always keep the Lord before my eyes,
and on my right is he; I shall stand firm!

9 Therefore my heart is glad, my soul exults;
and so my body, too, will rest secure:

10 you will not leave my soul among the dead,
nor let your holy servant taste decay.

11 You will point out to me the way of life —
the plenitude of pleasures close to you;
aye, bliss at your right hand for all eternity!



PSALM 16

Exáudi, Dómine, justítiam meam
A Plea for Help Against Powerful Foes

1 Hear, Lord, a just defence;
hearken to my cry;
lend ear to what I say: there is no guile upon my lips.

2 From your tribunal let my judgment come to me:
your eyes see what is right.

3 O search my heart; a visit pay by night; try me by fire:
you will not find iniquity in me.
My lips have not transgressed,

4 as is the wont of men;
I kept the letter of the law which your own lips have made;

5 my steps clung firmly to your paths;
there was no faltering in my feet.

6 I call on you, for you will hear me, God;
incline your ear to me and hear my plea.

7 O of your mercy give a wondrous proof:
you rescue from their foes all those who fly to your right hand.

8 Protect me as the apple of your eye;
beneath the shadow of your wings hide me

9 from sinners who do violence to me.
My foes swarm round me in a furious rage;

10 their callous heart they fasten tight;
and they indulge in haughty speech.

11 They move about me now, and strain
their eyes to throw me to the ground,

12 like a lion eager for its prey,
like to a lion’s cub that lurks in hidden places.

13 Rise, Lord; confront him, hurl him down,
and from the sinner save me with your sword;

14 with your own hand save me from men, O Lord,
from men whose portion is this life,
and whom you fatten with your wealth.
Their children cloy themselves
and to their children leave the residue.

15 For me, I shall be upright and behold your face;
for, when I wake to life, your sight will be my bliss.



PSALM 17

Díligam te, Dómine, fortitúdo mea
David Thanks God for Saving Him

2 Thus he spoke:
I love you, Lord, my strength,

3 O Lord, my rock, my fortress, my deliverer,
my God, the stronghold of my weal, my guard!

4 I call upon the Lord, the worshipful,
and from my foes I shall be safe.

5 Around me surged the floods of death,
and torrents, threatening ruin, frightened me;

6 the ropes of death were round me coiled,
the snares of death had caught my feet:

7 in my distress I called upon the Lord,
and to my God I cried;
and in his shrine he heard my voice;
my cries came to his ears.

8 The earth then quavered and was rocked;
the bases of the mountains rocked
and reeled, because he burnt with rage.

9 And from his nostrils smoke arose,
and from his mouth consuming fire —
as coals made hot by him.

10 The heavens he declined, and down he came,
a darkling cloud beneath his feet.

11 He rode upon a cherub, and he flew,
and he was borne upon the wings of wind.

12 He put on gloom as ‘twere a shroud,
and, as a covering, dark water and dense clouds.

13 And from the brightness in his countenance
coals were kindled into flame.

14 And the Lord thundered in the sky;
the Most High God sent forth his voice.

15 He let his arrows fly, flash after flash,
and scattered them, and routed them.

16 And then the bottom of the main appeared,
and bare were laid the bases of the world
upon the Lord’s rebuke
and by the blast of his fierce wrath.

17 Down from on high, he reached his hand and caught me up,
and out he drew me from the rolling sea.

18 He set me free from my most valiant foe,
from those who hated me, who were more strong than I.

19 They rushed at me — an unblest hour for me! —
but then the Lord became my guard!

20 He led me out into a spacious field,
and, since he loves me, made me safe.

21 The Lord requited me according to my faithfulness,
rewarded me because my hands are clean.

22 yes, I was loyal to the Lord’s commands,
nor did I sin, revolting from my God.

23 All his decrees have been my guiding star,
nor did I put his precepts out of sight.

24 Without a blame I was in serving him,
and kept myself from guilt.

25 The Lord requited me according to my faithfulness;
his eyes are witness that my hands are clean.

26 your ways are kind in dealing with the kind,
without a blame in dealing with a blameless man,

27 candid you are in dealing with a candid soul;
but you act shrewdly with a crafty man.

28 Indeed, you save all humble folk,
but you afflict the haughty eye.

29 For you, Lord, make my lamp to shine;
God, you turn my darkness into light.

30 Yes, with your help I rush on hostile bands;
with my God’s help I overleap a wall.



31 God’s way is irreproachable;
the Lord’s word stands the test of fire.
He is a shield to all who confidently fly to him.

32 Who but the Lord is God?
Who but our God is an impregnable rock? —

33 the God who girdled me with fortitude
and made my conduct irreproachable;

34 who sped my feet as the feet of a deer,
and safely placed me on a lofty crag.

35 My hands he trained to fight,
my arms, to bend the brazen bow.

36 You handed me your shield that saves;
your right hand bore me up;
and your solicitude has made me great.

37 Wide have you made the way for me to tread;
my feet have not been faltering.

38 I followed up my foes and captured them,
nor did I turn till I was done with them:

39 I crushed them utterly; they could not rise;
they fell beneath my feet.

40 You girdled me with fortitude to fight,
you felled beneath my blows all that resisted me;

41 you put to rout my foes,
and scattered all my enemies.

42 They cried — and none there was to help,
cried to the Lord — he did not answer them.

43 I scattered them like dust before the wind;
like mud of the streets I trampled them.

44 You rescued me from mobbish turbulence;
head of the Gentiles you appointed me.
A tribe I did not know became my thrall;

45 they heard my orders, and at once obeyed.
Yes, foreigners have flattered me;

46 foreigners grew pale, and trembling from their castles came.

47 Long live the Lord; blest be my rock;
and God, my savior, be extolled —

48 the God who put revenge into my hands,
and made the nations subject to my will.

49 You freed me from my enemies
and made me triumph over all resisting me.
You saved me from a violent man.

50 Therefore, among the nations will I praise you, Lord,
and sing a song in honor of your name.

51 You granted to your king great victories,
and mercifully treated your anointed one —
David and his eternal line.



PSALM 18

Cæli enárrant glóriam Dei
Praise of God, the Creator and Lawgiver

2 The heavens tell the glory of God;
the firmament proclaims his craftsmanship:

3 as day to day pours out its utterance,
so night to night hands down intelligence!

4 Nor is the utterance made, nor the intelligence conveyed,
in accents not distinctly heard:

5 to every land their sound goes forth —
their message — to the world’s last edge.
And there he established a pavilion for the sun,

6 from which it sallies forth, as groom from bridal room,
and, like a giant, exults to run its course:

7 from heaven’s marge it issues forth
and makes the round as far as heaven’s verge;
and nothing is withdrawn from its warm glow.

8 The law of the Lord is perfect — how it feasts the soul!
The ruling of the Lord is firm — how it instructs the ignorant!

9 The precepts of the Lord are right — how they delight the heart!
The Lord’s command is clear — how it enlights the eye!

10 The worship of the Lord is pure — and it abides eternally!
The judgments of the Lord are true — and, each and all, are just!

11 And more desirable are they than hoard of precious gold,
and sweeter far than honeycomb and honey!

12 Your servant is attentive to them all,
in keeping them extremely diligent;

13 yet of his slips who is aware?
Cleanse me from faults not known to me!

14 From pride, too, hold your servant back —
O may it never master me!
Then shall I be immaculate
and free from grave misdeed!

15 May all my spoken words and deepest thoughts
please you, O Lord, my savior and my rock!



PSALM 19

Exáudiat te Dóminus in die tribulatiónis
Prayer for the King as He Goes to War

2 The Lord hear you in time of sore distress;
the name of Jacob’s God be your defence!

3 May he send aid to you from out the shrine,
and out of Sion lend support to you!

4 May he remember all your offerings,
look kindly on your holocaust!

5 May he grant you your heart’s desire
and to fruition bring your every plan!

6 May we be gladdened by your victory,
and raise our banners in our God’s name!
The Lord grant every prayer of yours!

7 By now, I know, the Lord has granted victory to his anointed one,
and from his holy heaven heard his prayer:
his strong right arm has been victorious.

8 Some trust in chariots, some in steeds:
but strong are we in the name of the Lord, our God.

9 The others — wearied and fallen, they! —
we stand and hold our ground.

10 O Lord, grant victory to the king!
And hear us on the day we call on you.

PSALM 20

Dómine, in virtúte tua lætábitur rex
God’s Manifold Blessings to David; the Israelites’ Gratitude

2 O Lord, the king rejoices in your might;
because you helped, how jubilant is he!

3 His heart’s desire you granted him;
the prayer upon his lips you did not spurn.

4 His wish for happy blessings — you exceeded it,
and on his head you placed a crown of purest gold.

5 ‘Twas life he asked of you: you gave him
length of days for endless time!

6 Great is his glory, thanks to your help!
High rank and splendor you conferred on him!

7 You made him blest forevermore,
entranced him by your gracious smile.

8 Indeed, the king trusts in the Lord;
and firm he will stand by the Most High’s grace.

9 O may your hand bear down on all your foes,
and may your right hand find your enemies!

10 Consign them to a fiery furnace
soon as your face will show itself.
The Lord consume them in his wrath;
may fire devour them, all.

11 Uproot their offspring from the land,
their children from the human race.

12 If they hatch plots to outrage you,
if they lay snares, they never shall prevail.

13 No, you will put them to the rout,
or aim your bow straight at their face.

14 Rise, Lord, with all your might,
and we will sing and celebrate your strength!



PSALM 21

Deus, Deus meus, réspice in me: quare me dereliquísti?
The Passion of the Messias and Its Fruit

2 My God, my God, O why do you abandon me!
You turn your back upon my prayers, my urgent cries!

3 My God, I cry the livelong day: you do not hear;
at night: you lend no ear to me!

4 And yet, you dwell within the holy place,
O pride of Israel!

5 In you our fathers hoped;
they hoped, and you delivered them.

6 They cried to you, and they were saved;
they hoped in you, and were not put to shame.

7 But I — a worm I am and not a man;
the scorn of men, the people’s laughingstock!

8 All those that see me laugh at me;
they grin and shake their heads:

9 “His trust is in the Lord: let him deliver him!
If he loves him, let him rescue him!”

10 Aye, you drew me forth from mother’s womb,
made me secure at mother’s breast.

11 To you I was entrusted at my birth,
and from my mother’s womb my God are you!

12 Then do not stand aloof from me; I am in need;
draw near; for there is none to help.

13 Around me many bullocks stand;
the bulls of Basan ring me round.

14 With open jaws they threaten me,
like roaring lions bent on prey.

15 Like water that is spilt I am,
and out of joint are all my bones.
My heart is like a lump of wax:
it melts within my breast.

16 Like baking clay, my throat is parched;
my tongue cleaves to my jaws.
Into the dust you dragged me like a corpse.

17 Aye, many dogs encompass me;
a horde of evildoers rings me round.
They pierced my hands and feet;

18 count o’er I can my bones, one after one,
while they look on and at my sight rejoice.

19 My garments they divide among themselves,
and for my coat they cast the lot.

20 But you, O Lord, O do not stand aloof;
my help, make haste to bring me aid.

21 Preserve me from the sword,
and from the power of the dog;

22 save me from lions’ jaws —
yes, me, the wretch, from the horns of oxen.

23 I will proclaim your name to all my kin,
in full assembly give you praise.

24 “All you who fear the Lord give praise to him;
acclaim him, Jacob’s children each and all.

25 For he did not disdain or spurn the wretch’s wretchedness,
or hide his face from him;
and, when he called, he answered him.”

26 You are my theme for praise when all the people meet;
and in the presence of his servants will I pay my vows.

27 The poor shall eat their fill;
and all that seek the Lord shall give him praise:
“O may your hearts have life eternally!”

28 And all the confines of the earth,
recalling this, will be converted to the Lord;
and all the Gentile races
will in his presence bend the knee.

29 For to the Lord belongs all royalty;
among the Gentiles he holds sway.



30 And him alone the sleepers in the earth will, each and all, adore;
to him all who go down to dust must bend the knee.
I, too, with heart and soul, will live for him.

31 Him shall my children serve;

32 to coming generations they will tell about the Lord:
“This is what the Lord has done!”

PSALM 22

Dóminus regit me, et nihil mihi déerit
The Lord Is My Shepherd

The Lord is my shepherd, and nothing do I want:

2 he bids me to repose in verdant pastures;
to springs where I may rest he leads me on,

3 and there refreshes me.
He leads me onward over safe, straight paths
to manifest his holy name.

4 And should I cross a gloomy vale,
no evil shall I fear, because you are with me.
Your crook and staff —
they comfort me.

5 You spread for me a feast
for all my foes to see;
and you anoint my head with oil;
my cup is full up to the brim.

6 Kindness and grace will wait on me
through all the days of my life;
and I shall dwell in the house of the Lord
forever and evermore.



PSALM 23

Dómini est terra, et plenitúdo ejus
Solemn Entry of the Lord Into His Holy Place

The Lord’s is the earth and all that fills it,
the globe and all that dwell on it.

2 For he it was that founded it upon the seas,
that placed it firmly on the streams.

3 Who shall ascend the mountain of the Lord,
or who stand in his holy place?

4 The innocent of hand and pure of heart,
who do not fix their minds on vanities,
or falsely swear to fellow men.

5 They shall receive a blessing from the Lord,
and a reward from God their savior.

6 Such are the kind of men that look for him,
that long to see the face of Jacob’s God.

7 Lift up your heads, O gates;
O ancient portals, rise and open wide.
A glorious king is ready to go in.

8 “Who is this glorious King?”
“The strong and mighty Lord;
the Lord, a mighty warrior.”

9 Lift up your heads, O gates;
O ancient portals, rise and open wide.

10 “Who is this glorious king?”
“The Lord of hosts: he is the glorious king.”

PSALM 24

Ad te, Dómine, levávi ánimam meam
Petition for Forgiveness and Freedom From All Troubles

To you I lift my soul,
O Lord, my God!

2 In you I trust: do not discomfort me!
Let not my enemies triumph over me.

3 No one that ever hopes in you is put to shame;
those will be shamed who lightly break their faith.

4 O Lord, make known your ways to me;
and teach me all your paths;

5 O guide me to obey your true demands;
teach me; you are my Savior God.
In you I always trust.

6 Recall your mercies, Lord,
your kindnesses from immemorial time.

7 Do not recall my youthful sins, my faults.
According to your mercy, Lord,
according to your kindness,
do, pray, give thought to me.

8 Good and holy is the Lord;
he therefore shows the way to sinful men.

9 He guides the humble by his just demands,
and to the humble shows his way.

10 The Lord’s ways are all kindness and fidelity
to such as keep his precepts and his covenant.

11 In honor of your name, O Lord,
forgive my sin; for it is great.

12 Where is the man that fears the Lord?
He teaches him which way to choose.

13 In happiness he will himself abide;
his children will possess the land.

14 A friend to such as fear him is the Lord;
he manifests his covenant to them.



15 My eyes are ever straining toward the Lord;
for he will draw my feet from out the snare.

16 O look upon me; pity me!
For I am wretched and forlorn.

17 Relieve the anguish of my soul,
and rescue me from my anxieties.

18 O see my trouble and my misery;
and pardon all my sins.

19 Look at my foes! How numerous they are!
They hate me in their deepest soul.

20 O save my life and rescue me.
Do not discomfit me; I flee to you for help.

21 May uprightness and innocence e’er be my shield;
because I put my trust in you, O Lord.

22 Deliver Israel, O God,
from all its straits!

PSALM 25

Júdica me, Dómine, quóniam ego in innocéntia mea ingréssus sum
The Psalmist, Falsely Accused, Turns to God for Judgment

O do me justice, Lord: I walk the ways of innocence,
and, trusting in the Lord, I have not swerved.

2 Test me, O Lord, and scrutinize my acts;
O search my heart, my inmost soul.

3 Your kindness is my guiding star;
I walk the ways your truth points out.

4 I do not mix with wicked men,
or join a crowd of guileful ones.

5 I hate all evildoers’ company,
and mingle not with godless men.

6 I wash my hands among the innocent
and join the throng about your altar, Lord,

7 to sing your praises loud and clear
and tell out all your wondrous deeds.

8 O Lord, I love the house in which you dwell,
the place in which your glory is enshrined.

9 Do not destroy my life along with sinful men,
or put an end to me with men that thirst for blood,

10 whose hands are steeped in crime,
whose palms are filled with bribes.

11 But I — I walk the ways of innocence;
have mercy, you, on me; deliver me.

12 My foot is firmly planted on an even path;
in the assemblies will I bless the Lord.



PSALM 26

Dóminus illuminátio mea, et salus mea
Undaunted Trust in God

The Lord is my salvation and my light: whom shall I fear?
The Lord protects my life: who, then, shall frighten me away?

2 When evildoers rush on me to eat my flesh —
ill-wishers, one and all — they fall and grovel in the dust;

3 and should I face a hostile camp, my heart shall never fear;
if war against me looms, I still have confidence.

4 One thing I ask of the Lord, one I request:
to live in the house of the Lord all my life
to gaze upon the temple of the Lord
and taste his kindness to the full.

5 Within his tent he will conceal me in an evil hour,
and hide me in a secret corner of his tent.
He will uplift me to a lofty rock.

6 And now my head is raised
above the foes that ring me round;
and in my joy I offer sacrifices in his tent;
with voice and cymbal will I praise the Lord.

7 Hear, Lord, my pleading voice;
take pity on me and answer me.

8 My heart speaks out to you; my eyes strain after you;
your face, O Lord, I long to see.

9 Do not conceal your face from me;
do not repel your servant angrily.
You are my help: O do not cast me off!
Do not abandon me, O God, my savior.

10 And should my father and my mother e’er abandon me,
yet will the Lord be my support.

11 Teach me, O Lord, your way;
escort me on an even path to spite my foes.

12 Do not allow my foes to work their will on me,
for my assailants are mendacious witnesses, men breathing violence.

13 I trust I shall yet see the Lord’s good things
here in the land of life.

14 Await the Lord, and act the man;
be stout of heart; await the Lord.



PSALM 27

Ad te, Dómine, clamábo, Deus meus, ne síleas a me
A Prayer of Supplication and Thanksgiving

To you, O Lord, I cry;
my rock, do not be deaf to me;
for if you do not answer me, I shall be like the men that sink into the pit.

2 O hear my pleading voice when I appeal to you,
when toward your holy shrine I lift my hands.

3 O do not snatch me off along with sinful men,
with men determined to do wrong:
peace with their fellow men is on their lips,
but there is malice in their hearts.

4 Do unto them according to their deeds,
in just requital for their heinous crimes.
As they by others do, so do by them;
make their own deeds recoil on them.

5 They do not heed the dealings of the Lord or understand his handiwork:
may he demolish them and never build them up again.

6 Blest be the Lord, for he has heard my pleading voice,
the Lord, my strength, my shield!

7 In him my heart has confidently hoped, and I found help;
therefore my heart exults, and with my song I give him praise.

8 Strength to his people is the Lord;
the safeguard of his weal to his anointed one.

9 Save you your people, Lord, and bless your heritage;
and shepherd them, and hold them in your arms eternally.

PSALM 28

Afférte Dómino, fílii Dei
The Majesty of God Seen in the Tempest

Acclaim the Lord, O sons of God;
acclaim the might and glory of the Lord!

2 Acclaim the Lord for his glorious name;
in holy vesture robed, adore the Lord!

3 The voice of the Lord is on the waters, hark!
It thundered! It was God’s majesty!
The Lord is on the boundless waves.

4 The voice of the Lord — a voice of might!
The voice of the Lord — a voice of majesty!

5 The voice of the Lord dismembers cedars;
the Lord dismembers the cedars of Lebanon,

6 bids Lebanon leap as a bullock leaps,
and Sarion, as the young of the buffalo.

7 The voice of the Lord calls forth the fiery flash;

8 the voice of the Lord makes deserts reel;
the Lord makes the desert of Cades reel.

9 The voice of the Lord twists oaks and strips the woods;
and in his temple rings the cry of “Glory!” from all lips.

10 The Lord throned on the flood;
the Lord will throne a king forevermore.

11 The Lord will give his people fortitude:
the Lord will bless his people with peace.



PSALM 29

Exaltábo te, Dómine, quóniam suscepísti me
Thanksgiving for Deliverance From Death

2 My praise to you, O Lord! You have delivered me;
to my foes you have not given triumph over me.

3 O Lord, my God;
I cried to you; you gave me health.

4 O Lord, you led me out of death’s domain;
you rescued me from those that sink into the pit.

5 Make music to the Lord, O all his saints,
and to his holy name give thanks.

6 But for a moment lasts his wrath,
and lifelong is his kindliness.
Tears will come at eventide;
at dawn comes jubilant joy.

7 Alas, in my self-confidence I said:
“Unhappy I shall never be!”

8 It was your favor, Lord, that gave me pomp and state;
you hid your face: gone was my peace of soul!

9 To you, O Lord, I cry,
and I implore the mercy of my God:

10 “What will my death avail,
what if I sink into the pit?
Will dust give praise to you
and blaze abroad your faithfulness?”

11 Then hear, O Lord; be merciful to me;
O be my helper, Lord!

12 You turned my wailing into dancing joy,
removed my sackcloth, and with gladness girt me round!

13 Now let my soul, a never-silent harp, sing songs to you!
O Lord, my God, my praise to you in all eternity!

PSALM 30

In te, Dómine, sperávi, non confúndar in ætérnum
An Appeal in Time of Great Distress; Thanksgiving for Answered Prayer

2 To you, O Lord, I confidently fly: O may I never meet with shame!
Just you are: deliver me!

3 Incline to me your ear;
make haste to rescue me.
A rock of refuge be to me,
a castle, fortified to rescue me.

4 Indeed, you are my rock, my citadel;
in honor of your name, then, be my escort and my guide!

5 O free me from the secret snare they laid for me.
You are my safe retreat!

6 My spirit I commit into your hands;
deliver me, O Lord, my faithful God.

7 All worshipers of idols you abominate:
but I trust in the Lord.

8 I shall yet be enraptured by your tenderness:
for you looked kindly on my misery,
and helped me in my evil hour.

9 You did not hand me over to my enemy,
but placed my feet on spacious ground.

10 Again, Lord, pity me; for I am in distress;
my eyes, my soul, my frame — all waste away.

11 My life is wearing out with grief;
my years are one long sigh;
in my affliction wanes my strength,
and wasted are my bones.

12 A byword to all foes am I,
to neighbors a reproach, to friends a fright.
They see me out of doors and run away from me.

13 Effaced am I from memory, as good as dead,
I am like shattered earthenware.



14 Yes, yes, I heard the whisper of the crowd —
there’s fright on every face!
Against me they conspire; they plot to take my life.

15 But I have confidence in you, O Lord;
I say: “You are my God!”

16 My fate is in your hand.
From foe, from persecutor: rescue me.

17 Smile on your servant once again,
and in your tenderness deliver me.

18 O do not shame me, Lord; I worship you.
But shame the godless; silence them; hurl them down into the pit.

19 Strike dumb all lying lips that heap abuse,
from proud contempt, upon a holy man.

20 How great your kindness, Lord,
reserved for those who worship you in fear!
How gracious, you, to those who confidently fly to you,
for all the world to see.

21 You shield them by your shielding glance
from men’s conspiracy;
You hide them in your tent
from wrangling tongues.

22 Blest be the Lord: a wondrous proof of tenderness
he gave me in a city strongly fortified.

23 Yet I had thought in my bewilderment:
“Cut off I am — off from your kindly look.”
But no: you heard my pleading voice
when I appealed to you.

24 O love the Lord, all you his saints;
the Lord preserves the faithful souls,
but punishes the proud abundantly
for all their deeds.

25 Be cheered and stout of heart,
all you that hope in the Lord.

PSALM 31

Beáti quorum remíssæ sunt iniquitátes
Happy the Man Whose Sin Has Been Pardoned

O well for him whose wrongs have been remitted,
whose sin has been removed from sight!

2 Well for the man to whom the Lord does not impute his guilt,
and in whose heart there is no guile.

3 I kept my secret, wasted were my bones
amidst my constant groans.

4 By day and night your hand weighed heavy on me,
and waning was my strength as if from summer heat.

5 My sin I did confess to you;
my guilt I did not hide.
I said: “I do confess unto the Lord my wrong!”
And you forgave the guilt contracted by my sin.

6 And therefore every pious soul will pray to you in time of sore distress.
A tidal wave may rush toward him:
to him it will not make its way.

7 You are my haven: from my straits you will deliver me,
and you will fill my soul with joy in my salvation.

8 “Now will I lesson you, show you the way to tread;
teach you I will, and fix my gaze upon you:

9 ‘O do not be like horse or mule that has no sense,
whose mood is tamed by bridle and by bit —
they come not near you otherwise!’ “

10 Full many are the pangs of godless men,
but mercy shrouds the man that trusts the Lord!

11 O holy souls, joy in the Lord exceedingly;
hearts good and true, exult!



PSALM 32

Exsultáte, justi, in Dómino
Praise of the Power and Providence of God

1 Be jubilant in the Lord, O holy souls;
for rousing praise beseems the true of heart!

2 O hymn the praises of the Lord upon the lyre:
upon the ten-stringed harp make melody to him!

3 O sing to him a song not sung before!
Sing well! Your singing rend the air!

4 The word of the Lord rings true,
and all his works prove his fidelity.

5 The Lord loves what is right and just;
and with his gracious acts the earth o’erflows.

6 A word of the Lord has made the firmament;
a breath of his mouth, its starry hosts.

7 As in a bag he gathers up the waters of the main,
and in their proper place confines the rolling waves.

8 May all the earth revere the Lord;
may all the world’s inhabitants fear him!

9 He spoke the word, and they were made;
he uttered the command: they came to be!

10 The Lord frustrates the nations’ plans;
he thwarts the peoples’ purposes.

11 The planning of the Lord endures for aye;
his kindly purposes, from age to age.

12 Well for the race whose God is the Lord,
the people which he made his chosen heritage.

13 From heaven the Lord looks down,
and watches all mankind;

14 and from his dwelling place he looks far out
on all that dwell on earth:

15 he formed the heart of every one of them;
he keeps an eye on all their deeds.

16 No king prevails by mass of fighting men;
no warrior is saved by dint of strength;

17 no horse assures a victory;
its bulk and strength will never save the day.

18 Mark well: the eyes of the Lord are on his worshipers,
on all that trust his grace,

19 and thus he saves their lives from death,
and feeds them in a time of dearth.

20 We hopefully await the Lord;
our help, our shield is he.

21 In him, therefore, our heart delights,
and in his holy name we trust.

22 O may your mercy, Lord, descend on us,
just as we hope in you.



PSALM 33

Benedícam Dóminum in omni témpore
Fear of God and Its Reward

2 At all times I will bless the Lord,
and ever be his praise upon my lips.

3 The Lord shall be my boast;
let humble people hearken and rejoice!

4 Extol the Lord with me;
in chorus let us glorify his name!

5 I sought the Lord; he answered me;
from all my fears he rescued me.

6 Look up to him! Be cheered!
Let not your faces blush with shame!

7 You see: a wretch cried out; the Lord heard him;
from all his troubles he delivered him!

8 A camp the angel of the Lord erects
about his worshipers, and thus delivers them.

9 O mark and taste the goodness of the Lord!
Well for the man that confidently flies to him!

10 O fear the Lord, all you, his saints;
no want befalls his worshipers.

11 Great men have been reduced to beggary and dearth;
but those who seek the Lord lack nothing good.

12 Come, children, hear my voice,
and I will lesson you in the fear of the Lord.

13 Where is the man in love with life,
who longs for prosperous days?

14 Refrain your tongue from ill,
your lips from treacherous words.

15 Shun what is bad, do what is good;
seek after peace in thought and deed.

16 The eyes of the Lord look on the saints;
his ears take notice of their cry.

17 The face of the Lord abhors all evil men;
he blots their memory from the earth.

18 The saints cry out: the Lord hears them;
from all their straits he rescues them.

19 The Lord is near to the crushed of heart;
and broken spirits he restores.

20 A holy man has many ills to bear:
from all the Lord delivers him:

21 he keeps from harm his every bone;
not one of them is crushed.

22 To death a godless man is by his malice hurled;
and those who hate the good will come to grief.

23 The Lord preserves his servants’ lives;
and he who flies to him will never come to grief.



PSALM 34

Júdica, Dómine, nocéntes me
A Petition for Help Against Unjust and Ungrateful Persecutors

Fight, Lord, with those who fight with me,
and combat those who combat me!

2 Take hold of shield and buckler,
and rise to bring me aid!

3 Brandish the spear, hold my pursuers back,
and say to me: “Your savior am I!”

4 Confound and shame all those that seek my life!
Away with those, in utter shame, who plan to do me harm!

5 Be they like chaff before the gust,
when the Lord’s angel beats them back!

6 Their way be dark and slippery,
when the Lord’s angel tracks them down!

7 For unprovoked they spread their net for me,
and unprovoked they dug a pit for me.

8 May ruin come upon them unexpectedly:
the net they spread be their own snare;
the pit they dug be their own grave.

9 For me, in the Lord I will exult;
and in his help I will rejoice.

10 With all my strength I will cry out:
“O Lord, who is your peer?
You save a wretch from one in power,
a poor and wretched man from robber’s hand.”

11 Yes, violent men arose to testify;
for wrongs not known to me they held me to account.

12 My kindness they repaid with evil deeds;
into gloom they plunged my soul.

13 And yet, when they were ill, I donned the sackcloth,
and chastised myself with fasts;
and prayed and prayed with all my heart.

14 As for friend or brother, so I went about disconsolate;
as one that mourns his mother, so I bowed my head in grief.

15 But when I tripped, they gathered in high glee;
they gathered for an unexpected stroke;
they mangled me unceasingly;

16 they harassed me; they mocked at me;
they gnashed their teeth and grinned.

17 O Lord, how long will you look on?
From roaring beasts, from lions, rescue me.

18 Thanks will I give you where the people gather,
and praise when all the people meet.

19 Let not my foes unjustly gloat o’er me;
let not my enemies unfairly leer at me.

20 They do not say what makes for peace;
‘gainst peaceful citizens they plan their plots.

21 They open wide their mouths to mock at me;
they say: “Ha! Ha! We saw it with our eyes!”

22 You saw, O Lord; O do not fail to act;
Lord, do not stand aloof from me.

23 Awake, and rise to my defense.
My God, my Lord, take up my cause.

24 Since you are just, have justice done me, Lord;
my God, let them not gloat o’er me.

25 Let them not think: “Ha! Ha! Just what we wanted!”
Let them not say: “We have completely ruined him!”

26 Let all together meet with utter shame
who gloat upon my misery;
let all put on the rags of shame
who wish to lord it over me.

27 Bid all who wish me well hold jubilee;
unending be their cry:
“The Lord be praised;
he has his servant’s weal at heart!”



28 My theme, then, shall your justice be;
upon my lips shall never die your praise.

PSALM 35

Dixit injústus ut delínquat in semetípso
On Human Wickedness and Divine Providence

2 With wickedness the sinner’s heart holds colloquy;
against the fear of God his eyes are shut.

3 Himself he flatters with the thought:
“My guilt is neither noticed nor abhorred!”

4 His words are sheer iniquity and guile;
he ceased to do and think the right.

5 He hatches wickedness upon his nightly couch;
bent on a wayward course, he does not shrink from what is base.

6 O Lord, your mercy reaches to the sky;
your faithfulness, up to the very clouds.

7 Your justice is like the hills of God;
your judgments, to the deepest main;
both man and beast you keep alive, O Lord.

8 How precious is your graciousness, O God!
Men flee for shelter ‘neath the shadow of your wings;

9 they feast upon the fatness of your house;
with torrents of your own delights you slake their thirst.

10 Indeed, in your possession is the fount of life,
and in your light we see the light.

11 Keep in your grace your worshipers;
and keep your kindly disposition toward the true of heart.

12 Let not the proud man’s foot betrample me;
let not the sinner’s might turn me adrift.

13 See how the wicked men have fallen to the ground:
thrown down they are and cannot rise!



PSALM 36

Noli æmulári in malignántibus
The Lot of Good Men and That of Evil Ones

Be not provoked by evildoers’ luck,
and do not envy any bent on wickedness.

2 Like grass, they swiftly droop;
like green things in the field, they fade.

3 Trust in the Lord; do what is good:
long will you live on earth, lapped in security!

4 Find in the Lord your happiness,
and he will grant your heart’s desire.

5 Trust to the Lord your whole life’s course,
and hope in him: then he will act!

6 Your justice he will make like to a rising light;
your right, like to the noonday sun.

7 Repose upon the Lord,
and trust in him.
Be not provoked by any man’s prosperity,
by anyone that hatches wicked schemes.

8 No, keep your temper; quell your rage;
be not provoked; or else you sin.

9 All sinners will be rooted out;
but all who hope in the Lord possess the land.

10 A little while — the wicked are no more;
look for their place — they are not there!

11 The gentle will possess the land,
and will enjoy a plenitude of peace.

12 The sinner hatches evil plots against the saint,
and grinds his teeth, enraged at him.

13 The Lord laughs him to scorn;
his day, he sees, is drawing near.

14 The godless draw their sword and bend the bow
to level the wretched beggar with the dust,
to kill the upright man;

15 yet will the sword pierce their own hearts;
their bows shall break.

16 The little that a good man has is better far
than all the heaped-up wealth of godless men.

17 The might of godless men shall come to nought;
the saint is borne up by the Lord.

18 The Lord takes care of good men’s lives;
their heritage shall last eternally.

19 They are not humbled in adversity;
in days of dearth they have their fill.

20 The godless, on the contrary, shall perish;
the enemies of the Lord shall fade away like the bloom of meadow
lands;
like smoke they disappear.

21 The bad man borrows, and makes no return;
the good man has a heart, and freely gives.

22 Those whom he blesses shall possess the land;
those whom he curses are destroyed.

23 Man’s steps are steadied by the Lord;
he is delighted with his way of life:

24 he trips, yet is he not laid low;
the Lord upholds him by the hand.

25 A child I was, and am an old man now;
I never saw a good man yet left in the lurch,
nor did I see his children begging bread.

26 He always has a heart and freely lends;
his children shall be blessed.

27 Then turn away from evil, and do good;
that thus you may remain secure eternally.

28 The Lord loves what is right,
and ne’er deserts his saints.
The bad shall be destroyed;
their offspring shall be rooted up.



29 The good men shall possess the land,
and shall forever dwell upon its soil.

30 The good man’s lips speak words of wisdom;
his tongue expresses what is right.

31 The law of the Lord reigns in his heart;
his steps are never faltering.

32 The godless man spies on the good;
he plots to take his life.

33 The Lord will not abandon him to that man’s grip,
nor yet condemn him on the judgment day.

34 Trust in the Lord;
observe his law;
and he will prosper your possession of the land.
You will serenely see the downfall of the bad.

35 I saw a rascal riot in his pride,
who like a branching cedar spread himself:

36 when I passed by, he was no more;
I looked for him: he was not found!

37 Look at, and mark, the good and virtuous man:
a peaceful man is sure of his posterity;

38 but all sinners will be rooted up;
the godless men’s posterity will be wiped out.

39 The welfare of the just is from the Lord;
he is their refuge in the days of need;

40 yes, he, the Lord, helps and delivers them;
he shields and rescues them from wicked men,
because they confidently fly to him.

PSALM 37

Dómine, ne in furóre tuo árguas me
Prayer of a Sinner Afflicted by God

2 Lord, do not chide me in your anger;
nor yet chastise me in your rage.

3 Alas, your shafts are stuck in me;
your hand is bearing down on me.

4 No health is in my flesh: so great your wrath;
no soundness in my bones: so great my sin!

5 A torrent of guilt is overwhelming me;
a heavy load — it wears me down exceedingly.

6 Yes, foul and rankling are my sores:
my folly was the cause of these!

7 Quite bowed and stooped I am;
the livelong day I walk about disconsolate.

8 My loins are one great festering sore;
no healthy spot is in my flesh.

9 I languish: I am completely broken down;
I groan — I am so sore at heart!

10 Well-known to you is all my longing, Lord;
my sigh does not escape your ears.

11 My heart’s athrob; my strength is gone;
the light of my eyes itself is failing me.

12 My friends and comrades keep aloof in my calamity,
and at a distance stand my next of kin.

13 And those who seek my life lay snares for me;
and those who wish me evil threaten ruin to me;
they plot intrigues unceasingly.

14 But I — like to one deaf, I do not hear;
like to one dumb that opens not his mouth.

15 I am become a man that does not hear,
as one that has no answer on his lips.

16 In you, indeed, O Lord, I trust;
you, Lord, my God, will answer me.



17 This is my prayer: “Let them not triumph over me;
let them not proudly boast because my foot is faltering.”

18 For I am on the verge of faltering;
day in, day out, my grief confronts me.

19 Yes, I confess my guilt;
my sin fills me with great anxiety.

20 Those who oppose me unprovoked are men in power;
and numberless are those that hate me wantonly.

21 Requiting ill for good, they pester me,
because I strive to do the right.

22 Do not, O Lord, abandon me;
O do not stand aloof from me, my God.

23 Make haste to bring me help,
my Lord, my savior!

PSALM 38

Dixi: Custódiam vias meas
Laments and Prayers of a Seriously Sick Man

2 I said: “I shall be watchful of my ways,
lest I should trespass with my tongue.
A bridle will I put upon my mouth
when face to face with a godless man.”

3 So, wrapt in silence, I let comfort go,
alas, my grief burst out afresh.

4 My heart within me warmed;
as I took thought, the fire blazed forth.
I spoke out with my tongue.

5 Make known to me my end, O Lord —
what is the measure of my days:
I wish to know how frail I am.

6 Alas, my days are but a span — you made them so!
My life is next to nothing in your reckoning;
a breath — no more — is every man!

7 A passing shadow — such is man!
And all his fretting is about inanities!
He hoards, not knowing who shall be his heir.

8 And now, Lord, what do I expect?
My trust is all in you!

9 From all my wrongs deliver me!
O do not let me be the laughingstock of fools!

10 I hold my peace! I open not my mouth!
It is your doing, after all!

11 Remove from me your scourge;
beneath the impact of your blows I faint away.

12 You chasten man by punishing his sins;
you ruin, like a moth, all he holds dear.
A breath, no more, is every man.



13 Lord, hear my prayer,
and listen to my cry;
and to my tearful plea do not be deaf.
A stranger am I in your sight;
a pilgrim as my fathers were.

14 Then turn your frown away from me, and let me breathe,
ere I depart and am no more.

PSALM 39

Exspéctans exspectávi Dóminum
Thanksgiving and a Prayer for Aid in a New Affliction

2 Unswervingly I trusted in the Lord;
and he stooped down to me and heard my cry.

3 He drew me out from deadly pit, from miry hole,
and on a rock he firmly set my feet;
he made my steps secure.

4 He put into my mouth a song not sung before,
a song to praise our God.
And many a one will understand and fear,
and hope in the Lord.

5 Well for the man who puts his trust in the Lord,
and does not follow idol-worshipers or men that lean to frauds.

6 Full many are your wondrous deeds, O Lord, my God;
in planning for our weal you have no peer.
If I should wish to list them all,
they would be past all numbering.

7 Oblation or a sacrifice you did not want;
but you have given me an open ear.
Sin offering and holocaust you did not ask;

8 then I declared: “Look; here I am!
Upon the scroll of writing it is said of me:

9 ‘To do your will, my God, is my delight.’
Your law is written in my heart.”

10 In full assembly I announced your just demands;
you know, Lord, very well: I did not check my tongue.

11 Your just demands I did not in my heart conceal;
I blazed abroad your help and your fidelity.
I did not hide your kindliness
or your fidelity when all the people met.

12 For your part, Lord, do not withhold your kindliness from me;
your grace and your fidelity — may they preserve me evermore.



13 For, ills past numbering have ringed me round;
my sins have overtaken me — I cannot count them all.
More numerous are they than are the hairs upon my head.
My heart within me sinks.

14 Be pleased, O Lord, to rescue me;
make haste to help me, Lord.

15 Discomfiture and shame to all
that seek to take my life!
May all who gloat on my calamity
retreat in utter shame!

16 And may confusion strike those dumb
that say to me: “Ha! Ha!”

17 May all that look to you for help
say in ecstatic joy: “The Lord be glorified!”

18 I am forlorn and poor;
the Lord, however, is concerned for me.
My helper, my deliverer are you;
my God, do not delay.

PSALM 40

Beátus qui intéllegit super egénum, et páuperem
Confidence and Prayer of a Sick Man

2 Blest is he who keeps in mind the wretched poor:
the Lord will save him on his evil day.

3 The Lord will shield him, save his life,
and make him happy on the earth;
he will not let his enemies do what they want with him.

4 The Lord will bring him help upon his bed of pain,
and in his illness take away all his infirmity.

5 I say: O Lord, have mercy on me;
I sinned against you: heal me, then.

6 My enemies speak ill of me:
“When will he die? When will his name be blotted out?”

7 When someone comes to visit me, he speaks but hollow words;
meanwhile he gathers venom in his heart, and, gone outdoors, speaks
out.

8 To injure me, my enemies join in whisperings;
to injure me, they harbor evil thoughts:

9 “A virulent plague has been let loose on him!”
Again, “Once on his back, he will arise no more!”

10 My friend, my confidant, who ate my bread —
he, too, now lifts his heel to injure me.

11 But you, Lord, pity me and raise me up;
that I may pay them back!

12 Then shall I know that you are pleased with me
when my opponent does not triumph over me.

13 You will preserve me hale and strong,
and keep your loving eye on me forevermore.

14 Blest be the Lord, the God of Israel,
from age to age! So be it! Be it so!



PSALM 41

Quemádmodum desíderat cervus ad fontes aquárum
The Desire to Be With God in His Holy Temple

2 As deer will yearn for running brook,
so yearns my soul for you, O God.

3 I am athirst for God, the living God:
when may I come and see God’s face?

4 My tears are bread to me both day and night;
for daily I am asked: “Where is your God?”

5 This I recall, as I to sadness yield my soul:
how once I marched in pilgrimage on the way to the house of God!
What cries of praise and jubilee encircled us!
How festive was the gathering!

6 O why are you depressed, my soul?
And why this tumult in my breast?
Have trust in God: once again shall I honor him with festal joy,
my God, my savior, and my comforter!

7 My inmost spirits are depressed.
I therefore think of you in the land of Jordan and Hermon, on Misar
Hill!

8 Deep calls on deep amid your roaring cataracts,
and all your rolling waves are passing over me.

9 O may the Lord in daytime grant his grace,
and I will sing to him at night, and praise the God who is my life.

10 I say to God: My rock, why, why are you forgetting me?
Why must I go about disconsolate, afflicted by my foe?

11 My frame is shaken when my foes make sport of me,
and when they daily taunt: “Where is your God?”

12 O why are you depressed, my soul?
And why this tumult in my breast?
Have trust in God: once again shall I honor him with festal joy,
my God, my savior, and my comforter!

PSALM 42

Júdica me, Deus, et discérne causam meam de gente non sancta
The Desire to Be With God in His Holy Temple

1 O do me justice, God,
take up my cause against unholy people.
From wicked and deceitful men deliver me.

2 You are my strength, O God:
O why have you rejected me?
Why must I go about disconsolate, afflicted by my foe?

3 Send forth your kindly light and plighted help: may they my escort be,
and lead me to your dwelling place upon your holy mount.

4 Go in I will and face the altar of God,
face God, my joy and ecstasy.
And I will praise you with the cither,
O God, my God!

5 O why are you depressed, my soul?
And why this tumult in my breast?
Have trust in God: once again shall I honor him with festal joy,
my God, my savior, and my comforter!



PSALM 43

Deus áuribus nostris audívimus
The People of Israel, Once Protected by God, but Now Repudiated by Him,

Seek His Help

2 O God, with our own ears we heard;
our fathers told us of the work
which you accomplished in their days,
in days of old!

3 The heathen driven out, your hand then settled them;
the nations crushed, you gave them ample room.

4 Not by their sword did they possess the land;
‘twas not their arm delivered them;
but your right hand and your own arm it was;
your kindly smile: you took them to your heart.

5 You are my king, my God;
the victories of Jacob were your gift.

6 Through you we have repulsed our foes,
and in your name we trampled on our enemies.

7 No, no, I did not trust in my own bow;
‘twas not my sword delivered me.

8 But you — you saved us from our foes;
and those who hated us you put to shame.

9 In God we gloried all the time;
we never ceased to praise your name.

10 But now you shamed us and discarded us!
And with our hosts you sally forth no more, O God.

11 You made us yield to our antagonists;
our foes enriched themselves by plundering us!

12 Like sheep for slaughter did you give us over;
among the heathens you have scattered us.

13 Without a price you sold your chosen race:
and little gain there was for you in selling them.

14 You made of us a byword for our neighbors;
mocked are we and scorned by those that live around us.

15 Topic for talk you made of us among the heathenish folk;
in scorn the nations shake their heads at us.

16 My shame for ever stares me in the face,
and blushes mantle on my cheeks,

17 because we are reviled and mocked,
and men make open war with us.

18 All this came down on us though we had not forgotten you;
nor did we violate your covenant.

19 Our heart had not relinquished you,
nor had our steps deflected from your path,

20 the time you crushed us in the place of our affliction,
and with a pall of darkness covered us.

21 Had we forgotten our own God’s name
and stretched out hands to an alien god,

22 would not our God have searched this out?
He knows the secrets of the heart.

23 But for your sake we always are being done to death;
as sheep for slaughter are we now accounted.

24 Rise, Lord! Why do you sleep?
Awake! Do not discard us utterly!

25 Why do you hide your face?
And why forget our misery and grief?

26 We have been humbled to the dust;
we grovel in the dirt.

27 Then rise to bring us help;
and save us for your mercy’s sake!



PSALM 44

Eructávit cor meum verbum bonum
A Nuptial Song for the King, the Messias

2 My heart pours forth a noble song;
I chant my paean to the king.
My tongue is like a rapid writer’s quill.

3 Beyond all mortals you are fair of form;
your lips are bathed in loveliness.
God’s blessing will be yours in all eternity.

4 Now gird your sword upon your thigh, most mighty king;
and don your armor bright and beautiful.

5 Ride forth to champion justice and fidelity;
your right arm teach you great exploits.

6 Sharp are your shafts; the nations bow to you;
the enemies of the king are losing heart.

7 Your throne, O God, stands for eternity;
your regal sceptre is a sceptre of equity.

8 You love the right and hate the wrong;
therefore has God, your God, anointed you with oil
of gladness more than all your fellow kings.

9 Fragrant are your robes with aloe, cassia, myrrh;
from ivory palaces a strain of strings caresses you.

10 To meet your glance, daughters of kings approach;
the queen stands at your right, arrayed in Ophir gold.

11 List, daughter: look, and lend your ear;
forget your nation and your father’s house.

12 Your beauty will enchant the king:
he is your Lord; your homage pay to him.

13 The Tyrian folk advance with gifts;
the noblest of the people woo your smile.

14 All fair, the daughter of a king is entering;
her vesture is of cloth of gold.

15 In rich embroidery robed, she is presented to the king;
the maidens in her train, her friends, are introduced to you.

16 They are led in with rapturous joy,
and wend their way into the palace of the king.

17 You shall have sons to take your parents’ place,
and shall appoint them rulers of the world.

18 I will make known your name in every age to come,
and thus the nations shall acclaim you everlastingly.



PSALM 45

Deus noster refúgium, et virtus
God, Our Defense and Strength

2 God is our refuge and our strength;
a mighty helper in distress he proved himself.

3 Therefore we do not fear: should e’en the earth turn upside down
and mountains crash into mid-sea!

4 Yes, let its waters surge and seethe,
let mountains shake beneath its shock:
the Lord of hosts is on our side;
the God of Jacob is our shield!

5 A flowing river cheers the citadel of God
— the holiest tent of the Most High!

6 For in its midst is God: it stands unmoved;
God to its rescue runs at early dawn.

7 The Gentiles raved, and kingdoms shook;
then roared his thunder voice: the earth dissolved!

8 The Lord of hosts is on our side;
the God of Jacob is our shield.

9 Then come; see what the Lord has done,
the wonders he has wrought on earth:

10 he curbs all wars throughout the world;
he shatters bows; he shivers spears; he burns to ashes shields.

11 Desist! Acknowledge me as God,
supreme among the nations, supreme on earth.

12 The Lord of hosts is on our side;
the God of Jacob is our shield.

PSALM 46

Omnes gentes, pláudite mánibus
God, the Victorious King, Ascends His Throne

2 All peoples, clap your hands;
exult in God with festive cries.

3 High-throning, dreadful is the Lord,
a mighty king o’er all the earth.

4 The peoples he subdues to us,
and lays the nations at our feet.

5 For us he chooses as our heritage
the pride of Jacob, whom he loves.

6 God mounts with jubilant cries,
the Lord, with trumpet blare.

7 Sing psalms to God; sing psalms;
sing psalms to our King; sing psalms.

8 Indeed, the king of all the earth is God.
Intone a hymn!

9 God sways the nations;
God sits upon his holy throne.

10 The rulers of the nations are united with
the people of Abraham’s God.
Indeed, God’s vassals are the princes of the earth;
he is transcendently supreme.



PSALM 47

Magnus Dóminus, et laudábilis nimis
God’s Glory Manifested in the Deliverance of the Holy City

2 Great is the Lord and highly to be praised —
within the city of our God!

3 His holy mount — a noble hill —
it is the joy of all the earth.
Mount Sion — the outmost north —
it is the great King’s citadel.

4 God in its fastnesses
has proved himself a sure defense.

5 Mark well: the kings, together leagued,
had made a joint attack.

6 They saw — at once they were amazed,
and helter-skelter fled away!

7 Yes, trembling seized them there and then,
a pain as of a woman in her pangs;

8 it was as when the east wind
shatters the Tharsian fleet.

9 As we heard, so we have seen,
within the city of the Lord of hosts,
within the city of our God:
God makes her strong forevermore!

10 Your mercy, God, we gratefully recall
within your holy shrine.

11 As does your name, O God, so does your praise
reach to the earth’s extremity.
With justice overflows your hand:

12 O may the Sion Hill rejoice,
and Juda’s cities leap for joy,
since your awards are just!

13 Walk through Sion, all around it walk,
and count its battlements;

14 inspect its engines of defense;
review its bulwarks, one by one,
that to the future generation you may say:

15 “So great is God,
our God forever and forevermore!
‘Tis he will shepherd us!”



PSALM 48

Audíte hæc, omnes gentes
Men Wonder at the Prosperity of Sinners

2 Hear this, O nations one and all;
give ear, all you who dwell upon the globe,

3 alike the humbly and the nobly born,
the rich as well as poor.

4 My mouth will utter wisdom;
the meditation of my heart, intelligence!

5 To hear things hidden will I lend my ear,
and bare my secret to the harp’s accompaniment.

6 Why should I fear in troublous times,
when plotters’ craft encircles me?

7 Their trust is in their wealth;
their vast resources are their boast.

8 Truly, no man can liberate himself,
or pay a ransom price to God!

9 The ransom of his life is more than he can pay;
nor will it ever be enough,

10 that he may live on in eternity
and never see the grave.

11 He surely sees that wise men die,
that fools and blockheads perish equally,
and leave their wealth to other hands.

12 The sepulchres are their eternal homes,
their dwelling place from age to age,
though with their names they labelled their estate!

13 In spite of wealth, no man can last;
he is like to cattle — doomed to pass away!

14 Such is the fate of self-reliant fools;
such, too, the end of men enamored of their lot.

15 Like sheep, penned up they are in hell;
death is their shepherd; their masters are the just.
Soon will their glory be effaced,
and hell will be their home.

16 But God will save my soul from hell;
for he will take me to his heart.

17 O do not fear if someone gains in riches,
or if his house grows opulent;

18 for when he dies, he will take nought with him,
nor will his wealth go down with him.

19 In life he styled himself a happy man:
“They will speak well of you! You certainly enjoyed yourself!”

20 Yet will he join his fathers’ company,
who are to see the light of day no more!

21 A man who lives in opulence and is not wise
is like to cattle, doomed to pass away.



PSALM 49

Deus deórum, Dóminus locútus est
Concerning the Right Worship of God

The Lord God’s voice has summoned the earth
from sunrise to its setting.

2 On radiant Sion Mount has God appeared.

3 Our God has come! He does not hold his peace!
Devouring fire marks his advance;
round him a tempest roars.

4 He summons heaven above and all the earth;
he is to judge his chosen race:

5 “Summon together my saints for me —
who ratified my pact with sacrifice!”

6 The heavens proclaim his justice;
for God — none other — is the judge!

7 “My people, list; and I will speak;
list, Israel; against you will I testify!
For God, your God, I am!

8 ‘Tis not your sacrifices that I reprimand;
your holocausts are offered me unceasingly.

9 Yet will I have no bullock from your stock,
no he-goat from your herd.

10 Mine are the beasts that rove the woods,
the thousands of beasts upon my hills.

11 I well know all the birds upon the wing;
whatever roams the fields is known to me.

12 If I am hungry, shall I tell you so?
Mine is the globe and all that fills it.

13 Need I to eat the flesh of bulls,
or drink the blood of goats?

14 No, offer up to God a sacrifice of praise,
and pay to the Most High your vows;

15 then call on me in time of sore distress;
and deliver you I will, because you honor me.”

16 But to the sinner God speaks thus:
“Why do you tell the tale of my commands,
and glibly talk about my covenant —

17 yes, you who hate my warning voice
and cast my teaching to the winds?

18 You saw a thief: you ran along with him;
you freely mingled with adulterers.

19 You gave your tongue free rein for evil speech;
your mouth framed treacherous plans.

20 In company, you ridiculed your brother;
you slandered your own mother’s son.

21 All this you did; and I shall hold my peace?
Did you suppose that I resembled you?
You I blame, and cast your conduct in your teeth.

22 Think of this, all you who do not think of God;
else I will snatch you off, with none to bring you help.

23 He honors me who offers me a sacrifice of praise;
whoever lives aright, him will I save as only God can save.”



PSALM 50

Miserére mei, Deus, secúndum magnam misericórdiam tuam
Confession of a Penitent Sinner; His Promises and Petitions

3 Have mercy on me, God, for you are merciful;
blot out my sin, for you are richly merciful.

4 Completely cleanse me from my guilt,
and purge me from my sin.

5 Yes, I acknowledge my iniquity;
my sin at all times stares me in the face.

6 ‘Twas you alone ‘gainst whom I sinned;
what in your sight is evil — that I did!
You must be shown to have been in your sentence just,
and in your judgment, right.

7 Alas, I was in sin when I was born,
in sin, too, when I was conceived.

8 But now — sincerity of heart is your delight;
deep-searching wisdom you impart to me.

9 With hyssop sprinkle me: I shall be clean;
wash me: and I shall whiter be than snow.

10 O let me hear the good and joyful word;
you crushed my frame: O let it now be thrilled!

11 O turn your face away from my misdeeds,
and blot out all my guilt.

12 A heart all pure create in me, O God;
a spirit new and firm breathe into me.

13 No, do not from your presence banish me;
your Holy Spirit do not take away from me.

14 Restore to me the joy which your salvation brings;
and by a generous spirit make me strong.

15 I will instruct the wicked in your ways;
and sinners will turn back to you.

16 Free me from the penalty for bloodshed, God, my savior God;
and let my tongue exult by reason of your clemency.

17 Open my lips, O Lord;
my tongue will hymn your praise.

18 ‘Tis not with sacrifice that you are pleased,
and if I offered holocausts, you would not care for them.

19 A contrite spirit is my sacrifice, O God;
a crushed and humbled heart, O God, you will not loathe.

20 Deal kindly, Lord, with Sion in your graciousness;
rebuild the ramparts of Jerusalem.

21 And then you will receive the lawful sacrifices, offerings and holocausts;
then bullocks will be on your altar laid.



PSALM 51

Quid gloriáris in malítia
Against a Rich and Influential Calumniator

3 Why do you glory in maliciousness,
O ill-famed overlord?

4 You brood on mischief all the time;
your tongue, O master of deceit,
is like a sharpened knife!

5 You cherish evil more than good,
and lying more than honest utterance!

6 Deceitful tongue,
your sole delight is wicked speech!

7 And therefore God will ruin you,
and make away with you for all eternity.
Yes, he will snatch you from your tent,
and drive you from the land of the living.

8 The good will see it, and will fear;
and they will taunt the man:

9 “Here is a man that did not, once for all,
make God his guardian,
but put his trust in his abundant wealth
and gathered strength from wickedness.”

10 But I am like a blooming olive tree within the house of God;
my trust is in God’s mercy everlastingly.

11 Forever will I sing your praise, because you intervened;
and I will celebrate your name — for it is good —
when all the saints foregather.

PSALM 52

Dixit insípiens in corde suo: Non est Deus
The Depravity of All Men and Their Punishment

2 The fool says in his heart:
“There is no God!”
The world is vile, and shocking are its ways!
There is not one who acts aright!

3 From heaven God looks out upon the human race
to see if there is one wise man that seeks for God!

4 No, all the world has strayed and is depraved;
there is not one who acts aright — not one!

5 Will not the wicked world return to sanity?
They eat my people up, as they eat bread!
They do not worship God!

6 They trembled once in fear
there, where there was no cause for fear,
because God strewed about the bones of your beleaguerers;
these scurried off in shame since God discarded them!

7 Would that from Sion came the weal of Israel!
When God has changed the fortunes of his race,
then Jacob will hold jubilee, then Israel will rejoice!



PSALM 53

Deus, in nómine tuo salvum me fac
A Prayer for God’s Help Against Enemies

3 God, in your name deliver me,
and by your might defend my cause.

4 God, hear my prayer;
hear with attention what I say.

5 For, proud men are assailing me,
and violent men have sought my life.
They never think of God.

6 And yet, God is my help;
the Lord sustains my life.

7 See that their evil deeds recoil upon my foes;
and may your plighted word destroy them all!

8 Then will I gladly sacrifice to you,
and hymn your name, O Lord; for it is good.

9 Indeed, from all distress he rescued me,
and my own eye beheld my foes discomfited.

PSALM 54

Exáudi, Deus, oratiónem meam
Against His Enemies and a Certain Faithless Friend

2 To my prayer, O God, give ear;
and from my pleading do not turn away.

3 O heed and answer me;
I am perplexed in my distress;

4 I am bewildered by my enemy’s talk,
and by the sinner’s noisy threats.
They do me wrong
and in their anger harass me.

5 My inmost heart is terrified;
the dread of death is overshadowing me.

6 Trembling and fear come over me;
a pall of horror covers me.

7 I say: “Would I had wings as has a dove;
then should I fly away and be at rest.

8 Indeed, I should go far away,
and settle in the wilderness.

9 Refuge I should seek at once
from whirlwind and from storm.”

10 Lord, scatter them! Divide their tongues!
For in the city I see violence and strife.

11 And day and night they go about it on its walls;
wrong and oppression flourish in its midst.

12 And in its midst are pitfalls laid;
and in its streets are rampant wrong and fraud.

13 Had but an enemy insulted me,
I should have borne up patiently;
had one who hates me rushed on me,
I should have hid myself from him.

14 But it was you, my comrade,
friend, and confidant!



15 Our comradeship — what feast it was for me!
In God’s own house we walked amid the festive throng!

16 May death rush on them all!
Alive may they go down to hell!
Their homes, their lives are steeped in wickedness.

17 But I will cry to God;
the Lord will rescue me!

18 At even, morn, and noon, I will lament and groan;
and he will hear my voice,

19 and save me from my foes, restore my peace of soul;
for many they are that combat me.

20 God will hear, and put them down — for he is King from all eternity.
They do not mend their ways; they do not reverence God!

21 Not one of them but reaches out his hands to hurt his friends;
not one but violates his pact.

22 More smooth than butter is their face;
yet in their heart lurks strife.
More soft than oil are all their words,
yet like they are to drawn swords.

23 O cast upon the Lord your care,
and he will bear you up.
He never will permit a saint to fall.

24 And you, O God, will bring them down
into the deadly pit.
Bloodthirsty and deceitful men will never live out half their days.
But I put trust in you, O Lord.

PSALM 55

Miserére mei, Deus, quóniam conculcávit me homo
When Oppressed, the Psalmist Places Full Trust in God

2 Have mercy on me, O God; men trample me!
Forever they oppress and combat me!

3 My foes forever trample me;
so many they are that combat me!

4 Most High, the day when fear steals over me
in you I put my trust.

5 In God, whose promises I hymn with thanks,
in God I trust: I shall not fear;
for what can mortal do to me!

6 The livelong day they speak but ill of me;
and all their thoughts are bent on hurting me!

7 They meet in cliques; they lie in wait;
my steps they watch; they seek my life.

8 Repay them for their evil deeds;
God, in your anger, lay the nations low.

9 You mark my life of banishment;
my tears are treasured in your reservoir;
and are they not recorded in your book?

10 Then will my enemies retreat
when I have called on you.
This well I know, that God is on my side.

11 In God, whose promises I hymn with thanks,

12 in God I trust; I shall not fear;
for what can mortal do to me!

13 Bound by the vows I made to you, O God,
I will perform the sacrifice of praise,

14 because you snatched my life from death,
my feet from slipping;
and thus, beneath God’s eye, I live in the sunshine of this life.



PSALM 56

Miserére mei, Deus, miserére mei
In the Midst of Persecution, the Psalmist Is All Trustful

2 Be merciful to me, O God; be merciful!
To you I have recourse with all my heart.
The shadow of your wings is my retreat
until disaster passes by.

3 I raise my voice to God Most High,
to God, who is beneficent to me.

4 May he from heaven send deliverance to me,
and shame my persecutors, each and all.
O may God send his grace and faithfulness!

5 I lie down in the midst of lions,
who greedily devour men’s flesh;
their teeth are spears and arrows;
their tongue is a sharp sword.

6 God, show yourself in heaven on high,
and may your glory shine on all the earth.

7 A snare they laid to trap my steps;
my spirits they depressed;
they dug a pitfall in my path:
may they fall into it!

8 My heart is strong, O God; strong is my heart;
with song and lyre I jubilate.

9 Awake, my soul! Awaken, song and lyre!
I will arouse the dawn!

10 Among the nations will I praise you, Lord;
among the nations sing a song to you!

11 As high as heaven is your kindliness,
high as the clouds your faithfulness!

12 God, show yourself in heaven on high;
and may your glory shine on all the earth!

PSALM 57

Si vere útique justítiam loquímini
A Rebuke for Unjust Judges

2 Do you, high judges, justly execute the law?
Do you, frail men, make just awards?

3 No, no; at heart you meditate iniquity;
your hands dispense injustice in the land!

4 From mother’s lap, the godless men have erred;
from mother’s womb, all liars went astray.

5 They have a venom like the serpent’s bane,
like to the deaf asp’s bane that stops its ears

6 lest it should hear the charmer’s voice,
the conjurer’s, who skillfully invokes a spell.

7 God, crush the teeth within their jaws;
shatter, O Lord, the lions’ molar teeth!

8 Let them dissolve like water that runs off;
and if they aim their shafts, let these be blunt.

9 Like snails that melt away — so let them pass away,
like an abortive child that never sees the light.

10 Before your kettles feel the tinder brush,
while it is green, may then a burning whirlwind snatch it off!

11 The good man will rejoice on seeing vengeance wreaked,
and he will lave his feet in sinners’ gore.

12 And then the world will say: “Yes, innocence has its reward;
assuredly, there is a God that judges here on earth!”



PSALM 58

Éripe me de inimícis meis, Deus meus
Against Grasping and Bloodthirsty Enemies

2 Save me from my enemies, my God;
from my assailants shelter me.

3 Save me from men determined to do wrong;
from men that thirst for blood deliver me.

4 Alas, they plot against my life,
and in their might, conspire to do me harm.
I am not guilty, Lord, of either crime or sin;

5 without my fault they rush to the attack.
Awake! Speed to my aid! See what they do,

6 for you, O Lord of hosts, are Israel’s God!
Arise, chastise the nations, one and all;
and do not spare one treacherous fiend!

7 At evening they return; they yelp like dogs,
and prowl about the city’s premises.

8 O listen how they boast and brag and rail:
“Why, no one cares!”

9 But you, Lord, mock at them;
you hold all nations up to ridicule.

10 My strength! To you I look.
You, God, are my defense,

11 my God, my mercy-seat!
May God come to my aid,
that I may triumph o’er my foes.

12 Slay them, O God; else they will prove your people’s stumbling block;
break up their ranks by force, and lay them low,
O Lord, our shield!

13 As many words, so many sins are theirs:
and may their pride, their curses, and their lies be their own snares;

14 Destroy, destroy them in your wrath; and wipe them out:
it must be known that God is King in Jacob and in all the world.

15 At evening they return; they yelp like dogs;
and prowl about the city’s premises.

16 They roam about in quest of food;
and when they do not get their fill, they howl.

17 But I will hymn the praises of your might;
your mercy will inspire my morning song,
because you have become my shield
and refuge in my day of need.

18 My strength, I sing a song to you!
You, God, are my defense,
my God, my mercy-seat!



PSALM 59

Deus, repulísti nos, et destruxísti nos
Lamentation, Confidence, Prayers After a Disaster Suffered by the People

3 O God, you beat us back! You broke our battle lines!
You were enraged! Restore us now!

4 You shook the earth; you cleaved it open!
Now heal its ruptures; for it reels!

5 Upon your race you laid a heavy load;
you slaked us with delirious wine!

6 You raised a banner for your worshipers,
that thus they might escape the enemy’s bow;

7 that your belovèd children might be freed,
now hear us, and give help with your right arm!

8 God has spoken in his holy shrine:
“With joy will I divide up Sichem,
and parcel out the Succoth vale;

9 mine is the land of Galaad; mine is Manasses’ land;
the helmet of my head is Ephraim; Juda is my sceptre.

10 Moab is my washing bowl;
on Edom will I put my heel,
and triumph o’er Philistia.”

11 Who is to lead me to the fortified town,
who is to escort me as far as Edom?

12 Not you, O God, who beat us back,
not you, O God, who now no longer with our armies march?

13 O give us help against the foe;
for vain is any help of man.

14 With God’s help we will bravely act;
and he will trample down our foes.

PSALM 60

Exáudi, Deus, deprecatiónem meam
The King Prays; He Is Heard; He Exults

2 Hear, Lord, my cry!
List to my prayer!

3 From earth’s extremity I cry to you,
for sinking is my heart!
O set me on a lofty rock and grant me rest.

4 My shield you are, a fastness giving shelter from the foe.

5 Would I could dwell forever in your tent,
find refuge under cover of your wings!

6 Yes, you have heard my vows, O God;
you gave to me your worshipers’ inheritance!

7 Add days and days to the life of the king,
and may his years keep pace with ages yet to come.

8 O may his rule be everlasting under God!
Send your own grace and faithfulness to keep him safe.

9 Thus will I always hymn your name,
and pay my vows day after day.



PSALM 61

Nonne Deo subjécta erit ánima mea?
In God Alone We Place Our Trust

2 In God alone my soul finds rest;
from him my safety comes.

3 Alone he is my rock, my savior,
my guard; and never shall I fall!

4 How long will you assail a man, how long try, all of you, to break him
down
—
like to a tottering wall or caved-in masonry!

5 Yes, from my eminence they plot to hurl me down!
In lying speech they revel:
their lips pronounce a blessing;
their hearts invoke a curse!

6 In God alone find rest, my soul;
from him comes all I hope.

7 Alone he is my rock, my savior,
my guard: I shall not fall!

8 My safety and my glory rest with God,
my rock and strength: my refuge is in God.

9 O trust in him, my people, at all times,
and in his sight pour out your hearts.
Our refuge is our God.

10 Poor mortal men — a breath they are, no more!
The great and proud — how they belie their pomp!
Laid in the scales, they mount up high,
and all together weigh less than a breath!

11 Confide not in oppression, nor vainly boast of ill-got pelf:
if wealth increases, do not set your heart on it.

12 When God spoke once for all, two things I heard:
“God has power, and you, O Lord, have grace;
to everyone you render according to his deeds.”

PSALM 62

Deus, Deus meus, ad te de luce vígilo
Longing for God, Our Life and Our Salvation

2 O God, my God you are!
With anxious heart I look for you!
My soul, my flesh — they thirst, they yearn for you,
like dried-up, thirsting, waterless soil.

3 So in the holy place do I contemplate you
that I may see your glory and your might.

4 More precious is your graciousness than life;
therefore my lips will hymn your praise.

5 So will I bless you in my life,
and in your name uplift my hands.

6 As I am pleased with rich, delicious food,
so will my lips exult in praising you,

7 when I remember you upon my couch,
and in my nightly vigils meditate on you.

8 For, you have proved yourself my help,
and in the shadow of your wings I jubilate!

9 I cling to you with heart and soul;
your right hand bears me up.

10 But those who seek to ruin me
shall sink into the depths of earth.

11 They shall be given over to the sword;
the prey of jackals they shall be.

12 The king, however, shall rejoice in God;
and glory is for him alone who swears by him.
Indeed, the mouth of liars shall be stopped!



PSALM 63

Exáudi, Deus, oratiónem meam cum déprecor
God’s Judgment on Treacherous Persecutors

2 Hear, God, my plaintive cry;
from fear of foe preserve my life.

3 Protect me from the clique of evil men,
from evildoers’ hue and cry.

4 Like swords, they edge their tongues;
like shafts, they aim their poisoned words.

5 They plan to strike from ambush at the innocent,
to strike him unexpectedly and unafraid.

6 They firmly are resolved to do an evil deed,
and secretly conspire to lay their snares;
they say: “Who will see us, after all?”

7 They hatch out vicious plans; their hatchings they conceal;
and each one’s heart and mind is an abyss.

8 But God smites them with shafts;
with wounds they are afflicted unexpectedly.

9 Their own tongue digs their grave;
and all that see them shake their heads.

10 And all are struck with fear, and praise the work of God,
and meditate upon his acts.

11 The good are joyful in the Lord and confidently turn to him;
and all the true of heart are jubilant.

PSALM 64

Te decet hymnus, Deus, in Sion
Solemn Thanksgiving for the Blessings of God

2 A hymn, O God, in Sion is your due;
and let a vow be paid to you,

3 O answerer of prayers!
To you comes all mankind

4 for pardon of its sins.
Our failings weigh us down;
you pardon them.

5 O well for him whom you elect and take in hand:
he has a home within your courts.
may we be sated with the blessings of your house,
your temple’s sanctity!

6 Stupendous portents you display when you,
our savior God, in mercy hear our prayers.
The hope of the vast wide earth are you,
the hope of distant seas.

7 Your strength makes mountains permanent,
for you are girt with might.

8 You curb the roaring of the sea,
the roaring of its waves, the nations’ turbulence.

9 And they who dwell at the world’s far edge are by your portents awed;
both farthest east and west, you fill with joy.

10 You visited the land and irrigated it;
and wondrously enriched its soil.
God’s stream ran full.
You thus prepared the land,
prepared it well to grow the people’s grain.

11 You watered well its furrows,
and smoothed its clods;
your showers softened it,
you blessed its fruitfulness.



12 You crowned the year with your beneficence;
your tracks with fatness drip;

13 drip, too, the pastures of the wilderness;
the hillocks gird themselves with jubilee;

14 the meadows clothe themselves with flocks;
the vales are decked with wheat:
they shout and sing for joy!

PSALM 65

Jubiláte Deo, omnis terra
A Hymn for a Sacrifice of Thanksgiving

O leap for joy in God, all lands!

2 O hymn the glory of his name!
Of choicest praise give him his due,

3 and say to God: “O how stupendous are your works!
Transcendent is your strength: your enemies before you cringe!

4 Let all the earth adore and sing to you,
aye, sing the praises of your name!”

5 O come and see the works of God,
what wondrous things he did for men!

6 Into arid land he turned the sea;
dry-shod they crossed the stream.
Therefore let us rejoice in him!

7 And by his might he rules eternally;
his eyes observe the nations:
let none rebel and rear their heads!

8 O nations, bless our God;
and make the world re-echo with his praise!

9 ‘Tis he imparted life to us,
and did not let us stumble on our way.

10 You, certainly, O God, have tested us,
tried us by fire as silver is refined.

11 You led us all into a trap,
and laid a heavy burden on our backs;

12 you made men march right o’er our heads;
through fire and water we have passed;
but now relief you granted us.

13 And I will go into your house with holocausts,
and pay to you my vows,

14 vows which my lips pronounced,
for which, in my distress, I pledged my word.



15 Holocausts of fattened sheep, wrapt with the fat of rams, will I offer you;
both goats and oxen will I sacrifice.

16 Come, hear, all worshipers of God, and I will tell
what great things he has done for me!

17 ‘Twas he to whom I loudly cried,
and then I praised Him with my tongue!

18 Had I planned evil in my heart,
the Lord would not have answered me.

19 But God did answer me;
he listened to my prayerful cry.

20 O blest be God, who did not spurn my prayer,
nor turned away from me his tenderness!

PSALM 66

Deus misereátur nostri, et benedícat nobis
A Blessing Is Asked Upon the Work of Spreading the Faith Among the

Gentiles

2 May God be merciful to us, and bless us,
and grant to us the favor of his smile!

3 O may the earth have knowledge of his ways,
and all the nations know his saving grace!

4 O may the peoples hymn your praise, O God,
O may all peoples hymn your praise!

5 O may the nations be in rapturous joy,
because you rule the peoples with all equity,
and sway the nations on the earth!

6 O may the peoples hymn your praise, O God;
O may all the peoples hymn your praise!

7 The earth has yielded up its fruit:
God, our God, has blessed us!

8 O bless us, God;
may all the earth do reverence to Him!



PSALM 67

Exsúrgat Deus, et dissipéntur inimíci ejus
Triumphal Journey of the Ark From Egypt to Mount Sion

2 God rises, and his foes are scattered,
and from his presence all that hate him flee!

3 As smoke, they vanish;
as wax melts at the fire, so sinners disappear at God’s advance!

4 But oh, the saints are glad! They leap for joy at sight of God,
and in their joy they jubilate!

5 O sing to God and hymn his name!
Carpet the way for him who through the desert rides!
His name is “Lord!”
And in his sight exult!

6 The father of the fatherless, protector of the widows,
is God within his holy dwelling place.

7 A home for the abandoned God prepares,
leads captives to prosperity;
and none but rebels sojourn in the torrid land.

8 When you went forth, O God, the vanguard of your people,
when you went onward through the wilderness,

9 then shook the earth, the heavens rained, as God advanced;
then Sinai quaked at sight of God, the God of Israel.

10 Abundant rain you sent, O God, upon your heritage,
and you refreshed it in its weariness.

11 Your flock then settled in the land;
your goodness had prepared it for the poor, O God.

12 The Lord gives out the word,
and mighty is the throng that tells the happy news:

13 “Kings and their hosts are put to headlong flight;
the housewives then divide the spoils.

14 While you were resting midst the cattle pens,
the wings of the dove with silver shone,
her pinions, with the sheen of gold.

15 While the almighty scattered there the kings,
Salmon was blanketed with snow.”

16 High hills the hills of Basan are,
steep hills the hills of Basan are:

17 steep hills, why are you looking enviously
at that one hill where God is pleased to dwell —
yes, where the Lord will dwell forevermore?

18 A myriad are the chariots of God, a thousand and a thousand more;
from Sinai comes the Lord into his holy place.

19 You mounted up on high, led captives in your train:
and human beings in tribute you received;
yes, even such as do not wish to live with the Lord God!

20 Blest be the Lord day in, day out;
our Savior God our burden bears.

21 Our God is the God who saves;
the Lord God grants escape from death.

22 In truth, God breaks his enemies’ heads,
the hairy pate of him who lives in sin.

23 The Lord has said: “From Basan will I bring them back,
back even from the depths of the sea,

24 that you may dip your foot in gore,
and that your dogs may munch away at enemy flesh.”

25 They watch your entry, God,
the entry of my God, my King, into the holy place.

26 The choirmasters are the van, the minstrels form the rear;
between them maidens play the tambourine:

27 “Bless God in festive gatherings;
bless God, you sons of Israel.”

28 There is the youngest, Benjamin, preceding all;
the princes of Juda with their bands,
the princes of Zabulon, the princes of Nephthalim.

29 Exert, O God, your might,
your might, O God, who act on our behalf.



30 Because your shrine is in Jerusalem,
bid kings to offer gifts to you.

31 Rebuke the jungle beast —
the troop of steers with all their subject herds.
Let them kneel down, enriched with silver coin;
stampede the tribes whose joy is war.

32 May potentates from Egypt come,
and Ethiopia stretch its hands to God.

33 Sing, kingdoms of the earth, to God; make music to the Lord,

34 who rides across the skies, those immemorial skies!
Mark well, he sounds his voice, a mighty voice:

35 “Confess the might of God!”
Over Israel broods his majesty;
his might is in the clouds.

36 Awful is God within his holy place, the God of Israel;
‘tis he grants to his people might and strength.
O blest be God!

PSALM 68

Salvum me fac, Deus
Prayer of a Man Who Is Grievously Afflicted for the Sake of God

2 Save me, O God,
for the waters are rising to my neck.

3 Immersed I am in abysmal mire;
I have no ground to set my foot upon;
I am in water far beyond my depth,
and the flood is drowning me.

4 Worn out I am with shouting;
by now my throat is hoarse;
my eyes have lost their sight
while I look for help from my God.

5 More numerous than the hairs of my head
are those who hate me unprovoked;
in strength, I am no match
for those who fiercely combat me.
Must I restore the goods I did not steal?

6 O God, you know my foolishness;
to you no secret are my sins.

7 Do not, on my account, let those be shamed whose hope you are,
Lord, Lord of hosts.
Let not, on my account, your worshipers be put to shame, O God of
Israel.

8 For your sake, surely, I am meeting with reproach,
confusion mantles on my face.

9 A stranger to my brethren am I now,
an alien to my mother’s sons.

10 Zeal for your house has ruined me;
reproaches aimed at you have buried me.

11 I have inflicted fasts upon myself;
they, too, turned out to my reproach.

12 The sackcloth was my daily garb;
and I became their laughingstock.



13 The gossips at the gate find fault with me;
the tavern haunters carp at me.

14 But I direct my prayer to you, O Lord.
O let this be a day of grace, O God.
Hear me because your kindness knows no bounds,
because your help will never fail.

15 Save me from sinking in the mire;
from such as hate me, rescue me,
and from a watery grave.

16 Let not the surging waters bury me;
let not the whirlpool suck me down;
let not the pit’s mouth close on me.

17 Hear me, O Lord; you are so kind, so merciful!
In your abounding tenderness, look down on me;

18 and from your servant do not hide your face.
I am in trouble: quickly answer me.

19 Come close to me; deliver me;
despite my enemies set me free.

20 You know my shame, disgrace, reproach;
well-known to you are all that trouble me.

21 Heartbroken with disgrace, I faint away;
I looked for one to pity me: but none there was;
for one to comfort me: but none I found.

22 And with my food they mingled gall,
and in my thirst they gave me vinegar to drink.

23 May their own table be a snare for them,
and for their friends a trap.

24 And may their eyes grow dim and blind,
their limbs be ever limp and loose.

25 Pour out on them the vials of your wrath;
the fury of your anger seize on them.

26 Their homes be turned to wastes,
their tents be uninhabited,

27 because they persecute him whom you smote;
the pain of him you wounded they increase.

28 Add to their debit, guilt on guilt;
do not declare them quit and clear of guilt.

29 May they be blotted from the book of life,
and not be listed with the saints.

30 But I am wretched and in pain.
O may your help, God, shelter me.

31 Then I will praise God’s name with song,
and with thanksgiving hymn his praise.

32 And this will please God more than steer
or bullock horned and hoofed.

33 Look, humble souls; rejoice;
you look for God: then may your hearts revive.

34 The Lord gives audience to the poor;
his saints in chains he does not scorn.

35 Let heaven and earth his praises sing,
the seas and all that moves about in them.

36 For God will rescue Sion Hill,
build Juda’s principalities:
and they will dwell there and possess the land.

37 The offspring of his servants will inherit it;
and those who love his name shall dwell in it.



PSALM 69

Deus, in adjutórium meum inténde
A Petition for Divine Help

2 O may it please you, God, to rescue me;
make haste to help me, Lord.

3 Let those be shamed and blush
who seek my life;
let those be put to shame and driven back
who gloat upon my miseries.

4 Let those be routed and discomfited
who say to me: “Ha! Ha!”

5 May those rejoice in you with jubilant hearts
who look to you for help.
May those who hunger for your help
say constantly: “May God be glorified!”

6 For me, I am a wretched man and poor;
O God, come to my aid!
You are my helper, my deliverer;
O Lord, do not delay!

PSALM 70

In te, Dómine, sperávi, non confúndar in ætérnum
“Do Not Discard Me in My Age”

1 To you, O Lord, I confidently fly:
let me not be forever put to shame!

2 In your justice rescue and deliver me;
incline your ear to me: save me!

3 O be to me a rock of refuge and a citadel, and thus save me:
in truth, my rock, my citadel are you!

4 My God, save me from a sinner’s grip;
and from a vile oppressor’s clutch.

5 You are my expectation, O my God;
O Lord, you are my hope from childhood up!

6 On you I have been leaning from my birth;
from my mother’s womb, you have protected me;
and I have always hoped in you!

7 As ‘twere a prodigy I have appeared to many
because my mighty helper you have been.

8 Rich praise my lips have given you;
the livelong day your glory was my theme.

9 Do not discard me in my age;
and when my strength is on the wane, do not abandon me.

10 For I have enemies that speak of me;
they watch me and conspire.

11 They say: “God has abandoned him!
Pursue him and lay hold of him!
There is no one to rescue him.”

12 God, do not stand aloof from me;
my God, make haste to bring me help!

13 Let those who plot against my life be shamed and foiled;
let those who seek to do me harm be clothed in utter shame.

14 But I will always hope,
each day I will contribute to your highest praise.



15 The livelong day my lips shall blaze your justice, and the help you have
bestowed;
for they are past my numbering.

16 I will rehearse God’s might
and will proclaim, O Lord, your justice; for it has no peer.

17 O God, you schooled me from my youth,
and even now I still proclaim your wondrous deeds.

18 Now, too, when I am old and grey of hair,
O God, do not abandon me
till I proclaim to this and all the coming generations that mighty arm of
yours,

19 your justice too, O God, which reaches to the skies,
which made you do such wondrous things! O God, who is your peer?

20 Full many grievous trials you laid on me;
O quicken me again and lift me from the depths of earth.

21 Make me respected once again,
and once more comfort me.

22 And I in turn will hymn with psalmody your faithfulness,
and praise you with the harp, O Holy One of Israel.

23 With jubilee my lips shall sing a song to you;
so shall my soul, which you restored to life.

24 Your justice, too, my tongue shall hymn the livelong day:
for all who plot my fall have blushed and are discomfited.

PSALM 71

Deus, judícium tuum regi da
The Messianic Kingdom

O God, confer your judgment on the king,
your justice, on the royal heir:

2 bid him with justice rule your chosen race,
with equity, your humble worshipers.

3 Then will the mountains burgeon peace upon the people,
the hills bring justice forth.

4 He will be warden of the humble folk
and save the children of the poor,
and trample the oppressor under foot.

5 Long as the sun lasts, he will live;
long as the moon, from age to age.

6 He will be like the rain distilling on the grass,
like showers that irrigate the earth.

7 Justice will flourish in his time,
a plenitude of peace until the moon gives out.

8 He will be Lord from sea to sea,
and from the river to the outmost lands.

9 His enemies will pay him homage,
his foes will lick the dust.

10 The kings of Tharsis and the Isles will offer gifts,
Arabia’s and Saba’s kings will bring their offerings.

11 All kings will worship him,
all nations be his thralls.

12 For he will free the poor man seeking him,
the wretched one, bereft of help.

13 He will be merciful to poor and helpless souls,
and save the poor men’s lives:

14 from wrong and from oppression he will rescue them;
and precious in his sight will be their blood.



15 And therefore he will live, and gold from Arabia will be given him,
and prayers for him will mount unceasingly,
and blessing after blessing be invoked on him.

16 Of wheat there will be plenty in the land;
on mountain tops its crops will rustle like the woods of Lebanon;
the citizens will bloom like grass upon the leas.

17 And blest will be his name forevermore;
his name will last as long as sun will shine;
all tribes upon the earth will find in him their blessedness;
all nations will acclaim him “Blest!”

18 Blest be the Lord, the God of Israel,
who has no peer in doing wondrous things;

19 blest be his glorious name eternally;
and with his glory all the earth shall be replete.
So be it! Be it so!

PSALM 72

Quam bonus Israël Deus
Problem of the Prosperity of the Wicked and Its Solution

How good is the Lord to the true of heart!
How good is the Lord to single-minded men!

2 And yet, my feet came close to faltering,
my steps had almost slipped!

3 Yes, I was jealous of the wicked mob
as I the sinners’ prosperous lot observed.

4 No torment ever touches them!
How sound and sleek their bodies are!

5 From mortals’ pangs they are exempt;
they are not scourged like other men!

6 Pride, like a necklace, clasps them round,
and like a mantle violence covers them!

7 The grossness of their hearts exudes iniquity;
all their caprices blossom into acts.

8 They jeer and talk maliciously;
and, throned on high, they threaten tyranny!

9 Their lips indulge in blasphemy;
their censure spares no man on earth!

10 Alas, my people follow them,
and draughts of water they gulp down!

11 They say: “How, after all, is God aware of this?
Does any knowledge come to the Most High?”

12 You see, such is the brood of wicked men;
and, always tranquil, they enhance their might!

13 Have I in vain, then, kept my purity of heart,
and washed my hands among the innocent?

14 I suffer scourges all the while;
my daily lot is chastisement.

15 If I should think: “I’ll speak like these,”
I should turn traitor to your race.



16 So I bethought myself to solve this riddle,
and oh, how difficult it seemed to me —

17 until I pierced the holy mind of God
and meditated on the sinners’ end.

18 Indeed, you place them on a slippery path;
you hurl them into ruinous depths.

19 How suddenly they have collapsed
and disappeared, a prey to frightful fear!

20 Just like a dream when one awakes, O Lord,
so will you shatter their mirage when you arise.

21 Oh, when my mind gave way to bitter thoughts
and when my heart was piqued,

22 I was a fool and did not understand;
and in your eyes I was a senseless brute.

23 But I shall always be with you;
for you have taken hold of my right hand.

24 And by your counsel you will lead me on
and take me up to glory in the end.

25 What else is there in heaven for me but you?
And, if I am with you, the earth has no delights for me.

26 My flesh is wasting, wasting is my heart:
the firm rock of my heart, my portion, is God eternally!

27 Alas, those who depart from you are doomed;
you ruin all who break their faith with you.

28 For me, how good it is to be near God,
to make the Lord, my God, my safe retreat!
And I will tell the tale of all your deeds
at Sion’s well-loved city-gates!

PSALM 73

Ut quid, Deus, repulísti in finem
Lamentation and Prayers Over the Devastated Temple

Why have you, God, made your rejection permanent?
Why does your anger flare against the sheep of your own pasturing?

2 Remember your community — you founded it of old;
your tribe — you ransomed it to be your own;
your Sion Hill — ‘tis there you fixed your residence!

3 Direct your steps to where the loss is irretrievable:
the foe has turned the holy place into a total wreck!

4 Your enemies now roar where once your people met,
and raise their ensigns to proclaim their victory.

5 Like woodmen in a copse, they swing their axe,

6 and now with hatchet and with hammer smash its gates.

7 They made your holy place a prey to fire,
and sullied in the dust the tabernacle of your name.

8 And to themselves they said: “Let us make havoc of them all!
Burn down all shrines of God on earth!”

9 The signs once granted us we see no more; no prophet is at hand;
not one among us knows how long this is to last.

10 How long, God, shall the enemy revile?
And shall the foe blaspheme your name eternally?

11 Why, then, do you withdraw your hand,
why keep your right hand in your bosom hid?

12 But God has been my king from olden times;
he is the source of blessings in the land.

13 ‘Tis you who blasted by your might the sea,
and in the waters crushed the dragons’ heads.

14 You crushed Leviathan’s head,
and gave him up as food to monsters of the sea.

15 You drew forth springs and torrents;
you dried up swollen streams.



16 Yours is the day, and yours the night;
to moon and sun you gave a steady course.

17 You fixed the boundaries of every land;
and you arranged the summer and the winter shifts.

18 Remember this: the enemy has reviled you, Lord;
a foolish people cursed your name.

19 Do not betray to vultures your dear turtle dove;
do not forget forever your dear poor.

20 O look upon your covenant:
the hidden corners of the land, the open fields, are haunts of violence.

21 Let not the humble man go home discomfited;
but may the poor and helpless praise your name.

22 Rise, God; defend your cause;
think of the insults which the foolish daily hurl at you.

23 Do not forget the tauntings of your enemies;
the tumult of your rebel foes mounts up unceasingly.

PSALM 74

Confitébimur tibi, Deus
The Lord Is a Just Judge

2 We joyfully hymn your praise, O Lord;
we glorify your name; we blaze your wondrous deeds.

3 “When I have set the time,
then will I justly judge.

4 And should the earth with its inhabitants be out of joint,
yet have I made its pillars firm and strong.

5 And to the proud I say: ‘Do not be proud’;
and to the godless, ‘Do not vaunt your strength!’

6 No, do not vaunt your strength and challenge the Most High;
and hurl not insolent speech at God.

7 Not from the east nor from the west,
from desert nor from mountain range —

8 no, no; God is the judge:
he puts down one, another he exalts.

9 For in the hand of the Lord there is a cup,
which foams with wine, with spices drugged:
from this he drinks a toast, and they shall gulp it down, dregs and all;
and all the wicked on the earth shall drink!”

10 But I — I will exult eternally;
to the harp will I sing to Jacob’s God.

11 And all the strength of sinners will I break;
the good will be made strong.



PSALM 75

Notus in Judǽa Deus
Triumphal Song After a Great Victory

2 Well-known is God in Juda;
in Israel his name is great.

3 In Salem is his holy shrine,
in Sion is his dwelling place.

4 ‘Tis there he shattered the fiery darts,
the buckler, sword, and tools of war.

5 Splendent with light, you came, O mighty One,
from the eternal hills:

6 despoiled were all the stout of heart!
They sleep their sleep,
and all the strong men’s hands have failed!

7 Because of your rebuke, O Jacob’s God,
both chariot and horse are numbed.

8 Dreadful you are: who can resist you —
for violent is your wrath?

9 From heaven you made your judgment heard;
earth was aghast — yes, it was still —

10 when God arose to act as judge
and save all humble souls throughout the land.

11 Yes, Edom’s fury shall extol your glory;
Emath’s survivors holiday shall keep to honor you.

12 Make vows, all you, and pay them to the Lord your God;
let all the dwellers round about him bring
their gifts to him, the dreadful One;

13 to Him who curbs the spirit of the great,
who terrifies earth’s kings.

PSALM 76

Voce mea ad Dóminum clamávi
The People Are Afflicted; Their Consolation, Their Solace

2 My voice mounts up to God, and I cry out;
my voice mounts up to God that he may answer me.

3 In this my day of need I seek the Lord;
my hand by night is lifted up; it never tires;
my soul refuses to be comforted.

4 When I remember God, I groan;
when I take thought, my spirit faints.

5 You keep my eyes awake;
in my bewilderment I cannot speak.

6 I ponder on the days of old,
and long-departed years I call to mind.

7 I meditate by night, deep in my heart;
my spirit ruminates inquiringly:

8 “Will God make his rejection permanent,
and will not he be gracious once again?

9 His kindness — will it cease forevermore?
His promise — is it null for good and all?

10 Has God forgotten to be merciful
or in his anger stemmed his mercy’s tide?”

11 And then I say: “This is my grief:
no more the Most High’s hand is what it was!”

12 And I remember what the Lord had done;
yes, I recall your wondrous deeds of olden times.

13 I meditate on all your works;
I ponder your accomplishments.

14 God, holy is your way!
What god is great as is our God?

15 You are a God performing wondrous deeds;
among the nations you revealed your might.

16 Your arm redeemed your chosen race,
Jacob’s and Joseph’s sons.



17 The waters saw you, God,
the waters saw you; and they trembled;
yes, in a turmoil were the waves.

18 The clouds poured water in abundance;
the clouds sent forth a roll —
withal, your arrows flew.

19 Your thunder pealed in a whirl of wind,
and lightnings lit up all the world;
the earth quaked and trembled.

20 Across the sea a way was paved;
your path — it lay through billowing waves,
yet were your steps not seen.

21 You led your people like a flock
by Moses’ and by Aaron’s hand.

PSALM 77

Atténdite, pópule meus, legem meam
The Blessings of God; the Ingratitude of the People of Israel

O hear, my people, what I teach;
incline your ears to the words I speak.

2 Things fraught with meaning will I lay bare,
and tell the hidden lessons taught by ancient days.

3 What we have heard and learned —
the things our fathers told to us —

4 we shall not hide from their posterity.
No, we will tell the future race
the praises of the Lord and all his might,
the wondrous things that he has done.

5 For he laid down a rule in Jacob,
and made a law in Israel:
what he enjoined upon our ancestors
they shall make known to their posterity;

6 the coming generation, the sons yet to be born, must know
and must bestir themselves to say to their posterity:

7 “Put your trust in God!
Do not forget the works of God!
Observe whatever he enjoined!

8 No, do not, like your fathers,
become a stubborn and rebellious race,
a race which was not true of heart,
whose spirit was not faithful to their God!”

9 The sons of Ephraim, those wielders of the bow,
were routed in the day of battle.

10 They did not keep God’s covenant;
and they refused to walk the ways his law enjoined.

11 Ah, they forgot what he had done,
the wonders he had shown to them!

12 Their fathers saw the miracles he wrought
in Egypt’s land, on Tanis’ plain!



13 The sea he parted and led them across,
and dammed the waters rampartlike.

14 He led them with a cloud by day,
with blazing fire all through the night.

15 He split the rocks in the wilderness,
and gave them water copiously, as from floods;

16 yes, he drew rivers from the rock,
and channelled the water just like streams.

17 But they went on to sin against him,
and to offend the Most High in the wilderness;

18 for in their hearts they tempted God,
demanding food to sate their gluttonness.

19 They challenged God and said:
“Can God spread us a table in the wilderness?

20 You see, he struck the rock, and water flowed, and streams gushed forth:
can he give bread as well, or to his people furnish meat?”

21 So, when the Lord heard this, his anger flamed;
and fire blazed forth to punish Jacob,
and anger boiled to punish Israel —

22 for they did not believe in God,
nor did they hope for help from him.

23 But he gave orders to the clouds above,
and opened heaven’s sluice,

24 rained manna down for them to eat,
and gave them heaven’s bread.

25 Man ate a bread that makes men strong;
he sent them food to glut their appetite.

26 He called the east wind from the sky,
and commandeered the southern blast.

27 He rained down meat on them — like dust,
and winged fowls — like sand upon the beach,

28 which lighted on their camp
and dropped about their tents.

29 And they fell to and gorged themselves.
Thus he complied with their desire.

30 Ere they had ceased from glutting their desire,
while yet their mouths munched on their food,

31 God’s anger boiled to punish them:
he made a carnage of their strongest men,
and laid the flower of Israel low.

32 But yet they sinned still more,
and paid no heed to all his miracles.

33 And quickly he consumed their days,
and brought their years abruptly to an end.

34 While he was slaying them, they looked for him:
they changed their ways and searched for God;

35 and they remembered that their rock was God,
and the Most High God their deliverer.

36 Yet they deceived him with their mouth;
and with their tongue they lied to him!

37 Their heart — it was not true to him;
they were not loyal to his covenant!

38 But, taking pity, he forgave their guilt and did not ruin them;
he checked his anger frequently,
and did not empty all his wrath on them.

39 No, he remembered they were flesh —
a breath that passes and returns no more.

40 How often they provoked him in the wilderness!
How oft they grieved him in the solitude!

41 Again they tempted God,
and irritated Israel’s Holy One.

42 Unmindful were they of the might he showed
the day he saved them from their foe;

43 when he in Egypt wrought his miracles,
his portents on the Tanis plain,

44 and turned their rivers into blood —
their streams — so that they could not drink.



45 He sent them flies to devastate their ranks,
and frogs to pester them;

46 their crops — he gave them over to the grasshopper,
and to the locust all their labor’s fruit.

47 With hail he struck their vines,
their sycamores with frost.

48 He gave their beasts of burden over to the hail,
their flocks to thunder bolts.

49 He poured on them the caldron of his wrath —
his indignation, rage, and trials all —
a horde of angels of calamity.

50 And to his ire he gave free scope:
he did not spare their lives,
and gave their cattle over to the plague.

51 He slew in Egypt every first-born thing,
their first-born in the tents of Cham.

52 He led his people out like sheep,
and in the desert, like a flock, escorted them.

53 He led them safely — and they had no fear!
The sea engulfed their foes.

54 He led them on into his holy land,
into the mountain region which his right arm won.

55 To give them room he drove the heathens out,
by lot assigned the lands as heritage,
and settled in their tents the tribes of Israel.

56 Alas, they tempted and provoked the Most High God,
and did not keep his laws.

57 And they relaxed and, like their sires, broke faith,
and strayed like a deceitful bow.

58 They stirred his anger by their mountain fanes,
and by their idols roused his jealousy.

59 God knew it, and he boiled with rage,
and, in embitterment, discarded Israel.

60 He turned his back upon his Silo home,
the tent where he had dwelt ‘mongst men.

61 And he resigned his stronghold to captivity,
his glory to the hands of enemies.

62 He gave his people over to the sword,
and was enraged against his heritage.

63 Then fire devoured their youth;
their maidens were not wed;

64 their priests fell by the sword;
their widows did not mourn.

65 Then woke the Lord as out of sleep,
like warrior flushed with wine;

66 he struck the enemies in the rear,
inflicting on them everlasting shame.

67 And he discarded Joseph’s tent,
and Ephraim’s tribe no longer was his choice;

68 no, he chose Juda’s tribe —
the Mount of Sion which he loved.

69 And there he built his shrine, sky-high,
firm as the earth, which he created for eternity.

70 He chose his servant David,
and took him from the folds of sheep;

71 he called him from the care of ewes
to shepherd Jacob, his own race,
and Israel, his heritage.

72 He tended these with upright heart,
and guided them with prudent hand.



PSALM 78

Deus, venérunt gentes in hereditátem tuam
Lamentation Over the Destruction of Jerusalem

O God, the Gentiles have invaded your inheritance;
they have defiled your holy shrine;
they have laid waste Jerusalem!

2 They gave your servants’ limbs as food to carrion birds;
the bodies of your saints to roving beasts!

3 They spilt their blood like water round about Jerusalem;
and there was none to bury them!

4 We have become a byword to our neighbors,
the scorn and laughing stock of neighboring tribes!

5 How long, O Lord? Will you be wroth eternally?
How long, like a fire, will your anger flame?

6 Pour out your wrath on nations not acknowledging you,
on realms that do not call upon your name!

7 Indeed, Jacob they have devoured,
laid waste the land in which he dwells!

8 Do not, against us, keep a record of our fathers’ guilt;
may your compassion quickly come to us,
for we are sunk in misery!

9 O help us, God, our savior, for the glory of your name;
deliver us, forgive our sins, in honor of your name!

10 Why should the Gentiles say:
“Where is their God?”
The vengeance for your servants’ blood that has been shed —
let it be known among the Gentiles, in our sight!

11 The groans of the captives reach your ear!
Your mighty arms release those doomed to death!

12 Make our neighbors pay, in person, sevenfold,
for the reproach they brought on you, O Lord!

13 But we, your race, your pasture’s flock —
we will extol you in eternity,
from age to age proclaim your praise.

PSALM 79

Qui regis Israël, inténde
“Protect the Vine”

2 O you who shepherd Israel, give ear,
you who are leading Joseph like a flock!
Enthroned above the Cherubim, may your glance appear

3 before Manasses, Ephraim, and Benjamin!
Awake your might, and come to rescue us!

4 O God, restore us:
to save us, show your kindly face!

5 O God of hosts, how long will you resent,
although your people prays?

6 For food, you give to them the bread of tears;
you give them copious tears for drink!

7 A subject of dispute you made us ‘mongst our neighbors;
our foes laugh us to scorn!

8 O God of hosts, restore us:
to save us, show your kindly face!

9 You brought the vine from Egypt,
you drove the heathens out, and planted it,

10 for which you had prepared the soil;
and it struck root and overspread the land;

11 the hills were mantled with its shade,
and with its shoots God’s cedar trees.

12 It stretched its runners down to the sea,
its scions, to the stream.

13 Then why have you destroyed its fence?
All passers-by now pluck its fruit!

14 The wild boar lays it waste;
the roving beasts now graze on it!

15 O God of hosts, return! Look down from heaven,
and see, and to this vine a visit pay!

16 Protect the vine — your right hand planted it —
the sprig — you made it hale and strong for your own sake!



17 May those who cut it down and burnt it up
be ruined by your frown!

18 Your hand rest on the man your hand has raised,
the mortal whom you made so hale and strong for your own sake.

19 No more shall we be false to you;
keep us alive, and we will glorify your name.

20 Lord, God of hosts, restore us!
To save us, show your kindly face!

PSALM 80

Exsultáte Deo, adjutóri nostro
A Hymn and a Warning on a Solemn Feast Day

2 Exult in God our helper,
and Jacob’s God acclaim!

3 Sound the harp, strike the tambourine,
the sweetly sounding cither and the lyre.

4 The trumpet blow: the moon is new,
the moon is full, on this our festive day.

5 It is an old established rule for Israel,
a precept made by Jacob’s God.

6 For Joseph he has made this law,
when, spite of Egypt, he went forth.
I heard a voice I did not know before:

7 “I freed his shoulder from the load;
his hands dropped from the hod.

8 In your distress you cried, and I delivered you;
and from a thundering cloud I answered you,
and at the waters of Meriba tested you.

9 My people, list: I will admonish you.
If you would only hear me, Israel!

10 You shall not have a foreign god;
and not adore an alien deity.

11 I am the Lord, your God!
From Egypt I have led you forth:
then open wide your mouth, and I shall fill it full!

12 Alas, my people did not hear my voice,
and Israel was not submissive to my will.

13 Therefore I gave them over to their callousness;
now let them shift according as they please!

14 Would that my people heeded me;
and would that Israel walked my ways!

15 At once would I put down their foes,
and turn my hand against their enemies.



16 Then those who hate the Lord would flatter him:
their doom would be forever sealed!

17 But Israel — I would nourish it with most delicious wheat,
and feed it full with honey from the rock.”

PSALM 81

Deus stetit in synagóga deórum
The Final End of Unjust Judges

In the divine assembly rises God,
and in the midst of gods he acts as judge!

2 “How long will you unjustly judge
and champion the cause of impious men?

3 Defend the orphan, the oppressed;
see justice done to poor and lowly men!

4 Set free the needy, the oppressed;
and from the grip of rascals rescue them!”

5 They have no sense! They do not understand!
Wrapt in gloom, they grope about!
And all the pillars of our land are rocked!

6 Though I have stated: “You are gods,
and children, each and all, of the Most High,

7 yet, nonetheless, like mortals you shall die,
and fall like any human prince.”

8 Rise, God, and judge the earth;
all nations are your rightful property!



PSALM 82

Deus, quis símilis erit tibi?
Against Enemies Joined to Oppose the Israelites

2 Do not be silent, Lord!
Do not be silent, God; do not be still!

3 You see, your foes are in tumultuous rage,
and those who hate you raise their heads.

4 To harm your race they hatch out plots;
against your clients they conspire.

5 “Come,” they say, “let us destroy their nationhood;
no more must Israel’s name be mentioned.”

6 In truth, with one accord they lay their plans;
they form a league in your despite:

7 the tents of Edom and the Ismaelites,
the Moabites and Agarenes,

8 Gebal, Ammon, and Amalek;
Philistia and the Tyrians.

9 Assyria, too, makes common cause with them,
and lends its arms to the sons of Lot.

10 Do to them what you did to Madian,
to Sisara, to Jabin by the Cison brook —

11 the men that were at Endor killed,
that rotted on the ground like dung.

12 Deal with their chieftains as with Zeb and Oreb,
with all their leaders as with Zebee and Salmana,

13 whose boast had been:
“Let us invade the regions set apart for God.”

14 My God, make them like leaves caught in a whirl of wind,
like stubble swept off by a gust.

15 As fire that burns a forest down,
and as a flame that sears the mountainsides —

16 so may your tempest drive them off;
so may your storm put them to rout.

17 O may their face be mantled with disgrace,
that they may look up to your name, O Lord;

18 or else, be shame and terror their eternal lot;
be they confounded and destroyed!

19 For they must know that you alone, whose name is “Lord,”
are throned on high o’er all the earth.



PSALM 83

Quam dilécta tabernácula tua, Dómine virtútum
The Psalmist’s Longing for the Temple

2 How lovely is your dwelling place, O Lord of hosts!

3 My spirit pines — for the courts of the Lord it faints with yearning.
My body and my soul
exult in longing for the living God.

4 The sparrow even finds a home,
the swallow for herself, a nest wherein to lodge her young:
your altars, Lord of hosts,
my King, my God!

5 O well for those who dwell within your house, O Lord,
unceasing is their praise of you.

6 Blest is the man who draws from you his strength,
while on a holy pilgrimage his mind is bent.

7 Cross such as he an arid vale, they change it to a place of springs,
and early rain will clothe it with its blessings.

8 They wend their way and grow in strength;
in Sion they will see the God of gods!

9 O hear my prayer, O Lord of hosts!
O hearken, Jacob’s God!

10 Look, God, our shield!
Look at the brow of your anointed one!

11 In truth, one day spent in your courts
is better than a thousand others.
I fain would hug the threshold of the house of my God
rather than dwell in sinners’ tents.

12 A sun and a shield is the Lord God:
both grace and glory the Lord vouchsafes.
No blessings he denies to those
who walk the ways of innocence!

13 O Lord of hosts,
how happy is the man who trusts in you!

PSALM 84

Benedixísti, Dómine, terram tuam
“His Redemption Is at Hand”

2 To your land, O Lord, you have been kind,
and given a happy turn to Jacob’s lot.

3 You have dismissed your people’s guilt,
and all their sins removed from sight.

4 You have repressed your angry mood,
and ceased the fury of your wrath.

5 Reinstate us, our savior, God,
and lay aside the indignation you have felt for us.

6 Will you be wroth with us forevermore?
will you extend your wrath from age to age?

7 O will you not restore our life?
Shall not your people find their joy in you?

8 Show us your mercy, Lord,
and your redemption grant to us!

9 Now will I listen to the Lord God’s words;
assuredly, his words are words of peace,
meant for his people and his saints,
for all that turn to him wholeheartedly.

10 For, surely, his redemption is at hand for those who worship him;
and in our land shall glory make its home.

11 Then mercy and fidelity will amicably meet;
justice and peace will kiss each other.

12 Fidelity will sprout upon the earth;
justice will glance from heaven above.

13 Also, the Lord will grant prosperity;
our land will yield its fruit.

14 Justice will herald his advance,
salvation wait upon his every step.



PSALM 85

Inclína, Dómine, aurem tuam, et exáudi me
Prayer of a Good Servant of God When in Trouble

Incline your ear, Lord; answer me:
poor and forlorn am I!

2 Protect me, for to you I am devoted!
Save your servant trusting you!
My God are you!

3 Have mercy on me, Lord;
incessantly I cry to you.

4 Make glad your servant’s soul, O Lord,
because to you I lift my soul.

5 Aye, you, O Lord, are good and kind
and full of mercy toward your worshipers.

6 Then hear, O Lord, my prayer,
and listen to my pleading voice.

7 In this my evil hour I cry to you:
I know that you will answer me.

8 You have no peer among the gods, O Lord;
there is no work like unto yours.

9 For, all the nations you have made
will come and pay you homage, Lord,
and hymn the praises of your name.

10 Yes, great you are, and you do wondrous things!
Yes, you alone are God.

11 Teach me your way, O Lord: your truth shall guide my steps;
direct my heart, that it may reverence your name.

12 With all my heart I wish to hymn your praise, O Lord, my God,
and glorify your name eternally.

13 Your mercy toward me has been great:
you snatched me from the deep abyss.

14 O God, proud men arose to do me harm;
a horde of tyrants plots against my life;
to you they pay no heed.

15 But you, O Lord, are a kind and merciful God,
to anger slow, beyond all bounds merciful and mild.

16 O look on me and pity me;
lend to your servant your own strength,
and save your handmaid’s son.

17 A token of your favor grant to me:
my foes shall be ashamed when they perceive
that you have comforted and helped me, Lord.



PSALM 86

Fundaménta ejus in móntibus sanctis
Sion, the Fatherland of All Peoples

His own foundation on the holy hills,

2 the Lord loves it —
the gates of Sion — more than all of Jacob’s tents!

3 What glorious things are said of you,
O citadel of God!

4 “Rahab as well as Babel will I count among my worshipers;
aye, and Philistia, too, and Tyre, and the Ethiopian race —
here these were born!

5 Of Sion Mount it shall be said: ‘All, man for man, were born in it;
himself, the Most High, ‘stablished it!’”

6 The Lord will in the book of nations write:
“Here these were born!”

7 And they shall sing in festal dance:
“My fountains all — they are in you!”

PSALM 87

Dómine, Deus salútis meæ
Prayer of a Man Seriously Ill

2 O Lord, my God, I cry to you by day;
by night I wail before your throne.

3 O may my pleading make its way to you;
and to my cry incline your ear!

4 Alas, my soul is cloyed with grief;
my life is on the brink of death.

5 I count as one of those who sink into the pit;
like to a weak, decrepit man I am!

6 Among the dead my couch is ready-made;
as good as slain I am, as one laid in the sepulchre:
no more do you remember them,
and from your loving care they are cut off.

7 For you have bedded me deep in the pit,
in darkness, in a whirling pool.

8 Your indignation heavily weighs on me;
with all your floods you are engulfing me.

9 My friends — you keep them far away from me:
you made them loathe me utterly;
shut in I am, and there is no escape for me.

10 My eyes grow dim from wretchedness:
I cry to you, Lord, every day;
to you I stretch my hands.

11 Do you work wonders for the dead?
Or will the dead arise and give you praise?

12 And is your goodness talked of in the sepulchre,
your faithfulness a theme among the dead?

13 And are your wonders mentioned in the gloom;
your kindness, where oblivion reigns?

14 But I — I cry to you, O Lord;
at dawn my prayer goes up to you.



15 Why, Lord, do you repel my soul,
why hide your face from me?

16 I am a wretch, from childhood doomed to die;
your terrors I have borne and — pine away!

17 O’er me your angry bursts have passed;
your terrors shatter me;

18 like water they surround me constantly;
they all at once encircle me.

19 Friend and comrade you have kept away from me;
dark and gloom are my companions.

PSALM 88

Misericórdias Dómini in ætérnum cantábo
Ruin of the House of David Compared With the Promises God Once Made to

David

2 The mercies of the Lord I will forever chant,
from age to age declare his faithfulness.

3 For you have said: “Grace is assured forevermore,”
and in the firmament you guarantee your faithfulness.

4 “I made a covenant with my elect,
and to my servant David I have sworn:

5 ‘Your line will I make permanent,
and will secure your throne from age to age.’ “

6 The heavens hymn your wondrous deeds, O Lord;
the court of saints, your faithfulness!

7 Above the clouds — who can compare with the Lord?
Who can be like the Lord among the sons of God?

8 Dreadful in the council of the saints is God,
great and awful above all those around him.

9 Lord, God of hosts, who is your peer?
Mighty you are, O Lord, and girt with faithfulness.

10 The prideful sea you command;
the tumult of the waves you curb.

11 You pierced and set your foot on Rahab;
your mighty arm dispersed your foes.

12 Yours are the heavens, yours the earth;
the globe and all that fills it you secured;

13 the northwind you created and the south;
Thabor’s and Hermon’s pride is in your name.

14 You wield a mighty arm;
firm and high-uplifted is your hand.

15 Right and justice pave your throne;
grace and fidelity herald your advance.



16 Well for the people skilled in holding jubilee:
they bask, Lord, in your beaming smile.

17 Your name is their unbroken happiness;
your justice is their pride.

18 You are the splendor of their might,
your favor is the wellspring of our strength.

19 Our shield is in the hands of the Lord,
our king, the ward of Israel’s Holy One.

20 In a vision of yore you addressed your saints
and said: “I crowned a mighty man,
and from the people raised my chosen one.

21 I found my servant David,
and with my holy oil anointed him.

22 My hand shall always be with him;
my arm shall strengthen him.

23 No foe shall catch him in a snare,
no enemy shall get the best of him.

24 No, I will crush all those confronting him,
and all who hate him put to rout.

25 My grace and my fidelity shall be his bodyguard;
his might shall be exalted in my name.

26 O’er the sea will I extend his sway,
his arm to where the rivers flow.

27 To me he will call out: ‘My sire are you,
my God, the bedrock of my weal.’

28 I will appoint him as my first-born Son,
supreme among earth’s kings.

29 Forever will I keep him in my grace;
my covenant with him shall firmly stand.

30 His line will I make permanent,
his throne — as long as heaven lasts.

31 Should e’er his line forsake my law,
and never in my precepts have their rule of life;

32 if ever they infringe the statutes I enact,
and do not cherish my decrees:

33 then will I visit with the rod their guilt,
and punish their misdeeds with stripes.

34 Yet will I not withdraw my grace from him,
and not belie my plighted word.

35 I will not violate my covenant,
nor change what I have solemnly declared.

36 I once for all swore by my holiness;
to David, surely, I shall not be false.

37 His line is to endure eternally;
as the sun, his throne shall ever last before me,

38 and as the moon, which lasts eternally,
a faithful witness in the firmament.”

39 But now — your rejection is complete and absolute!
Grievously wroth are you with your anointed one!

40 You spurned your servant’s covenant,
and in the dust defiled his crown.

41 You crushed the bulwarks all around him,
and laid in ruins all his battlements.

42 All passers-by have plundered him;
a laughingstock is he to neighboring tribes.

43 His enemies’ might you have reared high,
and filled with rapture all his foes.

44 His sword’s edge you blunted,
and did not prop him in the fray.

45 You made his splendor ebb away,
and hurled his throne down on the ground.

46 The days of his prime you shortened,
and wrapped him round with shame.

47 How long, O Lord? Will you hide yourself forever?
And shall your indignation flame like fire?

48 Recall how brief my life is,
how frail you have created man!



49 Where is the man who lives and never shall taste death?
Who from death’s grasp can wrest his life?

50 Where are your ancient mercies, Lord,
which you have pledged to David by your faithfulness?

51 Remember, Lord, your servants’ shame:
the hate of all the heathen tribes comes home to me,

52 wherewith your adversaries, Lord —
wherewith, at every step, they taunt your own anointed one!

53 The Lord be blest eternally!
So let it be! so let it be!

PSALM 89

Dómine, refúgium factus es nobis
Man’s Life Is Brief; Let the Eternal God Be His Refuge Always

O Lord, a haven you have been to us
from age to age!

2 Ere mountains came to be,
ere earth and world were born —
from all eternity, you are eternal, God.

3 To dust you bid all mortals to return;
you say: “Children of men, return!”

4 A thousand years are in your sight
no more than yesterday, already past —
and like a nightly watch!

5 You snatch men off — like a morning dream they are!
How like the freshly sprouting grass they are!

6 At morn it greens and blooms;
at even it is cut and fades!

7 In truth, we are the victims of your wrath,
and by your indignation we are terrified.

8 You keep our guilt in constant view,
our hidden sins before your searching eye.

9 For, all our days rolled by o’ershadowed by your ire;
we spent our years just as we heave a sigh!

10 Our life’s whole span is seventy years,
or eighty, if we are robust;
and most of them are idle toil!
they quickly pass and — we take wing!

11 O who can weigh the fierceness of your ire,
who gage your wrath, as the fear due you deserves!

12 Teach us to number o’er our days,
so that we may attain to wisdom of the heart.

13 Return, O Lord — how long?
Be gracious to your loyal ones;



14 and with your mercy sate us speedily,
that we may spend in raptures all our days.

15 O give us joy to compensate the days when you afflicted us,
the years in which we tasted misery.

16 Let on your servants dawn your masterwork,
your glory, on their sons.

17 The goodness of the Lord our God descend on us;
and speed the work of our own hands for us.
O speed the work of our poor hands!

PSALM 90

Qui hábitat in adjutório Altíssimi
The All-High God, Protector of the Just

1 You dwell beneath the shelter of the Most High?
You rest beneath the shade of the Omnipotent?

2 Then say to the Lord: “My haven and my citadel,
my God, in whom I trust!”

3 ‘Tis he will save you from the fowler’s snare,
from every baneful thing.

4 His wings will shelter you;
his pinions are your safe retreat.
A shield and buckler is his faithfulness.

5 No fear for you of nightly terror,
of arrows shot by day,

6 of mischief stalking in the dark,
of havoc rampant in the noonday light.

7 A thousand fall upon your left and tens of thousands on your right:
no harm comes near to you.

8 But you will look about with your own eyes,
and see the sinners’ punishment.

9 Your refuge is the Lord;
you made the Most High God your bulwark.

10 No ill shall, therefore, come to you;
no scourge approach your tent.

11 He gave his angels charge of you
to keep you safe in all your ways:

12 upon their hands they bear you up,
lest you should dash your foot against a stone.

13 On asp and viper you will tread,
and lion and serpent trample down.

14 “Because he clings to me, I will deliver him,
and shield him; for he knows my name.

15 He will appeal to me, and I will hear his prayer;
in tribulation, I shall be with him.



16 An ample length of days I will bestow on him;
my blessings I will grant to him.”

PSALM 91

Bonum est confitéri Dómino
Praise of God as Wisely and Justly Governing Human Affairs

2 ‘Tis good to celebrate the Lord,
make melody in honor of your name, Most High:

3 to blaze your mercy at the break of dawn;
your faithfulness, by night,

4 with lyre and ten-stringed psaltery,
with song to harp’s accompaniment.

5 For by your deeds, O Lord, you gladden me;
your handiwork is my delight.

6 O how magnificent are all your works, O Lord;
and how profound your thoughts!

7 The senseless do not know these things,
the foolish do not understand.

8 Let sinners thrive like luscious grass,
let evil men bask in prosperity:
yet are they to eternal ruin doomed!

9 But you, O Lord, for all eternity you are supreme.

10 Indeed, O Lord, indeed, your foes —
indeed, your foes are doomed;
aye, evil men shall vanish, each and all!

11 You gave me strength as of a buffalo;
and on me poured out oil most pure.

12 And now my eye looks down upon my enemies;
my ears hear happy news about my vicious foes.

13 A holy man thrives like a palm,
grows like a cedar on Mount Lebanon.

14 And, planted in the house of the Lord,
such men shall flourish in the courts of God.

15 In ripe old age, they still bear fruit,
and hale and hearty they are like a fresh green plant.

16 Thus they proclaim how right remains the Lord,
my rock! In him there is no wrong!



PSALM 92

Dóminus regnávit, decórem indútus est
The Lord Is Powerful King of the World

1 The Lord is king, and robed in majesty!
The Lord is robed and girt with might!
‘Tis he has made the world secure:
and it shall stand unmoved!

2 Firm is your throne from ancient days;
aye, from eternity you are!

3 The rivers surge, O Lord,
the rivers surge their voice;
the rivers surge their thundering roar!

4 Mightier far than heaving waves,
mightier far than seething sea,
aye, mighty is the Lord on high!

5 Most worthy are your promises of faith;
and holiness, O Lord, your house beseems for endless length of days!

PSALM 93

Deus ultiónum Dóminus
God Is Invoked for Help Against Wicked Oppressors

1 Avenger God, O Lord!
Avenger God, O let your glance appear!

2 Arise, you who judge the earth!
Give to the proud what they deserve!

3 How long, O Lord, shall godless men,
how long shall godless men exult?

4 How long shall evildoers boast and brag,
and vaunt their insolence?

5 Your people, Lord, they trample down;
your heritage they plague.

6 Both guest and widow they dispatch,
and slay the fatherless.

7 And then they say: “The Lord — he does not see!
The God of Jacob does not mind!”

8 Come to your senses, foolish folk!
When will you, fools, be wise?

9 Will he who made the ear not hear?
Will he who formed the eye not see?

10 He, the nations’ Teacher, will he not chastise —
he who teaches men the lore they have?

11 The Lord can read men’s thoughts;
he knows that they are void of sense.

12 Well for the man whom you instruct, O Lord,
and train to read your law,

13 that you may comfort him in evil days
until the pit is dug for godless men.

14 No, no; the Lord will not reject his race
or cast away his heritage!

15 Some day just retribution shall be made,
and all true hearts will welcome it!



16 Who will rise in my defense against my foes,
who by me stand and smite the wicked horde?

17 But for the Lord, my help,
I soon should in the house of silence dwell!

18 And when I think: “My foot is slipping!”
your grace, O Lord, is my support.

19 When worries throng my heart,
your consolations are my soul’s delight.

20 Could e’er injustice touch your judgment seat,
cause mischief under pretext of the law?

21 Let them assail a holy man,
and guiltless blood condemn.

22 The Lord will surely be my guard;
my God will be my safe retreat.

23 He will repay them for their evil deeds,
and their own wickedness will ruin them.
Indeed, the Lord our God will ruin them!

PSALM 94

Veníte, exsultémus Dómino
A Call to Praise God and Render Him Obedience

1 O come; let us exult in the Lord!
Let us acclaim the rock, our savior!

2 With praises let us go to meet his face;
let us exult in God with songs!

3 Indeed, the Lord — he is a mighty God,
a mighty king above all gods!

4 Earth’s depths are in his palm;
the mountain peaks are his.

5 His is the sea: he has created it;
his is the land: his hands have fashioned it.

6 Come, then; let us fall down; let us adore
and bend the knee before the Lord who has created us.

7 For he — he is our God!
We are the people of his pasturing, the sheep led by his hand.
Would that today you listened to his voice:

8 “O harden not your hearts as in Meriba you once did,
as on the day of Massa in the wilderness,

9 ‘twas there your fathers tempted me;
they tested me though they had seen my works.

10 For forty years I loathed this brood of men;
‘Wayward of heart this people is!’ I said,
‘They do not know my ways.’

11 I therefore in my anger swore:
‘Into my place of rest they shall not come!’ “



PSALM 95

Cantáte Dómino cánticum novum
Praise God, King of All the Earth

1 Sing to the Lord a song not sung before!
O universal earth, sing to the Lord!

2 Sing to the Lord and bless his name;
make his salvation known from day to day!

3 Among the Gentiles voice his glory,
in all the tribes, his wondrous deeds.

4 The Lord is great, deserving of the highest praise;
let him be feared above all gods.

5 Mere figments are the Gentile gods;
it is the Lord who made the firmament.

6 State and beauty herald his advance;
might and splendor deck his holy shrine.

7 Acclaim the Lord, O tribes on tribes,
acclaim the might and glory of the Lord.

8 Acclaim the glorious name of the Lord.
Enter his courts and offer sacrifice;

9 in sacred vesture robed, adore the Lord.
Before him tremble, universal earth!

10 Among the Gentiles say: “The Lord is King!”
Firm he made the globe so that it never should be moved;
he rules the tribes with equity.

11 Rejoice, O firmament! Exult, O earth!
O sea and all that fills you, roar applause!

12 O fields and all that bide in you, be thrilled with joy!
All forest trees shall now rejoice

13 before the Lord: because he comes,
he comes to rule the earth.
Aye, he will rule the world with judgment just;
all tribes, with judgment true.

PSALM 96

Dóminus regnávit, exsúltet terra
The Lord Confounds the Worshipers of False Gods; the True of Heart He

Praises

1 The Lord is King! O earth, hold jubilee!
Rejoice, O far-flung isles and coasts.

2 Clouds and gloom encircle him;
right and justice pave his throne!

3 Fire heralds his advance,
and it consumes his foes on every side.

4 His lightnings flash upon the world;
the earth looks up and quakes!

5 Like wax, the mountains melt before the Lord,
before the master of the universal earth.

6 The firmament proclaims his justice;
his glory witness all the tribes!

7 All worshipers of graven gods are put to shame,
and all who of their idols boast.
Him all the gods adore on bended knee.

8 Mount Sion listens and exults,
and Juda’s citizens are jubilant,
because your judgment, Lord, is near.

9 For over all the earth, O Lord, you are supreme,
high-towering above all gods.

10 The Lord loves those who hate the wrong;
he guards his dear devoted friends;
from godless hands he rescues them.

11 Now light dawns on the innocent,
and gladness on the true of heart.

12 Rejoice in the Lord, O holy souls,
and celebrate his holy name.



PSALM 97

Cantáte Dómino cánticum novum: quia mirabília fecit
The Lord Is Victor, King, and Just Judge

Sing to the Lord a song not sung before:
he has done wondrous things!
His right hand brought his people victory;
his holy arm accomplished it!

2 The Lord made known his power to save;
his justice he revealed for all the tribes to see.

3 He called to mind his goodness and fidelity
and showed his grace to Israel’s house.
No corner of the earth but saw
how well our God can save!

4 Joy in the Lord, O universal earth!
Rejoice! Hold jubilee with festal psalms!

5 Make music to the Lord upon the harp,
with harp and sound of psaltery.

6 With trumpets and the blaring horn
exult in sight of the Lord, our King.

7 O sea and all that fills you, chant —
O globe and all that dwell on you!

8 O rivers, clap your hands,
joined by the mountains, which rejoice

9 to see the Lord, because he comes,
he comes to rule the earth.
He will rule the world with judgment just,
all tribes, with judgment fair.

PSALM 98

Dóminus regnávit, irascántur pópuli
The Holiness of the King

1 The Lord is King: the nations quake,
he thrones above the Cherubim: the earth is rocked.

2 The Lord of Sion — he is great,
supreme above the nations, one and all.

3 O bid them praise your great and fearsome name;
for it befits the Holy One.

4 He rules with might who justice loves.
You have established what is right.
Justice and right in Jacob you dispense.

5 Extol the Lord our God;
before His footstool sink upon your knees:
for it befits the Holy One.

6 Moses and Aaron are among his priests;
and Samuel too called on his name;
they called upon the Lord: he answered them.

7 Through pillar of cloud he spoke to them;
they heard all his decrees,
the precept which he gave to them.

8 O Lord, our God, you answered them;
and gracious, God, you were to them;
and yet you punished every fault of theirs.

9 Extol the Lord our God;
before his holy mountain sink upon your knees:
for holy is the Lord our God.



PSALM 99

Jubiláte Deo, omnis terra: servíte Dómino in lætítia
Hymn Sung When Entering the Temple

Rejoice in the Lord, O universal earth!

2 With gladness serve the Lord.
Appear before his eyes
with hearts all jubilant.

3 Know that the Lord is God:
‘tis he that made us; his we are,
his people and the sheep of his own pasturing.

4 Enter his gates with praise upon your lips;
his courts, with hymns of praise.
Give thanks to him and bless his name.

5 The Lord is good, indeed;
his mercy lasts forevermore;
from age to age lasts his fidelity!

PSALM 100

Misericórdiam, et judícium cantábo tibi, Dómine
Resolutions of a Model Ruler

Let grace and justice be my theme;
to you, O Lord, I sing a song.

2 My way of life shall be unstained:
when will you come to visit me?
I give full scope to my high intent
amidst my homely scenes.

3 The goal I set before my eyes
shall be no evil thing.
I hate all men that take a crooked course:
not one of them shall be my confidant.

4 Let not the false of heart come near to me;
I will not cherish what is base.

5 The secret slanderer of his fellow man
I will destroy;
the haughty eye, the puffed-up heart
I will not brook.

6 My eye will search the land for honest souls,
that they may dwell with me;
and only men above reproach
shall be my servants.

7 Not welcome to my home
shall be a guileful man.
The one that falsifies
shall stand not in my presence.

8 Day after day I will destroy
the evildoers of the land,
and I will purge the city of the Lord
of men determined to do wrong.



PSALM 101

Dómine, exáudi oratiónem meam: et clamor meus ad te véniat
Lament and Prayers of One in Anguish

2 Lord, hear my prayer,
and bid my cry come to your throne.

3 O do not hide your face from me
on the day of my distress;
incline to me your ear;
when I invoke you, swiftly answer me.

4 Like smoke my days are vanishing;
my bones are as a burning fire.

5 Like dried-up grass, my heart is withering,
and I forget to eat my daily bread.

6 Because my groans are vehement
I am but skin and bones.

7 Like am I to a pelican within a wilderness,
or like an owl in ruined tower;

8 and sleepless I keep moaning through the night,
like to a bird forlorn upon the roof.

9 My foes insult me ceaselessly;
in furious rage, they use my name to imprecate.

10 Dust is the daily bread I eat;
my drink I mingle with my tears,

11 for in your bursts of wrath
you lifted me up, then threw me down.

12 My days are like to lengthening shades;
like grass, I wither away.

13 But you, O Lord, endure eternally;
your name endures from age to age.

14 Then rise; to Sion show your graciousness;
for time it is you pitied it; the hour has come indeed.

15 Your loyal servants love its very stones;
its ruin breaks their hearts.

16 The nations will revere your name, O Lord,
and all earth’s kings your majesty,

17 as soon as the Lord has Sion built anew,
and in his glory has revealed himself;

18 and when he heeds the poor men’s prayer,
and does not disregard their cry.

19 Let this be written for a future race,
and let a race yet to be born acclaim the Lord;

20 because the Lord looked from his shrine on high,
looked down from heaven upon the earth,

21 to hear the groans of captive men,
to free those doomed to death.

22 In Sion must the Lord’s name be announced,
and in Jerusalem his praise,

23 soon as the nations and the kingdoms
congregate to serve the Lord.

24 He has worn out my strength midway;
he has cut short my days.

25 I say: “My God, O do not snatch me off midway, before my days are
done;
your years endure from age to age.

26 You founded the earth when time began;
and heaven is your handiwork;

27 these run their course, but you endure;
and, like a cloak, all things grow old.
You change them like a cloak, and they are changed!

28 But you remain the same: your years will never end.

29 Your servants’ sons will live in peace;
their offspring will endure to worship you.”



PSALM 102

Bénedic, ánima mea, Dómino
Praises of God’s Mercy

O bless, my soul, the Lord;
and all that is within me bless his holy name!

2 O bless, my soul, the Lord;
do not forget his blessings, each and all.

3 ‘Tis he that pardons all your faults;
that heals all your infirmities;

4 that saves your life from death;
that crowns you with his mercy and his grace;

5 that fills your life with all good things.
Renewed by him, your youth is eaglelike.

6 The Lord does what is right and just,
sees justice done to all oppressed.

7 To Moses he revealed his ways,
to Israel’s children all his deeds.

8 The Lord is merciful and kind,
to anger slow, and rich in clemency.

9 He is not finding fault perpetually,
nor does he bear a grudge for aye.

10 He does not deal with us according to our sins,
nor punish us according to our faults.

11 As heaven towers above the earth,
so toward his worshippers his mercy wins the day;

12 as far as Orient is from Occident,
so far does he remove from us our sins;

13 as sire is merciful to son,
so does the Lord show mercy to his worshipers.

14 He knows the stuff of which we are made,
and he remembers we are dust.

15 Man’s days are like to grass;
like flower in field — so does he bloom:

16 the breeze has hardly brushed it — it is no more;
its very place no longer knows it!

17 The Lord’s eternal mercy shields his worshipers eternally;
his justice shields their children’s endless line,

18 if they observe his covenant, remember his
decrees, and keep them faithfully.

19 The Lord has fixed his seat in heaven;
his kingship rules the universe.

20 O all his angels, bless the Lord;
you, mighty princes, carry out his orders
and obey his word!

21 O bless the Lord, all you, his hosts,
his ministers, who carry out his will.

22 All you, his creatures, bless the Lord
in every place of his domain!
O bless, my soul, the Lord!



PSALM 103

Bénedic, ánima mea, Dómino: Dómine, Deus meus, magnificátus es veheménter
Praise of God, the Creator

1 O bless, my soul, the Lord!
O Lord, my God, you are exceeding great!
Magnificence and beauty are your robes:

2 light, as a raiment, wraps you round.
You spread the heavens — curtainlike;

3 above high waters you have built your halls;
the clouds you make your chariot,
you ride upon the wings of wind.

4 The storms you make your messengers,
the fiery bolts your ministers.

5 Upon its base you made the earth secure,
and it shall never lose stability.

6 You wrapped the ocean round it as a cloak.
The waters on the mountains poised:

7 you sternly spoke: they fled away;
you thundered: they were terrified.

8 The mountains rose; the valleys sank
down to the place you had assigned to them;

9 you set a bound they might not cross,
lest they should cover up the earth again.

10 The springs you bid to empty into streams
that flow between the mountainsides;

11 they furnish drink to every ranging beast;
wild asses slake their thirst in them.

12 And on their banks dwell birds that roam the air;
among the boughs they warble out their songs.

13 You dew the mountains from your reservoirs;
in fruit which you produce the earth abounds.

14 You sprout the grass to feed the kine,
and plants, to serve the needs of man.
Thus from the earth he draws his daily bread,

15 and wine to cheer his heart,
and oil to light his face,
and bread to make him hale and strong.

16 The Lord’s own trees — they draw their fill —
the cedars which you planted on Mount Lebanon.

17 There birds set up their nests;
firs are the haunts of storks;

18 the mountain crags give cover to gazelles;
hedgehogs feel safe in rocky caves.

19 You made the moon to mark the seasons;
the sun knows well its setting time.

20 You make the dark: then comes the night,
and in it beasts of forests roam.

21 The cubs of lions roar for prey,
and ask of God their food;

22 at sunrise they slink back again,
and in their lairs lie down for rest.

23 Then man goes forth to do his work,
and plies his task till evening comes.

24 How many are the things you do, O Lord!
With wisdom you accomplish everything!
And with your creatures teems the earth:

25 there is the ocean, vast and stretching far;
therein are creeping things past numbering,
small animals as well as great;

26 therein sea monsters move about —
Leviathan, which you have made to sport in it.

27 All are expecting you
to give them food at the appointed time.

28 You offer it: they gather it;
you open your hand: they take their fill of what is good;

29 you hide your face: they are alarmed;
you take their breath away: they die,
and back they go unto the dust they are;



30 you send your spirit forth: they are created,
and you renew the face of the earth.

31 May the glory of the Lord forever last!
And may the Lord have joy in all his works!

32 A frown of his: the earth begins to quake;
a touch of his: the mountains belch forth smoke!

33 As long as I live will I sing to the Lord,
and hymn the praise of my God as long as I last.

34 May he be pleased with my poor utterance:
for me, I will rejoice in the Lord.

35 Let sinners perish from the earth,
and let the godless be no more!
O bless, my soul, the Lord! Alleluia!

PSALM 104

Confitémini Dómino, et invocáte nomen ejus
God’s Promises to Abraham Are Fulfilled

1 O hymn the Lord; acclaim his name;
make known his deeds among the nations!

2 Sing and play the harp to honor him;
tell all his wondrous deeds!

3 And glory in his holy name;
may every heart that seeks the Lord rejoice!

4 Consider well the Lord and all his might;
and ever seek his kindly face.

5 Recall the wonders he has done,
his miracles, the judgments he pronounced,

6 O children of his servant Abraham,
O sons of Jacob, his elect!

7 He is the Lord our God;
throughout the world his judgments are in force.

8 He is forever mindful of his covenant —
the pledge he for a thousand ages gave,

9 the covenant he struck for Abraham,
the oath he made to Isaac,

10 the firm decree he ratified for Jacob,
the covenant he struck for Israel,

11 when he declared: “To you I give the land of Chanaan
to be your own hereditary lot.”

12 When they in number were but few —
a little band of strangers in that land —

13 and wandered on from tribe to tribe,
from a kingdom here to a people there,

14 he allowed no man to press them hard,
and for their sake reproved the kings:

15 “Lay not your hand on my anointed ones,
and to my prophets do no harm.”



16 And then he bade a famine come upon the land,
and he withheld their whole supply of bread.

17 Before them he had sent a man:
Joseph, who was sold to slavery.

18 His feet were bound with chains;
an iron band lay round his neck,

19 till his prediction was fulfilled
and the Lord’s word vindicated him.

20 The king, the ruler of the land,
had him released and set him free.

21 And he appointed him the master of his house,
to be the Lord of his possessions, one and all,

22 to punish all his noblemen at his own will,
and teach his old men wisdom’s lore.

23 Then Israel entered into Egypt,
and Jacob was an alien in the land of Cham.

24 He multiplied his race exceedingly,
and made it stronger than its foes.

25 He turned the people’s hearts to hate his race
and with his servants deal deceitfully.

26 And then he sent his servant Moses,
and Aaron, his own chosen one;

27 and in their midst they worked his miracles,
his wonders in the land of Cham.

28 Darkness he sent; there was dense night;
and yet, they set at nought his words!

29 He turned their waters into blood,
and killed their fish.

30 Their country swarmed with frogs,
which even filled the chambers of their kings.

31 He spoke the word: on came a swarm of flies,
and gnats filled every corner of their land.

32 For rain he gave them hail
and flaming fire throughout their land.

33 He killed their fig trees and their vines,
and in their country rent the trees.

34 He spoke again: the locusts came,
and grasshoppers past all numbering;

35 and all the herbage they devoured within the land,
devoured the fruit trees in the fields.

36 And all the first-born in the land he slew,
the first fruits of their loins.

37 He led them forth, enriched with silver and with gold;
there was no weakling in their clans.

38 And glad was Egypt they were gone,
for dread of them had overtaken it.

39 He spread a cloud to shelter them,
and gave them fire for light throughout the night.

40 They begged: he brought a flock of quail,
and sated them with heaven’s bread.

41 He cleft the rock, and water flowed,
which through the desert ran in streams.

42 For he was mindful of his holy word,
which he had given to his servant Abraham.

43 And so he led his people forth with joy,
and his elect with jubilee.

44 He gave to them the heathen lands;
they took possession of the nations’ wealth,

45 that they might cherish his commands,
and make his laws their own, Alleluia!



PSALM 105

Confitémini Dómino, quóniam bonus
The Sins of an Ungrateful People; Their Chastisements

O hymn the Lord, for he is kind;
his mercy lasts eternally.

2 Who can recount the deeds of might, wrought by the Lord,
or publish all his claims to praise?

3 O well for those who keep the laws
and always do the right.

4 Remember me, O Lord, kind to your people as you are,
and visit me to give me help.

5 O let me taste the happiness of your elect,
take pleasure in your people’s joy,
and share the glory with your heritage.

6 Yes, like our fathers we have sinned;
we have done wrong; we acted impiously.

7 Our ancestors in Egypt paid
no heed to all your wondrous deeds.
They were not mindful of your many kindnesses,
and they defied the Most High God at the Red Sea’s marge.

8 Yet for his name’s sake he delivered them
to manifest his might.

9 The Red Sea he rebuked; dried up it was!
He led them through the waves as o’er dry land;

10 he rescued them from haters’ hands,
and freed them from the enemies’ grip.

11 The waters buried all their foes:
not one of them was left alive.

12 Then they believed his words;
and how they sang his praise!

13 But quickly they forgot his deeds,
and in his wisdom put no trust;

14 for in the desert they indulged their lust,
and in the wilderness they tempted God.

15 He granted their request,
but sent on them a fell disease.

16 They envied Moses in the camp;
they envied Aaron, God’s holy one.

17 The earth then yawned and swallowed Dathan,
and buried all Abiron’s band.

18 Then fire broke out to kill their company;
a flame consumed the wicked men.

19 They made a calf in Horeb and
adored the idol made of molten gold.

20 O what exchange! The image of a hay-consuming ox
replaced the glory of the race!

21 The God who saved them — they forgot,
him who in Egypt once had portents wrought,

22 who in the land of Cham did wondrous things,
and at the Red Sea, miracles!

23 And then he thought to make away with them,
had not his chosen servant Moses
appealed to him and warded off his wrath,
lest they should be destroyed.

24 They then disdained the longed-for land,
and failed to trust his word.

25 They murmured in their tents,
and disobeyed the Lord.

26 And with uplifted hand he swore to them
that he would in the desert lay them low,

27 disperse their children ‘mongst the nations,
and scatter them throughout the world.

28 They gave allegiance to Beelphegor,
and ate the sacrifices offered to dead gods.

29 And they provoked him by their crimes,
and then a plague came down on them.

30 But Phinees arose and executed punishment;
and the plague was stopped.



31 His action was adjudged a meritorious deed for him,
for age on age, forever and for aye.

32 They irritated him at the Meriba Springs,
and it went ill with Moses on account of them:

33 they had embittered him,
and he was inconsiderate in speech.

34 They did not extirpate the heathen tribes
as the Lord had bidden them.

35 And with the heathens they held intercourse,
and learnt their ways of life.

36 They idolized their graven images,
and these became a snare to them.

37 They sacrificed their sons
and daughters to the demon gods;

38 and shed blood that was innocent,
their sons’ and daughters’ blood,
whom they to Chanaan’s idols sacrificed.
The land was fouled by gore;

39 they were contaminated by their practices,
and by their crimes they proved adulterous.

40 The fury of the Lord flared up against his race,
and he abhorred his heritage;

41 he gave them over to the heathen tribes;
and men that hated them ruled over them.

42 Their enemies tormented them;
their mighty hand bore down on them.

43 He oftentimes delivered them,
but they provoked him with their schemes,
and owing to their sins they were laid low.

44 And yet he kindly looked on their afflicted state,
as often as he heard their cry;

45 and for their sake he bore in mind his covenant,
and in surpassing mercy he relented.

46 And mercy, too, he won for them
from all that held them in captivity.

47 Save us, O Lord, our God,
and gather us from ‘mongst the heathen tribes,
that we may celebrate your holy name,
and glory in your praise.

48 Blessed be the Lord, the God of Israel;
as from eternity, so shall it be eternally!
Let all the people say: “So be it! Alleluia!”



PSALM 106

Confitémini Dómino quóniam bonus
Thanksgiving for Deliverance From Perils

1 O hymn the Lord, for he is kind;
his mercy lasts eternally.

2 Let all delivered by the Lord join in this song —
whom he delivered from the foe,

3 and gathered in from every land,
both east and west, both north and south.

4 They wandered in a lonely wilderness,
and did not find a fitting place to live;

5 they suffered hunger, suffered thirst;
their very life was ebbing out.

6 To the Lord they cried in their distress,
and from their straits he rescued them.

7 He led them on by the right path,
that they might find a fitting place to live.

8 O let them thank the Lord for all his kindliness,
and for his wondrous dealings with the sons of men.

9 He satisfied the starving souls,
and showered good things on the hungry multitude.

10 They sat in darkness and in gloom,
in misery clad, and iron-bound;

11 they had rebelled against the words of God,
the Most High’s counsel they despised.

12 He humbled them, and grief gnawed at their hearts;
they fainted: there was none to help.

13 To the Lord they cried in their distress,
and from their straits he rescued them.

14 He led them forth from darkness and from gloom,
and broke their chains asunder.

15 O let them thank the Lord for all his kindliness,
and for his wondrous dealings with the sons of men:

16 he burst the bronzen gates,
and broke the iron bars.

17 When they were ill because of their iniquities,
afflicted for their crimes,

18 and felt disgust for every kind of food,
and neared the gates of death,

19 to the Lord they cried in their distress,
and from their straits he rescued them.

20 And his command went forth to make them well
and snatch them from the grave.

21 O let them thank the Lord for all his kindliness,
and for his wondrous dealings with the sons of men.

22 And let them sacrifice to voice their thanks,
and tell with joy whatever he has done.

23 Down to the sea some went to sail
and traffic over seas;

24 and then these witnessed what the Lord can do,
his wondrous deeds upon the main.

25 He spoke; he roused a stormy wind,
and tossed the waves aloft.

26 Sky-high they mounted, then sank into the deep!
O how their human spirits fainted in their plight!

27 They reeled and staggered just like drunken men,
and all their seamanship was gone!

28 Yet, to the Lord they cried in their distress,
and from their straits he rescued them.

29 He quelled the storm down to a gentle breeze —
and silent were the sea’s waves.

30 How they rejoiced when these were quiet!
He led them safely to the longed-for port.

31 O let them thank the Lord for all his kindliness,
and for his wondrous dealings with the sons of men.

32 And let them sing his praise at people’s gatherings;
let them exalt him when the elders meet.



33 He changed the rivers into desert land,
a land of springs into a thirsty ground;

34 a fertile land into a salty waste,
because of the sins of those who dwell therein.

35 He changed a desert into a sheet of water,
and a dry waste into a land of springs.

36 And there he settled the hungry multitude;
and there they built a fitting place to dwell.

37 They sowed the fields and planted vines,
and thus obtained an ample crop.

38 He blessed them, and they multiplied exceedingly,
and cattle in abundance he bestowed on them.

39 Brought low they were, in numbers few,
oppressed by ills and misery;

40 but he who pours contempt on princely men
and makes them stray through trackless wastes,

41 raised up the needy from their misery,
and multiplied their families like flocks.

42 On seeing this, the true of heart exult;
all malice shuts its mouth.

43 Where is the wise man that observes these things,
and duly weighs the mercies of the Lord?

PSALM 107

Parátum cor meum, Deus, parátum cor meum
Praise of God and a Petition for His Aid in War

2 My heart is strong, O Lord; my heart is strong;
with song and lyre I jubilate.
Awake, my soul!

3 Awaken, song and lyre!
I will awake the dawn!

4 Among the peoples will I praise you, Lord;
among the nations sing a song to you!

5 As high as heaven is your kindliness,
high as the clouds your faithfulness!

6 O show yourself supreme in heaven, God;
and may your glory shine on all the earth!

7 To free your loved ones
hear our prayers and help with your right hand.

8 And God has spoken in his holy shrine:
“With joy will I divide up Sichem,
and parcel out the Succoth vale.

9 Mine is the land of Galaad, mine is Manasses’ land;
the helmet of my head is Ephraim, and Juda is my staff;

10 Moab shall be my washing bowl;
on Edom will I set my heel,
and triumph o’er Philistia.”

11 Who is to lead me to the mighty citadel?
Who is to lead me on to Edom?

12 Will not you, O God, who have discarded us,
not you, O God, who with our hosts no longer march?

13 Then give us help against the foe,
for vain is any help of man.

14 With God’s help we will bravely act;
‘tis he will trample on your foes.



PSALM 108

Deus, laudem meam ne tacúeris
Against Unjust and Relentless Enemies

God, shield of my good name, speak out!

2 With wicked and deceitful lips they cry me down;
they speak to me with lying tongues;

3 with hateful speech they buzz around me,
and, unprovoked, they combat me.

4 My love they match with accusations:
but I — I prayed!

5 With ill for good they have requited me,
with hatred for my love.

6 Then raise a wicked man to combat him
and stand accuser at his right.

7 When he is judged, let him come out condemned,
and may his plea be all in vain.

8 His days — may they be few;
his office — someone else succeed to it!

9 His children — be they fatherless;
his wife — may she be husbandless.

10 His sons — let them unstably roam and beg,
ejected from their ruined homes.

11 May usurers lie in wait for all his property,
and strangers plunder what his labor earned.

12 May no one show him any kindnesses;
may no one pity to his orphans show.

13 May his posterity become extinct;
his name be blotted out within another generation.

14 His fathers’ sins be all remembered by the Lord;
may not his mother’s sins be blotted out:

15 may the Lord at all times think of them!
May he in every place eradicate their memory!

16 For he never thought of showing kindliness,
but persecuted the poor and needy man,
the one who suffered grief, and sought to take his life.

17 Of malediction he was fond — may it now fall on him;
he slighted benediction — be it withheld from him.

18 And malediction clothe him like a cloak;
like water, penetrate his inmost soul;
like oil, his every bone.

19 Be it a robe that wraps him round,
a cincture always girdling him.

20 This be the Lord’s reward for my accusers,
for those whose speech abuses me.

21 But you, Lord God, deal with me for your name’s sake;
since you are kind and merciful, deliver me.

22 I am a poor and wretched man;
my inmost heart is sore distressed.

23 Like a declining shade, I fade away;
I vanish like a locust on the wing.

24 Because I fast, my knees are quaking;
my body shrinks and wastes away.

25 A byword am I now to them;
at sight of me, they shake their heads.

26 Help me, O Lord, my God;
in your abounding kindliness deliver me.

27 O let them know this is your work —
that you, O Lord, have accomplished this.

28 If you but bless me, let them curse.
May my assailants be discomfited,
but may your servant leap with joy.

29 Let my accusers don the robe of shame;
and may confusion, like a garment, wrap them round.

30 But I will loudly hymn the Lord,
and praise him in the midst of throngs;



31 because he stands at the poor man’s right,
securing him from men that are unjust.

PSALM 109

Dixit Dóminus Dómino meo
The Messias, Priest, King, Victor

The Lord said to my Lord: “Sit on my right
until I make your foes the footstool of your feet.”

2 Your mighty sceptre the Lord from Sion will extend:
“Hold sway amidst your enemies;

3 princedom was yours — the day you were in holy splendor born;
before the morning star, like dew, have I begotten you.”

4 The Lord has sworn and he shall never rue it:
“You are a priest for aye according to the pattern of Melchisedech.”

5 The Lord is on your right;
he will, upon the day of wrath, crush kings;

6 the nations he will judge, and pile up corpse on corpse;
he will crush heads far and wide through the land.

7 From wayside torrents he will drink,
and therefore lift his head.



PSALM 110

Confitébor tibi, Dómine, in toto corde meo
God’s Splendid Works in Israel

I hymn the Lord with all my heart
whene’er the saints in private or in public meet.

2 Great are the doings of the Lord,
and deeply to be scanned by all that love him!

3 His work is all magnificence, all majesty;
his justice lasts eternally.

4 He made his wondrous actions worth remembering;
the Lord is kind and merciful.

5 To all his worshipers he gave to eat;
eternally he will be mindful of his covenant.

6 The power he wields he manifested to his people
by giving them possession of the heathen lands.

7 Fidelity and justice mark whate’er he does,
and firmly grounded are his laws,

8 secured to last for ages and eternity,
all firmly fixed and fair.

9 He sent redemption to his chosen race,
and made his covenant to last eternally.
All-worshipful and holy is his name.

10 The sum of wisdom is “fear of the Lord”;
and well-advised are all who practice it.
Worthy of praise is he eternally.

PSALM 111

Beátus vir, qui timet Dóminum
The Happiness of a Good Man

Well for the man who fears the Lord,
and in his laws takes great delight.

2 Mighty in the land is his posterity;
the children of the saints are blest.

3 And in his house there is abundant wealth;
ever he has the means of being bountiful.

4 On gloomy days he rises as a light to pious souls;
for he is kind and merciful and just.

5 Well for the man who is compassionate and lends,
who is in all his dealings fair and square.

6 He will not lose his footing in eternity;
a good man is remembered evermore.

7 Of ill report he has no fear;
his heart is stout and trusting in the Lord.

8 His heart is steadfast; without fear he waits
till he can see his foes discomfited.

9 He showers his gifts upon the poor;
ever he has the means of being bountiful.
His might and glory are a theme for song.

10 The sinner sees it, and he is enraged;
he grinds his teeth and pines away.
The sinners’ wish shall never be fulfilled.



PSALM 112

Laudáte, púeri, Dóminum
Praise of the All-High and All-Merciful God

Praise, you servants of the Lord,
O praise the name of the Lord.

2 The Lord’s name be blest
both now and in eternity.

3 From the rising to the setting sun
the name of the Lord be praised.

4 Supreme above all nations is the Lord;
his glory is above the firmament.

5 Who is like the Lord our God,
who thrones on high

6 and sees what is below, both in the heavens and on earth!

7 He lifts the helpless from the dust,
and from the dunghill raises up the poor,

8 and places them with princes,
the princes of his chosen race.

9 He makes the barren woman rule a home,
a mother joying in her offspring.

PSALM 113A

In éxitu Israël de Ægýpto
The Marvels Worked by God During the Exodus

When Israel went forth from Egypt —
the house of Jacob from a race of alien tongue —

2 Juda became his holy place,
his kingdom Israel.

3 The sea looked up and fled;
the Jordan backward rolled;

4 the mountains frisked like rams;
the hills like little lambs!

5 What ails you, sea, that you should flee?
What ails you, Jordan, that you should backward roll?

6 Why, mountains, do you frisk like rams;
why, hills, like little lambs?

7 Tremble in the presence of the Lord, O earth,
in the presence of Jacob’s God,

8 who turned a rock into a water well,
a flint rock to a gushing spring!



PSALM 113B

Non nobis, Dómine, non nobis
Greatness and Goodness of the True God

1 No, not to us, Lord, not to us:
but to your name give glory,
in honor of your mercy, of your faithfulness.

2 Why should the Gentiles say:
“Where is their God?”

3 Our God — he is in heaven.
All that he willed he made!

4 Their idols are but silver and gold,
the work of human hands.

5 They have a mouth, but do not speak;
and they have eyes, but do not see;

6 and they have ears, but do not hear;
they have a nose, but do not smell;

7 and they have hands, but do not feel;
and they have feet, but do not walk;
no sound they utter with their throat.

8 Like them are all that fashion them,
and everyone that trusts in them.

9 The house of Israel trusts in the Lord;
their helper and their shield is he.

10 The house of Aaron trusts in the Lord;
their helper and their shield is he.

11 All those who fear the Lord trust in the Lord;
their helper and their shield is he.

12 The Lord remembers us
and blesses us;
he blesses the house of Israel;
he blesses Aaron’s house.

13 He blesses all that fear the Lord,
the small ones and the great.

14 The Lord will multiply you all —
you and your sons.

15 A blessing on you from the Lord,
who made both heaven and earth.

16 Heaven is the heaven of the Lord;
the earth he has assigned to humankind.

17 ‘Tis not the dead that praise the Lord,
or any that descend to hell.

18 But we — we bless the Lord,
both now and in eternity.



PSALM 114

Diléxi, quóniam exáudiet Dóminus
Thanksgiving of a Man Saved From Death

I loved the Lord, because he heard
my pleading voice,

2 and he inclined his ear to me
the day I called on him.

3 The ropes of death had coiled me round;
the snares of hell had seized on me:
to grief and pangs I was a prey.

4 Then I invoked the name of the Lord:
“Lord, save my life!”

5 Kind is the Lord and just;
our God is merciful.

6 The Lord guards simple souls:
I was in misery, and he delivered me.

7 Return, my soul, to your tranquillity:
the Lord has kindly dealt with you.

8 He saved my life from death,
my eyes from tears, and from a lapse my feet.

9 Now will I walk in the sight of the Lord
and in the land of the living.

PSALM 115

Crédidi, propter quod locútus sum
Thanksgiving of a Man Saved From Death

1 I trusted — even when I said:
“I am afflicted grievously!”

2 I also said in my dismay:
“No mortal is dependable!”

3 How, then, shall I requite the Lord
for all that he has granted me?

4 In thanks for health received I take the cup
and will invoke the name of the Lord:

5 my vows will I pay to the Lord
when all his people meet.

6 No trifle, in the Lord’s own reckoning,
is the death of his saints!

7 And since I am your servant, Lord,
your servant, and your servant maid’s own son,
you have struck my bonds from me.

8 And now I offer you a sacrifice to voice my praise,
and I invoke the name of the Lord.

9 My vows will I pay to the Lord
when all his people meet

10 within the courts of the house of the Lord,
aye, in your very heart, Jerusalem!



PSALM 116

Laudáte Dóminum, omnes gentes
Hymn of Praise and Thanksgiving

Now praise the Lord, O nations all;
proclaim his glory, peoples all!

2 For of his mercy toward us he has given fresh and mighty proofs:
the Lord’s fidelity endures eternally.

PSALM 117

Confitémini Dómino quóniam bonus
Thanksgiving for the Nation’s Safety

Give thanks to the Lord, for he is kind:
his mercy lasts eternally.

2 O let the house of Israel say:
“His mercy lasts eternally.”

3 O let the house of Aaron say:
“His mercy lasts eternally.”

4 Let all who fear the Lord exclaim:
“His mercy lasts eternally.”

5 Deep in my trouble I invoked the Lord;
the Lord heard me and rescued me.

6 The Lord is with me; no fear have I;
what can man do to me?

7 The Lord, my helper, is with me,
and I shall see my foes discomfited.

8 ‘Tis better far to fly to the Lord for help,
than trust in man.

9 ‘Tis better far to fly to the Lord for help,
than trust in men of rank and power.

10 The nations all had compassed me:
in the Lord’s name I ground them down.

11 They compassed me on every side:
in the Lord’s name I ground them down.

12 They swarmed ‘round me like bees;
they burnt me, just as fire burns thorns:
in the Lord’s name I ground them down.

13 Pushed and shoved I was, that I might fall;
but the Lord has been my help.

14 My strength and courage is the Lord;
a savior he has proved himself to me.



15 A cry of jubilee and of deliverance
went up in the tents of the saints:
the Lord’s right hand did valiantly;

16 the Lord’s right hand uplifted me;
the Lord’s right hand did valiantly.

17 I shall not die; no, I shall live,
and publish all the Lord has done.

18 The Lord chastised me grievously!
But oh, to death he did not hand me over.

19 Open to me the holy gates;
I will go in through them and thank the Lord.

20 This is the Lord’s own gate:
the holy shall go in by it.

21 I will give thanks to you for hearing me;
a savior you have proved yourself to me.

22 The stone the builders have rejected —
it has become the cornerstone.

23 This is the doing of the Lord:
a wondrous thing for us to see.

24 This is the day the Lord has made:
let us exult in rapturous joy.

25 Grant safety, Lord;
Lord, grant prosperity!

26 Blest is the man who comes in the name of the Lord.
We bless you — from the house of the Lord.

27 The Lord is God! His kindly glance appeared to us!
Arrange the solemn march! Strew leafy boughs
as far as the horns of the altar!

28 My God you are! I give you thanks!
My God, I praise you to the skies!

29 Give thanks to the Lord, for he is kind;
his mercy lasts eternally.

PSALM 118

Beáti immaculáti in via
Praise of the Law

Aleph
Blessed are they who observe God’s law.

1 O well for those whose ways are innocent,
who walk the ways the law of the Lord enjoins.

2 O well for those who carry out what he prescribes,
and go wholeheartedly in quest of him;

3 who do no wrong,
but walk his ways.

4 You gave your precepts
to be obeyed with care.

5 Would that my steps were firm
and thus complied with your demands!

6 I shall not then be shamed
when I attend to all that you command.

7 My praise of you will be sincere
when I have learnt your just decrees.

8 O let me cherish your behests,
and do not utterly abandon me.
Beth
Gladly will I observe your law.

9 How will a youth preserve his innocence?
By cherishing your words.

10 With my whole heart I am in quest of you:
O do not let me swerve from your commands.

11 Deep in my heart I shrine your utterance:
O may I give you no offence.

12 Blest are you, Lord;
O teach me your behests.

13 My lips tell out the tale
of the decrees your lips have passed.



14 The ways you have prescribed — they are my joy;
like they are to all amassèd wealth.

15 Upon your precepts will I meditate,
and study out your ways.

16 Your laws shall be my pleasure,
and I shall not forget your words.
Ghimel
Give me the grace to follow your law, even in the midst of persecutions.

17 Befriend your servant: I wish to live
and cherish all your words.

18 Open my eyes:
I wish to scan the wonders of your law.

19 A pilgrim am I here on earth:
do not conceal from me what you demand.

20 My soul consumes itself —
so constantly I yearn for your decrees!

21 You have rebuked the proud;
cursed are those who deviate from your commands.

22 Save me from opprobrium and contempt;
for, all your precepts I observe.

23 Let mighty men, together leagued, speak to my detriment:
your servant ponders on your laws.

24 Indeed, your precepts are my soul’s delight;
your laws — they are my counselors!
Daleth
When I am plagued with trouble, I beseech you to teach and console me.

25 My soul lies prostrate in the dust:
give life to me again according to your word.

26 I bared my ways: you answered me;
teach me what you would have me do.

27 Instruct me in the ways your law commands,
and on your wonders will I meditate.

28 My soul sheds tears from grief:
cheer me according to your word.

29 Preserve me from the devious way;
grant that I faithfully observe your law.

30 The true, straight path — that is my choice;
your precepts are my guiding star.

31 I cling to your commands;
O Lord, do not discomfit me.

32 The way of your commandments will I run
once you expand my heart with joy.
He
Give me light and grace to follow your law faithfully.

33 Show me, O Lord, what your decrees demand;
and I will keep them perfectly.

34 O train me to observe your law,
and I will cherish it with all my heart.

35 Guide me along the path your law enjoins;
for that is my delight.

36 Incline my heart to welcome your demands,
and not to welcome greed.

37 O turn my eyes from vanity,
and give me life by holding to your way.

38 Redeem the promise to your servant made,
the promise made to all your worshipers.

39 Avert the shame of which I am afraid:
your precepts soothe the heart.

40 You see, I am enamored of your law;
then, in your fairness, give me life.
Vau
I will make profession of your law before the great ones of this earth.

41 Lord, may your mercies come to me;
your help, for you have promised it.

42 Then shall I answer those who censure me;
for in your words I put my trust.

43 Let me forever be in words and deeds sincere;
in your decrees I put my trust.



44 I will at all times keep your law,
forever and eternally.

45 And I shall walk a wide and spacious path,
because I search out your commands.

46 And of your precepts will I speak when face to face with royalty,
and I shall never be discomfited.

47 In your commandments will I take delight;
I love them from my heart.

48 With hand and heart I greet your laws,
and meditate on your decrees.
Zain
In affliction and sorrow your law is my solace and joy.

49 Recall your promise to your servant made,
by which you gave me hope.

50 This is my solace when I come to grief:
your word gives me another lease of life.

51 The proud insult me grossly;
but from your law I do not deviate.

52 Lord, I recall your judgments made of old;
this it is that comforts me.

53 How indignation seizes me
because the sinners set aside your law!

54 Your laws are themes of song to me
while I am on my pilgrimage.

55 Mindful of your name at night am I,
and I will keep your law.

56 This privilege has been bestowed on me,
because your precepts I have kept.
Heth
My firm resolution is to observe your law; to sinners I am opposed; to your
worshipers I am a friend.

57 And I declare: the part assigned to me, O Lord,
is to comply with your commands.

58 With all my heart I ask your kindly look:
have mercy on me as you have promised me.

59 I pondered on my ways,
and I direct my steps toward keeping your decrees.

60 I have been eager, and did not delay,
to cherish your commands.

61 The ropes of sinners coiled me round;
but I did not forget your law.

62 At dead of night I rise to give you thanks
for all your just decrees.

63 I am a friend of all your worshipers,
of those who cherish your commands.

64 Your kindness overflows the earth, O Lord;
teach me the rulings you have made.
Teth
Afflictions you sent me; they have taught me to observe your law.

65 You acted kindly toward your worshiper,
O Lord, according to your word.

66 O teach me judgment, teach me sense,
because in your commands I trust.

67 I strayed, and then I came to grief;
but now I treasure up your utterance.

68 How kind and how benevolent you are!
Teach me the rulings you have made.

69 To do me harm, proud men resort to frauds:
but I, with all my heart, observe what you command.

70 Gross are their minds — like fat;
but I take pleasure in your law.

71 How good it was for me to come to grief,
that I may learn what you ordain.



72 Better for me the law your lips proclaim —
better than heaps of silver and of gold.
Iod
Tried with afflictions as I am, I ask you to console me and put my enemies to
shame.

73 Your hands have made and fashioned me;
teach me to learn all your decrees.

74 Your worshipers are cheered at sight of me,
for in your word I firmly hope.

75 I know, your rulings, Lord, are just,
and justly you afflicted me.

76 Now let your mercy come to comfort me,
for to your servant you have pledged your word.

77 O may your mercies come to me, that I may live,
because your law is my delight.

78 Shame on the proud: they grieve me undeservedly;
upon your precepts I will ever meditate.

79 Let all who fear you follow me —
all those that take to heart your law.

80 My heart be perfect in observing your decrees,
that I may not be put to shame.
Caph
Oppressed by foes, I ardently desire and beseech your aid.

81 My soul is weary yearning for your aid;
and in your word I trust.

82 My eyes are weary yearning for your promised aid:
when will you comfort me?

83 Yes, I am like a wineskin in the smoke:
yet do I not forget what you ordain.

84 How many are the days your servant has to wait?
When will you judge the foes that pester me?

85 Proud men have pitfalls dug for me:
they do not act according to your law.

86 Your rulings, one and all, are based on truth;
help me; they persecute me undeservedly.

87 They threw me almost to the ground:
yet I have not abandoned your decrees.

88 O, in your mercy, save my life;
and I will keep the laws your lips proclaim.
Lamed
Your law is stable and pleasing; it knows no limits.

89 Your word, Lord, stands eternally,
as firm as heaven itself.

90 From age to age endures your faithfulness,
like the enduring earth which you have made.

91 They ever firmly stand by your decree;
all things are serving you.

92 Were not your law my great delight,
I should by now have perished in my grief.

93 Not in eternity shall I forget your hests,
because by them you gave me life.

94 Yours I am: save me,
because I make your precepts my concern.

95 Sinners lie in wait to ruin me;
to your commandments I attend.

96 I see that every perfect thing is limited:
all free from limitations is your law.
Mem
Your law is the source of wisdom and joy.

97 O how I love your law, O Lord!
The livelong day I ponder it.

98 Your precepts make me wiser than my foes;
I am forever wrapped in them.

99 More shrewd I am than all those teaching me,
because I always ponder your decrees.

100 I have more knowledge than old men,
for I observe your laws.



101 I keep my feet from every evil way,
that I may keep your laws.

102 From your decrees I do not deviate,
because you have instructed me.

103 How sweet to my palate are your words —
more sweet than honey to my mouth!

104 Your precepts make me wise;
hence I abhor whatever is iniquitous.
Nun
Your law is a light to me; even when afflicted and oppressed I shall observe
it.

105 Your word — it is a lamp to guide my feet,
a light to show my path.

106 I swear and I resolve
to carry out your just demands.

107 My suffering is keen, O Lord;
keep me alive according to your word.

108 Accept, O Lord, the offerings I make;
and teach me your decrees.

109 Imperilled is my life at every step;
yet do I not forget your law.

110 A snare have sinners laid for me;
yet from your precepts I have not diverged.

111 Your precepts are my everlasting heritage,
because they are my heart’s delight.

112 I have inclined my heart to carry out what you command,
eternally, most perfectly.
Samech
Those whom you abominate, I, too, detest.

113 All men of double mind I loathe;
I love your law.

114 My shelter and my shield are you:
and in your word I trust.

115 Depart from me, all evil-minded men;
I will observe all that my God commands.

116 According to your promise, bear me up: and I shall live.
O do not thwart my hope!

117 Help me, and then I shall be safe,
and I will always heed what you command.

118 You spurn all those that stray from your behests:
their thought is based upon a lie.

119 As dross you count all sinners in the world;
therefore I love all your decrees.

120 For fear of you, I shudder, body and soul;
all your decrees I treat with reverence.
Ain
Since I love your law, delay not in giving me aid against proud men.

121 Right and justice are my norm of action;
to my oppressors do not give me up.

122 Be surety for your servant’s happiness,
or else the proud will trample me.

123 My eyes are weary longing for your help,
and for the holy promise you have made.

124 According to your kindness treat your worshiper;
and teach me all you have decreed.

125 I am your servant; teach me, then,
that I may know what you would have me do.

126 Time for the Lord it is to act;
they violate your law.

127 Therefore I cherish your commandments
more than the purest gold.

128 Therefore your rulings are my rule;
and every form of falsehood I abhor.
Phe
Instruct and protect the admirer and lover of your law.

129 Full of wonder are your precepts;
I therefore keep them faithfully.



130 The unfolding of your words gives light,
instructs the inexperienced;

131 and I, with open mouth, inhale the air;
so ardently I long for your commands.

132 O turn to me and pity me, as you are wont
to do toward all who love your name.

133 Direct my steps by your decrees;
may malice never master me.

134 Deliver me from men that harass me,
and I will cherish your commands.

135 A kindly look grant to your worshiper,
and teach me your decrees.

136 Rills of water from my eyes have flowed,
because men did not keep your laws.
Sade
Just, firm, pure is your law.

137 Just you are, O Lord;
your verdict, right.

138 With justice you impose your laws,
and with great firmness.

139 I am consumed with zeal,
because your foes forget your words!

140 Your utterance has been tested and refined;
your servant is in love with it!

141 A little one I am; I am despised;
but your commands I never will forget.

142 Eternal is the justice of your law;
your law will never change.

143 Distress and tribulation have befallen me;
your precepts are my great delight.

144 Eternal is the justice of your laws;
teach me, and I shall live.
Coph
With all my heart do I ask that you give me the grace to keep your law.

145 I cry with all my heart: Lord, answer me:
your statutes I observe.

146 I cry to you: save me;
and I will cherish your behests.

147 I come at dawn, and I implore your help;
my trust is in your words.

148 My eyes forestall the watches of the night,
that I may meditate upon your utterance.

149 O hear my voice — you are so merciful!
O give me life — for you have so decreed!

150 Those who unjustly harass me draw near;
and to your law they pay no heed.

151 But near you are, O Lord;
all your commands reveal your faithfulness.

152 Long have I known from your commands
that you have founded them to last eternally.
Res
Save me from lying persecutors!

153 See my affliction: rescue me;
for I do not forget your law.

154 Defend my cause; deliver me;
as you have promised, grant me life.

155 For sinners, there is no redemption;
they do not cherish your decrees.

156 Your kindnesses are numerous, O Lord;
and as you have decided, grant me life.

157 Full many persecute and harass me;
from your decrees I do not deviate.

158 I saw the faithless: it disgusted me;
they do not heed your utterance.

159 Look, Lord; I cherish your decrees;
and in your mercy save my life.



160 The chief distinction of your law is constancy;
your just decisions stand eternally.
Sin
For me, your law is the source of reverence, peace, and joy.

161 Princes, unprovoked, are persecuting me;
but from my heart I reverence your words.

162 I am delighted with your oracles,
as when a man finds richest spoils.

163 All wickedness I hate and I detest;
I love your law.

164 Seven times a day I speak your praise
because of all your just decrees.

165 Deep peace alights on those who love your law;
for them there is no stumbling block.

166 I look for your deliverance, O Lord;
I carry out all your behests.

167 I cherish your commands with all my heart;
I am in love with them exceedingly.

168 I cherish your commands and your decrees;
for in your sight I live my daily life.
Tau
Let my prayer arise to you; deliver me, lead me, for without you I am a
straying sheep.

169 O may my cry reach out to you, O Lord;
according to your promise lesson me.

170 O may my pleading reach your throne;
according to your promise rescue me.

171 And may my lips pour forth a hymn of praise,
since you have taught me your decrees.

172 O may my tongue extol your oracle,
because all your demands are just.

173 O may your hand be ready, helping me,
for, your decrees — they are my choice!

174 I crave salvation at your hands, O Lord;
your law is my delight.

175 O may I live and give you praise;
and may your precepts be a help to me.

176 I wander like a straying sheep: come, seek your worshiper,
for your commands I never will forget.



PSALM 119

Ad Dóminum cum tribulárer clamávi
A Protest Against Wicked Tongues

1 A Song of Ascents.
To the Lord I cried in my distress,
and he has heard my prayer.

2 O Lord, save me again from wicked lips,
again from guileful tongues!

3 What punishment condign have you deserved,
O guileful tongue?

4 Sharp-pointed arrows from a brawny arm,
the broom plant’s glowing coals!

5 Alas, alas! In Mosoch is my home,
I dwell in Cedar’s tents!

6 Too long have I been living
with men, the mortal enemies of peace!

7 I plead for peace;
they press for war!

PSALM 120

Levávi óculos meos in montes
God, the Preserver and Protector of His Temple

1 A song of Ascents.
Up to the mountains do I lift my eyes;
O whence comes help to me?

2 My help is from the Lord,
the maker of heaven and earth.

3 He will not suffer your foot to falter;
your guardian will not sleep.

4 No, no; no sleeper and no slumberer he —
the guardian of Israel!

5 Your guardian is the Lord;
to shelter you, the Lord stands on your right.

6 By day the sun will not strike you,
nor will the moon by night.

7 The Lord will guard you from all harm;
aye, he will guard your life.

8 The Lord will guard your going out and coming in,
both now and evermore.



PSALM 121

Lætátus sum in his, quæ dicta sunt mihi
A Salute to Jerusalem, the Holy City

1 A song of Ascents.
I am entranced because they said to me:
“To the house of the Lord we go!”

2 Already our feet are standing
at your gates, Jerusalem —

3 Jerusalem, built as a well-built city,
compact, harmonious, in whole and part!

4 Here tribe on tribe of the Lord ascends
to praise the name of the Lord as Israel’s law demands.

5 Here, too, the rulers’ seats are placed,
the seats of the rulers of David’s house.

6 O pray for the peace of Jerusalem!
May all that love you be secure!

7 May there be peace within your walls,
and safety in your stately homes!

8 For the sake of my brethren and my friends
I will say: “Peace be to you!”

9 For the sake of the house of the Lord our God
I will pray: “May all be well with you!”

PSALM 122

Ad te levávi óculos meos
A Contemned People’s Trust in God

1 A song of Ascents.
My eyes I lift to you
who dwell in heaven above.

2 Yes, as the eyes of servants
turn to their masters’ hands;
as the eyes of a servant maid
turn to her mistress’ hands:
so turn our eyes to the Lord our God
till he has mercy on us.

3 Have mercy on us, O Lord, have mercy on us;
for we are glutted with contempt.

4 Our soul is glutted
with rich men’s taunts, with proud men’s scorn.



PSALM 123

Nisi quia Dóminus erat in nobis
It Is the Lord Who Saves Us From Extreme Danger

1 A song of Ascents by David.
Had not the Lord been on our side —
so Israel may now say —

2 had not the Lord been on our side,
when men assaulted us,

3 they would have swallowed us alive.
And when their fury flared at us,

4 then would the flood have buried us;
then would a torrent have swept o’er us;

5 then would a swollen stream have swept us off.

6 Blest be the Lord, who did not give us up —
a victim to their crunching teeth!

7 Our lives were rescued like a bird
from fowler’s snare.
Demolished is the snare,
and we are freed!

8 Our help is in the name of the Lord,
the maker of heaven and earth!

PSALM 124

Qui confídunt in Dómino, sicut mons Sion
God Is the Helper of His People Against Their Enemies

1 A song of Ascents.
Those who trust in the Lord are like Mount Sion:
it does not move; it stands eternally!

2 Mountains surround Jerusalem:
just so the Lord surrounds his chosen race
both now and evermore.

3 The sinners’ sway shall not remain
upon the lot of saints;
and thus the saints will not reach out
their hands to perpetrate iniquity.

4 Befriend, O Lord, the good
and true of heart.

5 But those who stray into their crooked paths,
may the Lord expel them with the wicked crowd!
Peace hover over Israel!



PSALM 125

In converténdo Dóminus captivitátem Sion
A Prayer for the Total Restoration of the People

1 A song of Ascents.
When the Lord brought Sion’s captive children back,
it seemed all like a dream to us!

2 Our faces then were wreathed in smiles;
our tongues were jubilant with joy.
Then said the Gentiles ‘mongst themselves:
“The Lord has wondrously dealt with them!”

3 The Lord did wondrously deal with us!
With joy we were transported!

4 O change our lot, O Lord —
as torrents oft the Southland do!

5 The men who sow in tears
are wont to reap in bliss:

6 they go and go, and weep,
as they carry the seed to be sown;
they come and come, in bliss,
as they carry their sheaves with them!

PSALM 126

Nisi Dóminus ædificáverit domum
All Prosperity Is a Blessing of God

1 A song of Ascents by Solomon.
Unless the Lord erects the house,
in vain is the toil of the builders;
unless the Lord protects the city,
in vain is the watch of the guards.

2 In vain it is for you to rise before the dawn,
to sit up late into the night —
for you who eat the hard-earned bread.
In sleep he gives plenty to those whom he loves.

3 Children, too, are the gift of the Lord;
the fruit of the womb is a reward!

4 What arrows are in a warrior’s hand,
that are the children begotten in youth.

5 Happy the man who fills his quiver with these:
they shall not blush when they vie with their foes at the city gate.



PSALM 127

Beáti, omnes, qui timent Dóminum
Domestic Happiness of a Good Israelite

1 A song of Ascents.
O well for you who fear the Lord
and walk the ways he has enjoined!

2 For you shall eat the earnings of your own hands;
you shall be blest; it shall be well with you.

3 Your wife shall be as a fruitful vine
within the chambers of your home.
Your children shall be like to olive shoots
ranged round your board.

4 Thus, mark, shall he be blessed —
the man who fears the Lord.

5 The Lord bless you from Sion Mount,
that you may see Jerusalem’s prosperity in all the days of your life;

6 that you may see your children’s children!
May peace be over Israel!

PSALM 128

Sæpe expugnavérunt me a juventúte mea
Israel, Assailed From Its Youth, Implores the Aid of God

1 A song of Ascents.
They have assailed me fiercely from my youth,
so may now Israel say;

2 they have assailed me fiercely from my youth;
but they have not defeated me!

3 Upon my back the plowmen plowed;
they drew their furrows long!

4 But then the Lord was just:
he cut the bonds of wicked men.

5 Let them be shamed and driven back —
all Sion’s enemies!

6 Let them become like grass upon the roof,
which fades ere it is plucked.

7 No reaper fills his hand with it,
no gleaner of sheaves his arms.

8 Nor do the passers-by exclaim:
“A blessing of the Lord on you!”
“We bless you in the name of the Lord!”



PSALM 129

De profúndis clamávi ad te, Dómine
Man’s Sins; God’s Mercy

1 A song of Ascents.
Out of the depths I cry to you, O Lord;

2 Lord, hear my voice!
O be your ears attentive
to the voice of my entreating!

3 Should you keep record of transgressions, Lord,
then who, Lord, could endure?

4 But in your gift is pardon of sins,
so that you may be served with reverence.

5 My trust is in the Lord;
my soul trusts in his word.

6 My soul awaits the Lord
more eagerly than watchman waits for dawn.
More eagerly than watchman waits for dawn

7 may Israel await the Lord.
For in the gift of the Lord is mercy,
and in his gift is plentiful ransom;

8 and he will ransom Israel
from all its wickedness.

PSALM 130

Dómine, non est exaltátum cor meum
With Childlike Simplicity, the Psalmist Seeks Rest in God

1 A song of Ascents by David.
O Lord, I am not proud of heart;
nor do my eyes roam haughtily.
I do not aim at lofty things,
at things too high for me!

2 No, no; I ever keep my soul
composed, at perfect peace.
An infant in its mother’s lap —
an infant — such my soul in me!

3 Trust, Israel, in the Lord,
both now and evermore.



PSALM 131

Meménto, Dómine, David
David’s Promises to God; God’s Promises to David

1 A song of Ascents.
Be merciful to David, Lord;
remember all his anxious care:

2 how he made oath to the Lord,
and made a vow to Jacob’s Mighty One:

3 “I will not enter my beloved home,
or climb into the couch prepared for me;

4 I will allow my eyes no sleep,
or grant my eyelids rest —

5 till I have found a place for the Lord,
a dwelling place for Jacob’s Mighty One.”

6 Mark well: we heard of it in Ephrata,
we found it in the Iaar plains.

7 O let us enter, then, his dwelling place,
fall down before the footstool of his feet.

8 Rise, Lord! On to your resting place,
you, and the Ark that shrines your majesty!

9 O bid your priests to don the robe of holiness,
and may your servants leap with joy!

10 To please your servant David,
do not disdain the face of your anointed one.

11 A solemn pledge the Lord to David gave —
sworn to — nor will he e’er be false to it:
“An offspring of your line
will I set on your throne.

12 If your descendants keep my pact,
obey what precepts I shall give to them,
their children also shall forever sit
upon your throne.”

13 The Lord, you see, has chosen Sion
and wishes it to be his seat.

14 “Here is my resting place forevermore;
here will I dwell, for I have chosen it.

15 Upon its food supply my blessing shall descend abundantly;
its poor shall have their fill of bread;

16 its priests will I invest with holy gifts;
its saints shall be in transports of delight.

17 There will I raise up David’s mighty line,
for my anointed one prepare a lamp.

18 His foes will I wrap round with shame;
upon his head shall shine my diadem.”



PSALM 132

Ecce quam bonum et quam jucúndum
Joy of Fraternal Harmony

1 A song of Ascents.
O mark how pleasant and how good it is
when brethren dwell in perfect unison!

2 It is like finest oil poured on the head —
down on the beard it flows, on Aaron’s beard,
and down it flows to his vestment’s edge!

3 Or like to Hermon dew,
the dew distilled on Sion’s hill!
‘Tis here the Lord his benediction lavishes —
aye, life to last forevermore.

PSALM 133

Ecce nunc benedícite Dóminum
Evensong in the Temple

1 A song of Ascents.
Come, bless the Lord,
all you who serve the Lord,
who stay in the house of the Lord
at nightly hours.

2 Uplift your hands to the sanctuary,
and bless the Lord.

3 May you be blessed from Sion by the Lord,
the maker of heaven and earth.



PSALM 134

Laudáte nomen Dómini
Praise of God, Lord of All Things and Benefactor of His People Israel

1 Alleluia.
O praise the name of the Lord;
give praise, O servants of the Lord,

2 all you who stay in the house of the Lord,
within the courts of the house of our God.

3 O praise the Lord, because the Lord is kind;
and hymn his name, for it is sweet.

4 The Lord has chosen Jacob for himself,
and Israel for his property.

5 For one, I know this much: great is the Lord;
our ruler is above all gods.

6 The Lord accomplishes whate’er he will, in heaven and on earth,
upon the sea, yes, in its deepest depth.

7 He brings on clouds from the end of the earth;
his lightnings make the rain to fall;
and from its caves he brings the wind.

8 He slew the first-born things of Egypt,
both man and beast alike;

9 he wrought stupendous portents, Egypt, in your midst,
to frustrate Pharaoh and all his servile bands;

10 he vanquished many heathen tribes,
and slaughtered mighty kings:

11 Sehon, Amoria’s king, and Og, the king of Basan,
and all the kings of Chanaan.

12 He gave their land, to have and hold eternally,
to Israel, his chosen race.

13 O Lord, your name eternally endures;
O Lord, your memory is green from age to age.

14 The Lord protects his chosen race,
and to his servants he is merciful.

15 The heathen idols are but silver and gold,
the work of human hands.

16 They have a mouth, but do not speak;
and they have eyes, but do not see;

17 and they have ears, but do not hear;
and in their mouths there is no breath.

18 Like them are all that fashion them,
and everyone that trusts in them.

19 O house of Israel, bless the Lord;
O house of Aaron, bless the Lord;

20 O house of Levi, bless the Lord;
O worshipers of the Lord, bless the Lord.

21 Blest be the Lord from Sion’s hill,
the Lord who dwells within Jerusalem.



PSALM 135

Confitémini Dómino quóniam bonus
Thanksgiving for the Manifold Blessings of God

1 Alleluia.
Praise the Lord, for he is kind,
for his mercy lasts for ever.

2 Praise the God of gods,
for his mercy lasts for ever.

3 Praise the Lord of lords,
for his mercy lasts for ever.

4 Who alone did wondrous things,
for his mercy lasts for ever.

5 Who with wisdom made the heavens,
for his mercy lasts for ever.

6 Who spread the earth above the waters,
for his mercy lasts for ever.

7 Who fashioned mighty luminaries,
for his mercy lasts forever;

8 the sun to rule the day,
for his mercy lasts forever;

9 the moon and stars to rule the night,
for his mercy lasts for ever.

10 Who smote the Egyptians in their first-born,
for his mercy lasts for ever.

11 And led forth Israel from their midst,
for his mercy lasts for ever.

12 With mighty hand and extended arm,
for his mercy lasts for ever.

13 Who parted the Red Sea,
for his mercy lasts for ever.

14 And through its midst led Israel,
for his mercy lasts for ever.

15 And plunged Pharaoh and his host into the Red Sea,
for his mercy lasts for ever.

16 Who led his people through the wilderness,
for his mercy lasts for ever.

17 Who struck down lofty kings,
for his mercy lasts for ever.

18 Who slaughtered mighty kings,
for his mercy lasts for ever:

19 Sehon, Amoria’s king,
for his mercy lasts forever,

20 and Og, king of Basan,
for his mercy lasts forever;

21 and gave their land into the possession,
for his mercy lasts forever,

22 into the possession of Israel, his servant,
for his mercy lasts for ever.

23 Who when we were abject remembered us,
for his mercy lasts for ever.

24 And from our foes he rescued us,
for his mercy lasts forever.

25 Who gives food to every living thing,
for his mercy lasts forever.

26 Give praise to heaven’s God,
for his mercy lasts for ever.



PSALM 136

Super flúmina Babylónis
Grief and Longings of the Exiles

1 By Babylon’s great waters, there we sat and wept
as we remembered Sion’s Hill.

2 Upon the willows of that land
we hung our harps;

3 for there our capturers asked songs of us;
and our tormentors asked for mirth:
“Sing some of Sion’s songs for us!”

4 How can we sing the Lord’s own song
on an alien soil?

5 If I forget you, O Jerusalem,
may my right hand forget its skill!

6 And may my tongue cleave to my jaws,
if I do not remember you,
and do not make Jerusalem
the summit of my joy!

7 Remember, Lord, despite the Edomites,
Jerusalem’s woeful day,
and how they said: “Destroy her,
root and branch! Destroy!”

8 Men of the devastatrix Babylon —
blessed is he who will repay to you
the evils you have brought on us!

9 Blessed is he who snatches up your little ones
and dashes them against a rock!

PSALM 137

Confitébor tibi, Dómine, in toto corde meo
Thanksgiving for a Blessing

1 A psalm of David.
I praise you, Lord, with my whole heart,
because you heard my pleading words.
I join the angels making melody to you,

2 and prostrate fall within your holy shrine.
I sing the praises of your name,
because faithful you are and kind;
because you have exalted o’er all else
your promise and your name.

3 You answered me what time I called on you,
and ample strength you put into my soul.

4 And all earth’s kings will praise you, Lord,
on hearing of the promises you made;

5 and they will praise the ways of the Lord:
“In truth, great is the glory of the Lord!”

6 In truth, transcendent is the Lord: he looks with favor on the humble man,
but on the proud he from a distance keeps an eye!

7 I wade a sea of trouble: you keep me still alive!
To screen me from my enemies’ wrath, you reach your hand!
Your right hand keeps me safe!

8 In my behalf the Lord will finish what he has begun.
O Lord, your kindness lasts eternally.
Leave not undone the work of your own hands.



PSALM 138

Dómine, probásti me, et cognovísti me
God Is Present Everywhere, Sees All Things

1 To the choirmaster. A psalm of David.
You search me and you know me, Lord:

2 you know me when I sit or rise;
you understand my thoughts from afar;

3 do I walk or do I lie down — you know me thoroughly,
on all my ways you keep an eye.

4 A word is not yet on my tongue;
already, you know it all!

5 Behind and in the front you compass me,
and hold your hand poised over me.

6 To me this knowledge is a passing wonder;
it is sublime, beyond my grasp!

7 Where can I go to escape your Spirit?
And whither can I fly to flee your face?

8 If I should mount to heaven, you are there;
if in the realm of death I spread my couch, there, too, you are;

9 were I to take the wings of dawn,
or dwell upon the outmost border of the sea,

10 there, too, your hand will be my guide,
your right palm my support.

11 Were I to say: “The dark, at least, will wrap me round,
and night, instead of light, will compass me,”

12 the very dark will not be dark to you:
the night will be like to the glaring day:
the same to you are dark and light.

13 Indeed, my inmost being you have formed,
within my mother’s womb you wove my texture.

14 I praise you — so marvellously am I made,
so wondrous are your works.
My soul you know most perfectly;

15 and nothing in my being is concealed from you.
When I was formed in secrecy,
and woven in the earth’s deepest deep,

16 your eyes saw my development,
and all my steps were written in your book.
Days were decreed before there was but one of them.

17 For me, how hard to grasp are your designs, O God;
and how immense their sum!

18 If I would count them o’er, more than the sand they are;
were I to reach the end of them, you still are there for me to grasp!

19 O would you slew the wicked one, O God;
and that bloodthirsty men withdrew from me!

20 With malice they revolt from you;
your foes behave most treacherously.

21 Do I not hate all those who hatred have for you, O Lord?
And are not your assailants my disgust?

22 I hate them with a perfect hate;
they have become my enemies!

23 Search me, O God, and know my heart;
try me, and know my sentiments.

24 See if my way of life is crooked,
and lead me in the way of olden times.



PSALM 139

Éripe me, Dómine, ab hómine malo
Against Violent and Base Enemies

1 To the choirmaster. A psalm of David.

2 Rescue me, O Lord, from a wicked man;
screen me from a violent one —

3 from men whose hearts are set on wrong,
who stir up strife day after day.

4 Serpentlike, they edge their tongues;
the bane of asps lurks ‘neath their lips.

5 Save me, Lord, from the clutch of a wicked man;
screen me from a violent one —
they plot to trip my feet.

6 Proud men lay hidden snares for me;
they spread out ropes to form a net,
and by the way place traps for me.

7 I say to the Lord: My God you are;
hear, Lord, my pleading voice.

8 Lord, God, my mighty help!
You shield my head in battle’s day.

9 Lord, do not grant the wishes of the wicked man;
do not fulfill his plans.

10 Those who surround me carry high their heads.
O be the malice of their lips their grave.

11 May he rain burning coals on them,
and hurl them down into the pit to rise no more.

12 The man of evil tongue does not live long on earth;
may ill luck swiftly overtake the violent man.

13 The Lord, I know so well, helps the needy to their right;
and to the poor sees justice done.

14 Assuredly, the good will celebrate your name;
the true of heart will dwell beneath your eyes.

PSALM 140

Dómine, clamávi ad te, exáudi me
Prayer of a Just Man Against the Deceits of the Wicked

1 A psalm of David.
O Lord, I cry to you: come promptly to my aid:
list to my voice whene’er I cry to you.

2 Like incense may my plea arise to you,
the lifting of my hands be an evening sacrifice.

3 Set, Lord, a guard beside my mouth,
and post a sentry at my lips.

4 Do not incline my heart to any evil thing,
to a career of heinous crime;
and may I never eat choice food
in company with wicked men.

5 Let some good man reprove me: it is a kindly act;
let him admonish me; like it is to oil poured on my head.
This will I not refuse to take;
no, I will always pray when humbled by good men.

6 . . .

7 . . .

8 To you, Lord God, are turned my eyes;
to you I confidently fly: O do not ruin me.

9 Protect me from the snare which they have laid for me,
and from the traps which wicked men have set.

10 Into the nets which they have set, let the wicked fall themselves,
while I escape unscathed.



PSALM 141

Voce mea ad Dóminum clamávi
Cry of a Man Who Is Abandoned by All

1 A maskil of David, when he was in the cave. A prayer.

2 I loudly cry to the Lord;
and with the Lord I loudly plead.

3 I pour out in his presence all my care;
and in his presence bare all my anxiety.

4 Whene’er my spirit faints within me,
you know my way.
Along the way I tread
they laid a secret snare for me.

5 I look to the right and see:
there is not one that cares for me.
And there is no escape for me;
and there is none concerned about my life.

6 I cry to you, O Lord;
I say: you are my safe retreat,
my portion in the land of life.

7 O listen to my cry;
I am a prey to utter wretchedness.
From my pursuers rescue me,
because their strength surpasses mine.

8 Out of a dungeon lead me forth,
that I may thank your name.
O how the saints will flock to me,
if you but kindly deal with me!

PSALM 142

Dómine, exáudi oratiónem meam
Prayers of a Penitent Man Who Is in Dire Straits

1 A psalm of David.
Lord, hear my prayer!
You are so faithful — listen to my urgent cry;
you are so just — then answer me!

2 No, do not call your servant to your judgment seat;
no living man is holy in your sight.

3 A foe is in pursuit of me;
already to the dust he humbled me!
He shut me up in gloom, like one already dead!

4 My spirit in me pines away;
my heart within me has grown numb!

5 But I recall the olden days;
I ponder all your works;
on all your deeds I meditate.

6 My hands — I stretch them out to you;
my soul, like a dried-up land — it thirsts for you.

7 Lord, hear me speedily;
my spirit pines away.
O do not hide your face from me;
else I shall be like those descending to the pit.

8 Let me at once receive your grace,
because I trust in you.
Show me the way which I must tread,
because to you I lift my soul.

9 O save me from my foes, O Lord;
in you I put my trust.

10 Teach me to do your will,
because you are my God.
Your Spirit — it is kind!
Let it lead me on even ground.



11 In honor of your name, Lord, keep me safe;
for kind you are; deliver me from my distress.

12 And in your kindness crush my enemies;
and ruin all that vex my soul.
I am your humble worshiper!

PSALM 143

Benedíctus Dóminus, Deus meus
Prayers of the King for Victory and Prosperity

1 A psalm of David.
Blest be the Lord, my rock,
who trains my arms for battle, my fingers for the fight,

2 my mercy seat, my citadel,
my garrison, and my deliverer,
my shield, my safe retreat,
who subjugates the nations to my sway.

3 Lord, what is man, that you should care for him;
what mortal man, that you should think of him!

4 A man is like a breath of air;
like to a passing shadow are his days!

5 Incline your firmament, O Lord; descend;
touch the mountains and smoke will belch from them;

6 flash forth your lightnings: scatter them;
let fly your shafts: disrupt their ranks.

7 Reach out your hand from heaven on high;
deliver me; and set me free from surging waves, from foreigners’ hands;

8 their mouth but speaks the lie;
and their right hand is raised for perjury.

9 God, let me sing to you a song not sung before,
make melody to you upon the ten-stringed harp,

10 you, who grant to kings the victory —
you who have helped your servant David to escape.

11 From deadly sword deliver me,
and set me free from foreigners’ hands.
Their mouth but speaks the lie,
and their right hand is raised for perjury.

12 Our sons — be they like saplings,
flourishing in their youth;
our daughters — be they as corner shafts,
as sculptured columns in a shrine.



13 Our granaries — be they filled,
and flowing o’er with every kind of crop;
our flocks — prodigious be their fruitfulness,
and multiplied a thousandfold upon our fields;

14 our burden-beasts — let them be heaped with loads.
Let there be no breach of wall, no banishment,
no wailing in our streets.

15 Well for the race blest in this wise;
well for the race whose God is the Lord.

PSALM 144

Exaltábo te, Deus meus, rex
Greatness and Goodness of God

1 Praises of David.
I will extol you, O my God, my King;
and bless your name forever and for aye.

2 Yes, I will bless you every day;
and praise your name forever and for aye.

3 Great is the Lord, deserving highest praise;
his greatness cannot be explored.

4 Age to age proclaims your works,
makes known your might.

5 They tell the mighty splendor of your majesty,
and blaze your wondrous deeds.

6 They sing the might of your stupendous works;
they herald your magnificence.

7 The praises of your goodness they proclaim,
and in your justice they exult.

8 The Lord is kind and merciful,
to anger slow, and full of graciousness.

9 The Lord is good to all,
toward all his creatures merciful.

10 May all your works, Lord, hymn your praise,
and may your holy ones give blessings to you.

11 Let them reveal the glory of your reign,
and praise your might,

12 to make to mortals known your might
and the transcendent glory of your sway.

13 Your reign outlives all time,
and your dominion lasts from age to age.
The Lord is true in all his words,
and holy in all his deeds.

14 The Lord upholds all those who fall,
and raises up all the depressed.



15 The eyes of all look hopefully to you,
and in due time you give them food.

16 You open your hand,
and bountifully sate all living things.

17 The Lord is just in all his ways,
and holy in all his deeds.

18 The Lord is near to all who call on him,
to all who call on him sincerely.

19 And he will grant the wish of those who reverence him,
and hear their cry, and rescue them.

20 The Lord guards all who love him,
but all the godless he destroys.

21 O may my mouth proclaim the praises of the Lord,
may all men bless his holy name forever and for aye.

PSALM 145

Lauda, ánima mea, Dóminum
Praise of God, Eternal King and Helper of All

1 Alleluia.
O praise, my soul, the Lord!

2 Yes, I will praise the Lord throughout my life;
to my God shall I sing as long as I live.

3 No, do not trust in men of rank,
in man, who has no power to save.

4 His spirit passes, and to his dust he must return;
then all his plannings come to nought.

5 O well for him whose help is Jacob’s God,
whose hope is in the Lord, his God;

6 ‘tis he made heaven and earth,
the sea and all that is in them.
‘Tis he keeps faith eternally;

7 who renders justice to the oppressed,
gives to the hungry bread.
The Lord sets captives free;

8 the Lord opens blind men’s eyes;
the Lord lifts up those that are bowed down;
the Lord loves holy men.

9 The Lord shields strangers;
upholds the widow and the fatherless;
but he upsets the sinners’ plots.

10 The Lord will reign eternally,
your God, O Sion, from age to age. Alleluia!



PSALM 146

Laudáte Dóminum quóniam bonus est psalmus
Praise of God, the Mighty and Wise Restorer of Israel (Psalm 146, vv. 1–11)

1 O praise the Lord, for he is good;
sing to our God, for he is kind.
Praise is his proper due.

2 The Lord builds up Jerusalem;
he gleans the scattered sons of Israel.

3 He heals the broken hearts;
he binds their wounds.

4 ‘Tis he defines the number of the stars;
he calls each one by name.

5 Great is our Lord, and mighty is his strength;
his wisdom passes measuring.

6 The Lord upraises humble souls;
but godless men he humbles to the dust.

7 Sing to the Lord and render thanks;
hymn, to the harp, our God.

8 With clouds he overspreads the sky,
prepares the rain for dried-up land.
He lets the grass grow on the mountainsides,
and plants, to serve the needs of man.

9 To cattle he accords their food,
to the raven’s young, that cry to him.

10 He does not take delight in horse’s strength,
nor do man’s limbs please him.

11 Those please the Lord that reverence him,
who in his goodness put their trust.

PSALM 147

Lauda, Jerúsalem, Dóminum
Praise of God, the Mighty and Wise Restorer of Israel (Psalm 147, vv. 12–20)

12 Praise the Lord, Jerusalem;
Mount Sion, praise your God.

13 He strengthened the bars of your gates,
and blessed your children in your midst.

14 He settled peace within your borders,
and filled you with the choicest wheat.

15 He sends his word forth to the earth,
and swiftly runs his utterance.

16 And snow he gives — like softest wool;
he scatters ice — like ashes.

17 His hail he flings out — like crumbs of bread;
the waters freeze beneath his frost.

18 Then he issues his command and thaws them out;
he bids his wind blow, and the waters flow.

19 To Jacob he declared his word,
his precepts and decrees to Israel.

20 Not thus did he with any other nation deal;
nor did he make his precepts known to them.
Alleluia!



PSALM 148

Laudáte Dóminum de cælis
Let Heaven and Earth Praise the Lord

1 Alleluia.
In heaven praise the Lord,
and praise him in the heights above.

2 Praise him, his angels, each and all;
praise him, his armies, each and all.

3 Praise him, sun and moon,
praise him, all you shining stars.

4 Praise him, heaven of heavens,
and waters o’er the firmament.

5 Let them praise the name of the Lord.
He issued the command: they came to be.

6 He ‘stablished them to last for all eternity,
and gave a law that shall not be annulled.

7 Praise the Lord upon the earth —
monsters of the sea and all its deeps;

8 fire and hail, and snow and mist,
and stormy winds, obedient to his word;

9 mountains and hillocks, each and all;
fruit trees and cedars, each and all;

10 wild beasts and cattle, each and all;
reptiles, and birds upon the wing;

11 earth’s kings and nations, each and all;
earth’s princes and judges, each and all;

12 young men and maidens too,
old men, and little boys also.

13 Let them praise the name of the Lord:
transcendent is the name of him alone!
His majesty transcends both heaven and earth.

14 Great is the strength which he accords his race.
O what distinction for his saints,
the sons of Israel, the people close to him!
Alleluia!



PSALM 149

Cantáte Dómino cánticum novum
With Song and Sword Let Israel Praise the Lord

1 Alleluia.
Sing to the Lord a song not sung before!
And let his praise resound wherever saints foregather!

2 Let Israel rejoice in its maker;
the sons of Sion exult in their king!

3 Let them with dancing praise his name;
with tambourine and harp make melody to him;

4 because the Lord loves his race,
and crowns the humble folk with victory.

5 And let the saints be happy in their glory,
and on their couch be full of joy!

6 The eulogies of God be in their mouths;
and two-edged swords be in their hands:

7 to wreak revenge upon the Gentiles,
and punishments upon the tribes;

8 to bind their kings with shackles,
their noble men with iron bands;

9 to execute on them the judgment pre-ordained:
this is the boast of all his saints. Alleluia.

PSALM 150

Laudáte Dóminum in sanctis ejus
A Solemn Concert of Praise for God

1 Alleluia.
O praise the Lord within his holy shrine;
praise him in his majestic firmament.

2 Give praise to him for his grand works;
praise him for his transcendent majesty.

3 Give praise to him with blast of horn;
praise him with harp and psaltery.

4 Praise him with tambourine and dance;
praise him with flute and stringed instrument.

5 Praise him with sounding castanets;
with crashing cymbals give him praise.
May every breathing thing give praise to the Lord.
Alleluia!
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