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Psalm 66
Deus misereatur nostri

Ay God be merciful to us and blêss us,  %
show us the light of his countenance and

come to us.
M
Let  your  ways  be  known upôn earth,  % your

salvation among all nations.

Let the peoples praise yôu, O God; % let all the
peoples praise you.

Let the nations be glad and sîng for joy,  %% for
you  judge  the  peoples  with  êquity  % and
guide all the nations upon earth.

Let the peoples praise yôu, O God; % let all the
peoples praise you.

The  earth  has  brought  forth  her  încrease;  %
may God, our own God, give us his blessing.

May God give us his blêssing,  % and may all
the ends of the earth stand in awe of him.

Glory be to the Father and tô the Son % and to
the Holy Spirit.

As it  was in the beginning,  is  now, and ever
shâll be, % world without end. Amen.
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SUNDAY LAUDS

   

A qvcceccccctccccceEcccccwWccccccccccccxxccctccccccyccccxxcthuccccxxu7cccccCcccxcuyccccuyccccxrRccxxxxcctTcccxxccccycccctrccccce3ccccce3ccccccccBccxccccccccxcG
  Lleluia, * alle-luia,  al-leluia, alleluia.

qccccccctcccccyuccccccVcccccuccccccyccccctccccccyccccccy6t5ccccccccB
   Be joyful. t.1

OR  BccccctcccccyuccccccVvvvuvccvyvvvtvvvyccccy6t5cccvvB
      Have  mercy. t.1

  From Septuagesima Sunday to Palm Sunday inclusively,
Psalm 50 (next page) is sung.

 On other Sundays, either Psam 50 (next page) or  Psalm
99 is sung.

Psalm 99
Iubilate Deo

E joyful in the Lórd, áll you lands; % serve
the  Lord  with  gladness  and  come  before

h#s présence wíth a song.
B
Know  this:  The  Lórd  himsélf  is  God;  %% he

himself has máde }s, and wé are his; % we are
his people and the shéep õf his pasture.

Enter his gates with thanksgiving; go  íntõ his
courts with praise;  % give thanks to him  ãnd
cáll upón his Name.

Antiph.
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For the Lord is good; his mercy is éverlásting; %
and his faithfulness ]ndúres from áge to age.

Continue with Psalm 117 on page 6.

Psalm 50
 Miserere mei, Deus

Ave  mercy  on  me,  O  God,  according  to
your  lóving-kíndness; % in  your  great

compassion blot óut m@ offénces.
H
Wash  me  through  and  through  fróm  my

wíckedness % [nd cléanse me fróm my sin.

For I knów m@ transgréssions, % and my sin is
év]r befóre me.

Against you ónly háve I sinned % and done what
#s évil ín your sight.

And so you are júst#£ed whén you speak % and
upr#ght ín your júdgement.

Indeed, I have been wícked fróm my birth, % a
sinn]r fróm my móther's womb.

For behold, you look for truth déep withín me, %
and  will  make  me  underst[nd  wísdom
sécretly.

Purge me with hyssop, and Í sháll be clean; %
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wash me, and I shall b] whíter thán snow.

Make me hear of jóy and gládness, % that the
body you h[ve bróken máy rejoice.

Hide your fáce fróm my sins % and blot out áll
m@ iníquities.

Create in me a cléan héart, O God, % and renew
a right spír#t withín me.

Cast  me  not  awáy  fr{m  your  présence % and
take not your hol@ Spírit fróm me.

Give me the joy of your sáving hélp again % and
sustain me with your bóunt#ful Spírit.

I shall  teach  your  wáys  t{  the  wícked, % and
sinn]rs sháll retúrn to you.

Deliver mé from déath, O God, % and my tongue
shall sing of your righteousness, O God {f mý
salvátion.

O Lord,  ópen  mý lips, % and  my m{uth  sháll
procláim your praise.

Had  you  desired  it,  I  would  have  óffered
sácri£ce, % but you take no delíght #n burnt-
ófferings.
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The  sacri£ce  of  God  is  a  tróubled  spírit; % a
broken and contrite heart, O G{d, yóu will nót
despise.

Be  favourable  and  grác#ous  to  Zíon, % and
rebuild the wálls {f Jerúsalem.

Then  you  will  be  pleased  with  the  appointed
sacri£ces,  with  burnt-offerings  ánd
oblátions; % then  shall  they  offer  young
bullocks }pón your áltar.

Psalm 117
Con£temini Domino

Ive thanks to the Lórd, for hé is good; % his
mercy ]ndúres for éver.G

Let Ísr[el nów proclaim, % ‘His mercy ]ndúres
for éver.’

Let  the  house  of  Áaron  nów  proclaim, % ‘His
mercy ]ndúres for éver.’

Let  those  who  féar  th]  Lord  nów  proclaim, %
‘His mercy ]ndúres for éver.’

I called to the Lórd in mý distress; % the Lord
answered b@ sétting mé free.

The  Lord  is  at  my  side,  théref{re  I  wíll  not
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fear; % what can án@one dó to me?

The  Lord  is  at  my  síde  to  hélp  me; % I  will
triumph ov]r thóse who háte me.

It is better to rely on the Lord than to put ány
trúst in $esh; % it is better to rely on the Lord
than to put an@ trúst in rúlers.

All the ungódl@ encómpass me; % in the name of
the Lord < wíll repél them.

They  hem  me  in,  they  hem  me  ín  on  évery
side; % in  the name of  the Lord <  wíll  repél
them.

They swarm about me like bees; they bláze l#ke
a fíre of thorns; % in the name of the Lord <
wíll repél them.

I was pressed so hárd th[t I álmost fell, % but
the L{rd cáme to mý help.

The Lord is my stréngth and mý song, % and he
has becóme m@ salvátion.

There is a sound of exultáti{n and víctory % in
the ténts {f the ríghteous:

‘The right hand of the Lórd has tríumphed! %%
The right hand of the Lórd #s exálted! % The
right hand of th] Lórd has tríumphed!’



8 Sunday Lauds

I sháll not díe, but live, % and declare thØ wórks
óf the Lord.

The Lord has pún#shed me sórely, % but he did
not hand m] óver tó death.

Open for me the gátes of ríghteousness; % I will
enter them; I will offØr thánks tó the Lord.

‘This  is  the  gáte  óf  the  Lord; % he  who  is
ríghte{us may énter.’

I will give thanks to yóu, f{r you ánswered me %
and have becóme m@ salvátion.

The  same stone  which  the  búild]rs  rejécted %
has becóme th] chief córnerstone.

This ís th] Lord's dóing, % and it is márv]llous
ín our eyes.

On this day the Lórd has ácted; % we will rejóice
[nd be glád in it.

Hosannah, Lórd, hosánnah! % L{rd, sénd us nów
success.

Blessed  is  he  who  comes  in  the  náme óf  the
Lord; % we  bless  you  from thØ  hóuse  óf  the
Lord.

God is the Lord; he has shíned upón us; % form a
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procession with branches up to the hórns {f
the áltar.

‘You are my God, and Í will thánk you; % you are
my God, and < wíll exált you.’

Give thanks to the Lórd,  for hé is  good; % his
mercy ]ndúres for éver.

Psalm 62
 Deus, Deus meus

O Gód, you áre my God; % < séek you éagerly.

My  soul  thirsts  for  you,  my  $ésh  fáints  for
you, % as in a barren and dry land where th]re
ís no wáter;

Therefore I have gazed upon yóu #n your hóly
place, % that I might behold your pow]r ánd
your glóry.

For  your  loving-kindness  is  bétt]r  than  lífe
itself; % m@ líps shall gíve you praise.

So will I bless you as lóng as Í live % and lift up
m@ hánds in yóur Name.

My  soul  is  content,  as  with  márr{w  and
fátness, % and  my  mouth  prais]s  yóu  with
jóyful lips,



10 Sunday Lauds

When  I  remember  yóu  upón  my  bed, % and
meditate on you ín th] night wátches.

For you have béen my hélper, % and under the
shadow of y{ur wíngs I wíll rejoice.

My sóul clíngs to you; % y{ur ríght hand hólds
me fast.

May those who seek my lífe t{ destróy it % go
down into thØ dépths óf the earth;

Let them fall upon the édge óf the sword, % and
let them b] fóod for jáckals.

But the kíng w#ll rejóice in God; %% all those who
swéar b@ him wíll be glad; % for the mouth of
those who spØak líes sháll be stopped.

A qvcceccccctccccceEcccccwWcccccccccccccctccccccyccccxxcthuccccxxu7cccccccCcccxcuyccccuyccccxrRccxxxxcctTcccxxcccccccycccctrccccce3ccccce3ccccccccccccccccccB
  Lleluia,   alle-luia,   al-leluia,  alleluia.

B avcccrcccccccctccccccuccccccccctcccccccccccrecccccccccccccrtrccccerccccccrRcccccccccctcccccccccccccccucccccccccuhtcccccccccycccccccccciccccccccccccH
  Enedictus es * Domine, in throno regni

acccccccyucccxxcy6ccccccCccccciccccccccccccicccccccycccccccccccuccccccccccocccccicccccxuyuiuRcxccXcccxxxxctccccccccccrccccccccctccccccctcccccctccccccctccccccccuccccccxcccH
   tu-i,   et superlaudabi-lis,    et superexaltatus 

Antiph.

Antiph.
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accccccccycccccccccccccrccccccccrcccccr4ccccxccBxxxccccccrcccccctcccccucccccccVccccccucccccycccccuccccctTcccccccr4ccccccccB
   in  sæcula.   O all you works. t.8

Canticle 
Dan 3

 All  you  works  of  the  Lórd,  O  bléss  the
Lord. % To him be highest glory [nd práise

for éver.
O
And you, angels of the Lórd, O bléss the Lord. %

To him be highest glory [nd práise for éver.

And you, the heavens of the Lórd, O bléss the
Lord. % And you, clouds of th] ský, O bléss the
Lord.

And you,  all  armies  of  the  Lórd,  O bléss  the
Lord. % To him be highest glory [nd práise for
éver.

And you, sun and móon, O bléss the Lord. % And
you,  the  stars  of  the  héav]ns,  O  bléss  the
Lord.

And you, showers and ráin, O bléss the Lord. %
To him be highest glory [nd práise for éver.

And you, all you breezes and wínds, O bléss the
Lord. % And you, £re [nd héat, O bléss the Lord.
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And you, cold and héat, O bléss the Lord. % To
him be highest glory [nd práise for éver.

And you, showers and déw, O bléss the Lord. %
And you, frosts [nd cóld, O bléss the Lord.

And you, frost and snów, O bléss the Lord. % To
him be highest glory [nd práise for éver.

And you, night-time and dáy, O bléss the Lord. %
And you, darkness [nd líght, O bléss the Lord.

And you, lightning and clóuds, O bléss the Lord. %
To him be highest glory [nd práise for éver.

O let  the  éarth  bléss  the  Lord. % To  him  be
highest glory [nd práise for éver.

And you, mountains and hílls, O bléss the Lord. %
And you, all plants of th] éarth, O bléss the Lord.

And you, fountains and spríngs, O bléss the Lord. %
To him be highest glory [nd práise for éver.

And you,  rivers and séas,  O bléss  the Lord. %
And you, creatures of th] séa, O bléss the Lord.

And  you,  every  bird  in  the  ský,  O  bléss  the
Lord. %% And  you,  wild  beasts  and  táme,  O
bléss the Lord. % To him be highest glory [nd
práise for éver.

And you, children of mén, O bléss the Lord. %
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To him be highest glory [nd práise for éver.

O Ísr[el,  bléss the Lord. % And you, priests of
th] Lórd, O bléss the Lord.

And  you,  servants  of  the  Lórd,  O  bléss  the
Lord. % To him be highest glory [nd práise for
éver.

And you, spirits and souls of the júst, O bléss
the  Lord. % And  you,  holy  and  humble  {f
héart, O bléss the Lord.

Ananias,  Azarias,  Míz[el,  bléss the Lord. % To
him be highest glory [nd práise for éver.

Let us praise the Father, the Son and the Hóly
Spírit: % To you be highest glory [nd práise for
éver.

May you be blessed, O Lórd, #n the héavens. %
To you be highest glory [nd práise for éver.

B avcccrcccccccctccccccuccccccccctcccccccccccrecccccccccccrtrccccerccccccrRccccccccccccctcccccccccccccccucccccccccuhtcccccccccccyccccccccccicccccccccH
  Enedictus es   Domine,  in throno  regni

acccccccyucccxxcy6ccccccCccccciccccccccccccicccccccycccccccccccuccccccccccocccccicccccxuyuiuRcxccXcccxxxxctccccccccccrccccccccctccccccctcccccctccccccctccccccccuccccccxcccH
   tu-i,   et superlaudabi-lis,    et superexaltatus 

accccccccycccccccccccccrccccccccrcccccr4ccccxccB
   in  sæcula. 

Antiph.
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A avcxuycccccuyccccrRccccctTcccccccccccxcccycccccctrccccce3cccccxxce3cccccBccccccxxxxctcccccyucccccVccccuccccccucccccucccccyYvcvu7cccccccccccccccccccccB
  L- leluia,* al-lelu-ia.   Praise the Lord. t.1

Psalm 148 
Laudate Dominum

Raise  the  Lord  from the  heavens;  práise
him ín  the  heights; % praise  him,  all  you

angels of h#s; práise him, áll his host.
P
Praise him, sun and moon; praise him, áll you

shíning  stars; % praise  him,  heaven  of
heavens, and you waters [bóve the héavens.

Let them praise the Náme óf the Lord; % for he
commanded, and th]y wére creáted.

He made them stand fast for év]r and éver; % he
gave them a law wh#ch sháll not páss away.

Praise  the  Lórd  fróm  the  earth, % you  sea-
mónst]rs and áll deeps;

Fire  and  háil,  snów  and  fog, % tempestuous
w#nd, dóing hís will;

Mountains  and  all  hills,  fruit  trees  ánd  all
cédars; % wild beasts and all  cattle,  creep#ng
thíngs and wínged birds;

Antiph.



Sunday Lauds 15

Kings of the earth and all peoples, princes and
all  rúlers  óf  the  world; % young  men  and
maidens, old [nd yóung togéther.

Let them praise the Name of the Lord, for his
Name only ís exálted, % his splendour is ov]r
éarth and héaven.

He has raised up strength for his  people and
praise for all his lóyal sérvants, % the children
of Israel, a peopl] whó are néar him.

Here Glory be is not said.

Psalm 149 
Cantate Domino

Ing to the Lórd a néw song; % sing his praise
in the congregati{n óf the fáithful.S

Let Israel rejóice #n his Máker; % let the children
of Zion b] jóyful ín their King.

Let  them praise  his  Náme ín the dance; % let
them  sing  praise  to  him  w#th  tímbrel  ánd
harp.

For the Lord takes pleasure ín his péople % and
adorns th] póor with víctory.
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Let the faithful rejóice in tríumph; % let them b]
jóyful ón their beds.

Let the praises of Gód be ín their throat % and a
two-]dged swórd in théir hand;

To  wreak  vengeance  on  the  nations  and
punishment  ón  the  péoples; % to  bind  their
kings in chains and their nobles w#th línks of
íron;

To in$ict on them the júdgement décreed; % this
is glory for all h#s fáithful péople.

Here Glory be is not said.

Psalm 150 
Laudate Dominum

Raise God in his hóly témple; % praise him
in the £rmam]nt óf his pówer.P

Praise him fór his míghty acts; % praise him for
his éxc]llent gréatness.

Praise him with the blást {f the rám's-horn; %
práise h#m with lýre and harp.

Praise him with tímbrel ánd dance; % práise h#m
with stríngs and pipe.
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Praise him with resóunding cýmbals; %% praise
him  with  loud-clánging  cýmbals. % All
creatures th[t bréath have, práise the Lord.

A avcxuycccccuyccccrRccccctTcccccccccccxcccycccccctrcccccce3cccccxxce3ccccccccccccB
  L- leluia,  al-le-lu-ia.   

H qcccccccctcccccccccccccccctcccccccccccccyuccccccuUyccccccccccccccccthuccccccccccccccccccycccccctcccccccccccccccxxycccccccccctcccccccct5ccccccccBccccccccccccccG
  Æc  est  di-es,  quam  fecit  Dominus.   

qcccccccccccccccctccccccccccctcccccccccccyYcccccccccctTcccccccccccccctcccccccccccctcccccctcccccccccccctcccccccccrcccccccy6cccccu7cccccccccBccccccccccccctcccccccctccccccrcccccxcccccB
 V.  E-xultemus  et  lætemur in e-a.     Glori-a.

The Canticle of Zechariah

Lessed be the Lörd Gód of Ísrael, % for he
has  looked  favourably  on  his  peopl]  ánd

redéemed them.
B
He has raised up for us ä míghty Sáviour % in

the house of h#s sérvant Dávid,

As  he  spoke  through  the  mouth  of  his  holÿ
próphets fróm of old, % that we would be saved
from our enemies  and from the hand {f  áll
who háte us.

Antiph.

R. Parv.
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Thus he has shown the mercy promïsed tó our
áncestors, % and  has  remembered  h#s  hóly
cóvenant,

The  oath  that  he  swore  to  our  ànc]stor
Ábraham, % to  grant  us  that,  being  rescued
from the hánds {f our énemies,

We might sèrve h#m withóut fear, % in holiness
and righteousness b]fóre him áll our days.

And you, child, will be called the prophët óf the
Móst High; % for you will go before the Lórd t{
prepáre his ways,

To give knowledge of salvatïon tó his péople % by
the f{rgíveness óf their sins.

By  the  tendër  mércy  óf  our  God, % the  dawn
from on high w#ll bréak upón us,

To give light to those who sit in darkness and in
thë  shádow  óf  death, % to  guide  our  feet
ínt{ the wáy of peace.

Glory be to the Fàth]r and tó the Son % and to
th] Hóly Spírit.

As  it  was  in  the  beginning,  is  now,  änd éver
sháll be, % world w#thóut end. Ámen.



Monday Lauds 19

MONDAY LAUDS

M qccctccccccycccccccucccccxxytccccccccccccccyuccccccyccccccccccccct5ccccccct5ccccccccBcccccctccccyuccccuccccVccccucccctccccyucccccyYcccct5ccccccccB
  I-sere-re * me-i,  Deus.   Have mercy. t.6 

I qcccccuccccccoccccccciocccccuUccccccccccccccccccytcccccccccccyccccccccuccccccccccccccccccocccccccyccccccccccccccccccccccucccccccyccccccy6cccccccBcccccccccH
  Ntel-lige *  clamorem  meum,  Domine.

qcccccccccyccccuccccoccccVccccocccciccccoccccuUcccccy6ccccccB
    Give ear. t.8

Psalm 5 
Verba mea auribus

Ive ear tó my wórds, O Lord; % consider m@
méditátion.G

Hearken to my cry for help, my Kíng and mý
God, % for < máke my práyer to you.

In the morning, Lórd, you héar my voice; % early
in the morning I make my [ppéal and wátch
for you.

For you are not a God who takes pléas}re in
wíckedness, % and ev#l cánnot dwéll with you.

Braggarts  cannot  stánd  ín  your  sight; % you
hate all thóse wh{ work wíckedness.

Antiph.

Antiph.
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You  destroy  thóse  who  spéak  lies; % the
bloodthirsty and deceitful, Ò Lórd, yóu abhor.

But as  for  me,  through the greatness  of  your
mercy I will go ínto yóur house; % I will bow
down towards your holy témpl] in áwe of you.

Lead  me,  O  Lord,  in  your  righteousness,
because  of  those  who  líe  in  wáit  for  me; %
make your w[y stráight befóre me.

For there is no trúth ín their mouth; % there is
d]strúction ín their heart;

Their  thróat  #s  an  ópen  grave; % th]y  $átter
wíth their tongue.

Declare  them  gúilty,  Ó  God; % let  them  fall,
b]cáuse of théir schemes.

Because of their many transgréssions cást them
out, % for they have r]bélled agáinst you.

But all  who take refuge in yóu wíll  be glad; %
they will sing out th]ir jóy for éver.

Yóu will shélter them, % so that those who love
your Náme m[y exúlt in you.

For you, O Lord, will bléss the ríghteous; % you will
defend them with your fáv{ur as wíth a shield.
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I qcccccuccccccoccccccciocccccuUccccccccccccccytcccccccccccyccccccccuccccccccccccccccccocccccccyccccccccccccccccccccccucccccccyccccccy6ccccccccccccccccccccccB
  Ntel-lige   clamorem  meum,  Domine.

D qcccccocccccccoccccccxocccccccccccccciccccccccyuicccccccciIcccccccccccccccccccucccccccicccccccocccccccuccccccccycccccucccccccccxcu7cccccccy6ccccccBcccccH
  Omine,  in  cæ-lo *  mise-ricordi-a  tu-a.

qcccccccccycccccucccccoccccVcccccoccccciccccoccccuccccy5u7ccccccB
    There is. t.8

Psalm 35
 Dixit injustus

Here  is  a  voice  of  rebellion  deep  in  the
héart  {f  the  wícked; % there  is  no  fear  {f

Gód befóre his eyes.
T
He $atters himsélf  #n his ówn eyes % that his

hateful sin w#ll nót be fóund out.

The  words  of  his  mouth  are  wicked  ánd
decéitful; % he  has left  off  acting wísel@  and
dóing good.

He thinks up wickedness upon his bed and has
set  himsélf  in  nó  good  way; % he  does  not
abhor thát wh#ch is évil.

Your love, O Lord, reaches tó the héavens, % and
your fáithf}lness tó the clouds.

Antiph.

Antiph.
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Your  righteousness  is  líke  th]  strong
móuntains, %% your  justice  líke  the  gréat
deep; % you save b{th mán and béast, O Lord.

How priceless ís your lóve, O God!% Your people
take refuge under th] shádow óf your wings.

They feast upon the abúndance óf your house; %
you give them drink from the rív]r  of  yóur
delights.

For with yóu #s the wéll  of  life, % and #n yóur
light wé see light.

Continue  your  loving-kindness  to  thóse  who
knów you, % and your favour to thóse wh{ are
trúe of heart.

Let not the foot of the próud come néar me, %
nor the hand of the wickØd púsh mé aside.

See  how  they  are  fallen,  thóse  wh{  work
wíckedness! % They are cast  down and shall
not b] áble tó rise.

D qcccccocccccccoccccccxocccccccccccccciccccccccyuicccccccciIccccccccccccccuccccccicccccccccoccccccuccccccccycccccucccccccccxcu7cccccccy6ccccccccccccccccccB
  Omine,  in  cæ-lo   mise-ricordi-a  tu-a.

Antiph.
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C qcccccccucccccccccctccccccccctyccccccccccccyccccccccccccccccccccccuccccccccoccccccccciccccccocccccccccccccccccccucccccccoccccccci8cccccCcccccccocccccccccccJ
  Onversus est *  furor tuus,  Domine,  et

qccccccccucccccccccctccccccyuccccccciccccccccccccccuccccccccccccccy6ccccccccBcccccccccyccccucccccocccccVcccccocccccicccccoccccccuUccccccy6ccccccB
  conso-latus  es  me.     I will give. t.8

Canticle
 Isa 12

 Will give thánks to yóu, O Lord, % for though
you were angry with me, your anger turned

aw[y, ánd you cómforted me.
I
Surely God is mý salvátion; % I will trust, [nd

wíll not bé afraid,

For  the  Lord  God  is  my  stréngth  and  mý
might; % he has becóme m@ salvátion.

With joy you will draw water from the wélls {f
salvátion. % And you w#ll sáy on thát day:

Give thanks to the Lord,  cáll  ón his  name; %%
make known his deeds amóng the nátions; %
proclaim that his náme #s exálted.

Sing  praises  to  the  Lord,  for  hé  h[s  done
glóriously;% let this b] knówn in áll the earth.

Shout aloud and sing for joy, O róyal Zíon, % for
great in your midst is the Hol@ Óne of Ísrael.

Antiph.
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C qcccccccucccccccccctccccccccctyccccccccccccyccccccccccccccccccuccccccccocccccccccccciccccccoccccccccccccccccccucccccccoccccccci8cccccCccccccccoccccccccccccJ
  Onversus est   furor  tuus,  Domine,  et

qccccccccucccccccccctccccccyuccccccciccccccccccccccuccccccccccccccy6ccccccccB
  conso-latus  es  me.  

I qcctccccccccyccccccyuccccccccyccccccccccccccccccctfecccccccctcccccycccccccccytcccccct5ccccccccBcccccctcccyucccucccVcccuccctcccyucccyYccct5cccB
 N excelsis * laudate Deum.  Praise. t.6

D qccccctccccccctccccccctccccccccccccctcccccccccccyucccccccuUcccccccccccccycccccctccccccccucccccccycccccccctccccxxcycccccxxccccy6cccccct5ccccccccBcccccccccccG
  Omine,  in  cæ-lo  mise-ricordi-a  tu-a. 

qccccccccccccccccccctccccccccccccctcccccctcccccccctcccccccccyYccccccctTccccccccctccccccccccctccccccccccccrcccccccccccy6cccccccccu7cccccccccBcccccccccccctccccccccctccccxcrccccccccccB
  V.  Et veritas tu-a  usque ad nubes.   Glori-a.

B qcctccccccycccccuhtyccccccxtytfe-ccccccccccccccccctccccccyccccccccccucccytcccct5ccccccBccccctcccyuccccucccVcccucccctccccyuccccyYcccct5cxccB
 Enedic-tus * Deus Israel.  Blessed be. t.6

Antiph.

Antiph.

R. Parv.

Ad Bñcts.
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TUESDAY LAUDS

S qcctcccccccctcccccccccccccycccccccccccccccccccccuUcccccccccccccyccccccccccccccccccccccccctcccccctcccccycccccccuccccccccyccccctcccccccccccccycccccyEucccXcccG
 Ecundum magnam * misericordiam tuam,

qccccccccccctcccccctcccccctrccccccewcccccccccccceccccccctrcccccccccce3cccccce3cccccccccBcccccccctcccccyucccccucccccVccccuccccuccccycccctccccyccccyuy6cccccccccccccB
   mise-re-re  me-i,  Deus.    Have mercy. t.1

S qcctccccccycccxccuccccctccccccccccccccccccccccyccccccccccyccccccccccccccccyccccccecccccccccccccctccccccycccccccccccccccy6ccccccct5ccccccccBcccccccccccccccccccG
 Alutare *  vultus  me-i,  Deus  meus.

qcccccctcccccyucccccuccccccVcccccucccccctccccccyuccccccyYcccccct5cccccccB
   Give judgement. t.6

Psalm 42
 Judica me, Deus

Ive  júdgem]nt  for  mé,  O  God, %% and
defend  my  cause  against  an  ungódly

péople; % deliver me from the deceitf}l ánd the
wícked.

G
For  you  are  the  Gód  óf  my  strength; %% why

have you pút me fróm you? % And why do I go
so heavily while the en]mý opprésses me?

Send out your light and your truth, that théy
may léad me, % and bring me to your holy hill
[nd tó your dwélling;

Antiph.

Antiph.
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That I may go to the áltar óf God, %% to the God
of my jóy and gládness; % and on the harp I
will give thanks t{ yóu, O Gód my God.

Why are you so full of héav#ness, Ó my soul? %
And why are you so disqui]téd withín me?

Pút  your  trúst  in  God; % for  I  will  yet  give
thanks  to  him,  who  is  the  help  of  my
cóunt]nance, ánd my God.

S qcccctccccccycccxccuccccctcccccccccccccccyccccccccccyccccccccccccccccycccccxxcecccccccccccccctccccccycccccccccccccccy6ccccccct5ccccxxxxxxccccB
  Alutare  vultus  me-i,  Deus  meus

Q qcccccccctcccctyccccccycccccccccccccccccxxcccuccccccccxxccocccccccccccicccccccccccoccccccuccccccccccytcccccyuccccccccucccccccccccccy6ccccccy6ccccccBccccH
  Uoniam *  in  te  confidit  a- nima  mea.

qcccccccycccccucccccoccccccVcccccocccciccccoccccuUccccy6cccccccB
   Be merciful. t.8

Psalm 56
 Miserere mei, Deus

E merciful to me, O Gód, be mérciful, % for
I have tak]n réfuge ín you;B

In the shadow of your wings will Í take réfuge %
until this time of tróubl] has góne by.

I will call upón the Móst High God, % the Gód
wh{ maintáins my cause.

Antiph.

Antiph.
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He will  send from héav]n and sáve me; %% he
will  confound those who trámpl] upón me; %
God  will  send  forth  his  lóve  [nd  his
fáithfulness.

I lie  in  the  midst  of  lions  that  devóur  the
péople; % their  teeth are  spears  and arrows,
th]ir tóngue a shárp sword.

They  have  laid  a  net  for  my  feet,  and  Í  am
bówed low; % they have dug a pit before me,
but have fall]n ínto ít themselves.

Exalt yourself, O God, abóve the héavens, % and
your glor@ óver áll the earth.

My heart  is  £rmly £xed,  O Gód,  my héart  is
£xed; % I will síng [nd make mélody.

Wake up, my spirit; awáke, lúte and harp; % I
myself w#ll wáken thé dawn.

I will confess you, O Lord, amóng the péoples; %
I will sing praise to you [móng the nátions.

For  your  loving-kindness  is  greater  thán  the
héavens, % and  your  faithfuln]ss  réaches  tó
the clouds.

Exalt yourself, O God, abóve the héavens, % and
your glor@ óver áll the earth.   
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Q qcccccccctcccctyccccccycccccccccccccccccuccccccccxxccocccccccccccicccccccccccoccccccuccccccccccytcccccyuccccccccucccccccccccccy6cccccy6cccccccccccccccccB
  Uoniam   in  te  confidit  a- nima  mea.

C qccccccccyccccccccccccyccccccccccccyccccukoccccccoccccccccccccccccccxocccccxcuccccccccccccoOccccccccccccciIcccccXcccccccuccccccccccctccccccccccccccycccccccccccH
  Unctis di-ebus * vitæ nostræ  salvos nos

qccccccccyucccccccccccccccrccccccccrcccccccr4ccccccccBcccccccyccccccukocccccoccccccVcccccoccccccocccccocccccukoccccci8cccccccB
   fac, Domine.    I said: In the.

Canticle
 Isa 38

 Said:  In  the  noontide  of  my  dáys  I  múst
depart; % I am consigned to the gates of Sheol

for th] rést of mý years.
I
I said, I shall not see the Lord in the lánd {f the

líving; % I  shall  look  upon  mortals  no  more
among the inháb#tants óf the world.

My dwelling is plucked up and removed from
me líke a shépherd’s  tent; % like a weaver I
h×ve rólled úp my life;

He  cuts  me  óff  fróm the  loom; % from day  to
night y{u bríng me tó an end;

I cry  for  hélp }ntil  mórning; %% like  a lion he
bréaks áll my bones; % from day to night y{u
bríng me tó an end. 

Antiph.

Antiph.
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Like a swallow or a cráne I clámour, % Ì móan
líke a dove.

My eyes are weary with lóoking úpwards. % O
Lord, I am oppressed; bé m@ secúrity!

But what can I say? For he has spóken tó me, %
and he h#msélf has dóne it.

Áll my sléep has $ed % because of the bítt]rness
óf my soul.

O Lord, by these things people live, and in all
these is the lífe {f my spírit. % O restore me
t{ héalth and máke me live!

Surely it was for my welfare that I hád great
bítterness; %% but you have held back my life
from the pít {f destrúction, % for you have cast
all m@ síns behínd your back.

For  Sheol  cannot  thank  you,  déath  c[nnot
práise  you; % those  who  go  down to  the  Pit
cannot hópe f{r your fáithfulness.

The living, the living, they thank you, as Í do
thís  day; % fathers  make  known  to  chíldr]n
your fáithfulness.
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The  Lord  will  save  me,  and  we  will  síng
t{ stringed ínstruments % all the days of our
lives, at thØ hóuse óf the Lord. 

C qccccccccyccccccccccccyccccccccccccyccccukoccccccoccccccccccccccxocccccxucccccccccccccoOccccccccccccciIcccccccXcccccccuccccccccccctccccccccccccccycccccccccccccH
  Unctis di-ebus  vitæ  nostræ  salvos nos

qccccccccyucccccccccccccccccrcccccccrcccccccr4ccccccccB
   fac,  Domine.   

O qccccccycccccccccycccccccccccccycccccccctccccccuccccccco[opccccccocccccccccccccccccccccccpccccccccccocccccioccccccccccuccccccccycccccccccccuccccccccccH
  Mnes Angeli  e- ius, *  laudate Dominum

qcccccccccycccccccccccct5cccccccct5cccccccccBccccccccctcccccuccccocccccVccccocccccoccccccpccccicccccoOcccccu7ccccccccccB
   de  cælis.     Praise the Lord. t.5

M qccctccccccctccccctcccccctccccccccccccctccccccctccccccccccyuccccccccuUyccccccccccccccctccccccccucccccytcccxxcycccccxxccccccy6cccccccct5cccxcccBcccccccccG
  I-serere  me-i,  De-us,  mise-rere  me-i. 

qcccccccccccccccccccccccccccctcccccccccctcccccctcccccccccccccctccccccccccctccccccccccccxtcccccccccyYcccccctTcccccccccxxctccccccctcccccxcrcccccccccccccy6ccccccccu7ccccccccccccccccccccccB
  V.   Quoniam  in  te  confidit  anima  me-a.

V qccccctccccccuccccccocccccccoicccccccccccccccccccuyccccccccccopcccccoOcccccccccccccctccccccccccucccccccccccccccycccccucccccccccycccccccccccccccxccccG
   I-sita-vit, *  et  fecit   redempti-onem 

qccccccccccctcccccccccccuccccccyccccccccccccccccccuccccccccccycccccccccccccct5ccccct5cccccccBcccccccctcccccuccccocccccVcccccocccxccocccccpccccciccccccoOccccccu7ccccccccccccccccB
   Dominus,  plebis  suæ.    Blessed be. t.5

Antiph.

Antiph.

R. Parv.

Ad Bñcts.
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WEDNESDAY LAUDS

A acccccctcccccccccycccccucccccccccciccccccicccccccccuUhtccccccccccccccccccccucccccccucccccccyYccccccXccccccuccccccccctccccccrcccccccctcccccuccxcccycccccxcF
  Mplius lava me,* Domine,  ab iniustiti-a

accccccccr4cccccr4ccccccccBcccccccccuycccccuiccccccicccccVcccccicccccicccccocccccicccccuUccccccy6cccccccB
  mea.     Have mercy. t.7

A AcccccuccccccucccccuycccccctcccccccccccccccccuccccccucccccuyccccctTcccccccXcccccrccccctccccccycccccccccccccccccccuccccccccyccccccctTcccccccccccccccccG
     Timore *   i-nimici    e-ripe,   Domine,

Accccccxtrcccvcctccccvvcuyccccccccccccccccct5cccccccct5ccccccccBccccccccrcccctcccccucccccVccccucccccycccccrRcccct5cccccccB
    a-nimam  meam.   Hear my. t.2

Psalm 63
 Exaudi, Deus

Ear my voice, O Gód, when Í complain; %
protect my life from féar {f the énemy.H

Hide  me from the conspiracy  óf  the  wícked, %
from the mob {f évildóers.

They sharpen their tóngue líke a sword, % and
aim their bitt]r wórds like árrows,

That they may shoot down the blámel]ss from
ámbush; % they  shoot  without  warn#ng  ánd
are nót afraid.

Antiph.

Antiph.
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They hold fást t{ their évil course; % they plan
hów th]y may híde their snares.

They say, ‘Who will see us? Who will fínd óut
our crimes? % We have th{ught óut a pérfect
plot.’

The human mind and héart [re a mýstery; % but
God  will  loose  an  arrow  at  them,  and
suddenly th]y wíll be wóunded.

He  will  make  them tríp  {ver  théir  tongues, %
and all who sée th]m will sháke their heads.

Everyone will  stand in áwe [nd decláre God’s
deeds; % they w#ll récogníse his works.

The righteous will rejoice in the Lord and pút
their trúst in him, % and all who are true {f
héart will glóry.

A AcccccuccccccccucccccuycccccctcccccccccccuccccccucccccuyccccctTcccccccXcccccccrccccctccccccycccccccccccccccccccuccccccccyccccccctTcccccccccccccccccccG
      Timore   i-nimici     e-ripe,   Domine,

Accccccxtrcccvcctccccvvcuyccccccccccccccccct5cccccccct5ccccccccB
    a-nimam  meam. 

Antiph.
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T qcccccoccccccccccoiccccccuUccccccccccccccccccccccctcccccccccccccccycccccccccccccccccccucccccccoccccccccccccxyuccccccccccyccccccy6ccccccccccBccccccccccccccccccH
  E  decet *  hymnus,  Deus,  in  Sion.

qccccccyccccccuccccccoccccVcccccocccccicccccuccccccoOccccp0ccccccB
   You are to be. t.8

Psalm 64
 Te decet hymnus

Ou are to be praised, O Gód, in Zíon; % to
you shall vows be perfórmed #n Jerúsalem.Y

To you that hear práy]r shall áll $esh come, %
because {f théir transgréssions.

Our sins  are  stróng]r  than wé are, % b}t  yóu
will blót them out.

Happy are they whom you choose and draw to
your  cóurts  to  dwéll  there! %% They  will  be
satis£ed by the béauty óf your house, % by the
holin]ss óf your témple.

Awesome  things  will  you  show  us  in  your
righteousness,  O  God  of  óur  salvátion, % O
Hope of all the ends of the earth and of the
séas th[t are fár away.

You make fast the mountains bý your pówer; %
they are gírd]d abóut with might.

Antiph.
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You still the róaring óf the seas, % the roaring of
their waves, and the clam{ur óf the péoples.

Those who dwell at the ends of the earth will
tremble át your márvellous signs; % you make
the dawn and th] dúsk to síng for joy.

You visit the earth and water ít abúndantly; %%
you make it véry plénteous; % the river of God
#s fúll of wáter.

You prepare the grain, for so you províde fór the
earth. %% You drench the furrows and smooth
óut the rídges; % with heavy rain you soften
the ground [nd bléss its íncrease.

You crown the yéar w#th your góodness, % and
your paths ov]r$ów with plénty.

May  the  £elds  of  the  wilderness  be  rích  for
grázing, % and th] hílls be clóthed with joy.

May  the  meadows  cóv]r  themsélves  with
$ocks, %% and  the  valleys  clóak  themsélves
with grain; % let th]m shóut for jóy and sing.

T qcccccoccccccccccoiccccccuUccccccccccccccccccctcccccccccccccccycccccccccccccccccccucccccccoccccccccccccxyuccccccccccyccccccy6ccccccccccB
  E  decet   hymnus,  Deus,  in  Sion

Antiph.
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D qccccctccccccccyuccccccccuccccccccccccccccccccccucccccyccccccrcccccccctccccccccccccycccccctrcccccccccccce3cccccccccce3ccccccccBccccccccccccccccccccccccccccG
  O-minus *  iudicabit  fines  terræ.

qcccccccccctccccccyucccccVcccccucccccycccctcccccycccccyuy6cccccccB
    You are to be. t.8

Canticle 
1 Sam 2

Y heart exúlts ín the Lord; % my strength
is ]xálted ín my God.M

My  mouth  derídes  my  énemies, % because  I
rejóice #n my víctory.

There  is  no  Holy  One  like  the  Lord,  nó  {ne
besídes you; % there is n{ Róck like óur God.

Talk  no  more  so  véry  próudly, %% let  not
arrogance  cóme  fróm  your  mouth; % for  the
Lord  is  a  God  of  knowledge,  and  by  h#m
áctions áre weighed.

The bows of the míght@ are bróken, % but the
féebl] gird ón strength.

Those who were full have híred th]mselves óut
for bread, % but those who were húngr@ are fát
with spoil.

Antiph.
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The barren hás borne séven, % but she who has
man@ chíldren ís forlorn.

The  Lord  kílls  and  bríngs  to  life; % he  brings
down to Shé{l and ráises up.

The  Lord  makes  póor  and  mákes  rich; % he
brings low, h] álso éxalts.

He raises up the póor fróm the dust; %% he lifts
the needy fróm the ásh heap, % to make them
sit with princes and inherit [ séat of hónour.

For the pillars of the éarth áre the Lord’s, % and
on thém h] has sét the world.

He will guard the féet {f his fáithful ones, %% but
the wicked shall be cut óff in dárkness; % for
not b@ míght does óne prevail.

The Lord! His adversaries sháll be sháttered; %
the Most High will thúnd]r in héaven.

The Lord will judge the énds óf the earth; % he
will give strength to his king, and exalt the
power {f hís anóinted.

D qccccctccccccccyuccccccccuccccccccccccccccccucccccyccccccrcccccccctccccccccccccycccccctrcccccccccccce3cccccccccce3ccccccccB
  O-minus   iudicabit  fines  terræ.

Antiph.



Wednesday Lauds 37

C AccccccuccccccycccccccccccctccccccuUccccccycccccccccccccccccccccccccccctrccccccccctcccccccuyccccccccccccct5ccccccccct5ccccccccccccBcccccccccccccccccccccccccF
  Æ-li  cælorum, *  lauda-te  Deum.

AccccccrcccccctccccccucccccccVccccccuccccccycccccrRccccccct5cccccccccccccccB
   Praise the Lord. t.2

E qccccctcccccccctcccccccctccccccccccccctccccccccccccccxcyucccccccccuUyccccccccccccctcccccccuccccccytccccxxcycccccxxcccccccccy6cccccccccct5ccccccccBcccccccccG
  X-audi  nos,  De-us,  salu-taris  noster. 

qcccccccccccccccccccctcccccccccccccctccccccccccctcccccccctcccccccccctccccctccccccctcccccccccccyYcccccccccccctTcccccccccctcccccccctccccccccccctcccccccrcccccccccy6cccccccccu7cccccccB
 V. Spes omnium finium terræ, et in mari longe.

qccccccccccctcccccccctcccccrcccccccccccycccccccccuccccccccccucccccccccccØcccccccucccccxuUcccccccccccuccccccccccccccucccccccuccccccycccccuccccccccccxy6ccccccccccccct5ccccccccccccB
  Glori-a  Patri  et  Fi-li-o,  et  Spiritu-i  Sancto.

E acccctccccccccyccccccucccccccccccccccicccccccccucccccccyccccccccccuiccccccccicccccccccccccccccccccoicccccccccpccccccccocccccccciIcccccciIccccXccccccK
    Rexit Dominus nobis *  cornu salutis 

acccccciocccccccoiccccccuhtccccccccccccccuccccccyucccccccccciuhtcccccycccccctccccccccccr4cccccccr4ccccccBccccccuyccccuiccccVccccicccciccccoccciccccuUccccy6cccccB
   in domo  David  pu-e-ri  su-i.    Blessed be. t.7

Antiph.

R. Parv.

Ad Bñcts.
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THURSDAY LAUDS

T qccccycccycccccccycccytccccccccccccukocccccccccoccccccpcccccccccccoiccccccccucccciToccccccXcccccccucccccccuccccciccccuccccccccccy6ccccy6cccccBccxcH
  Ibi soli * peccavi, Domine, miserere mei.

qccccccccccyccccuccccocccccVccccocccccoccccciccccccocccccuUccccccy6ccccB
    Have mercy. t.7

I qccccuccccccccccctcccccccccccuccccoccccccicccccuccccccccccoOccccccoOcccccXccccccccccocccccccccccccocccccccccccccccciccccccccccoccccccccccccpcccccccycccccccJ
  Ntret  orati-o  mea *  in  conspectu  tu-o, 

qcccccccccccccucccccccycccccct5ccccccccBccccccctccccucccocccccVccccocccccpcccccicccccoOcccccu7ccccccccccccccccccccccB
   Domine.    O Lord, my God. t.5

Psalm 87
Domine, Deus salutis meæ

 Lord, my Gód, my Sáviour, % by day [nd
níght I crý to you.O

Let  my  prayer  enter  ínt{  your  présence; %
incline your ear to m@ lámentátion.

For I am full of trouble; my life is at the brínk óf
the grave. %% I am counted among those who
go dówn tó the Pit; % I have become l#ke óne
who hás no strength;

Antiph.

Antiph.
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Lost among the dead, like the sláin wh{ lie ín
the grave, % whom you remember no more, for
they are c}t óff from yóur hand.

You have laid me in the dépths óf the Pit, % in
dark places, [nd ín the ábyss.

Your anger weighs upón me héavily, % and all
your great wáves {verwhélm me.

You have  put  my fríends  fár  from me; %% you
have made me to bé abhórred by them; % I am
in prison [nd cánnot gét free.

My sight  has  failed  me becáuse  of  tróuble; %%
Lord, I  have called upón you dáily; % I  have
str]tched óut my hánds to you.

Do you work wónders fór the dead? % Will those
who have died st[nd úp and gíve you thanks?

Will  your  loving-kindness  be  decláred  ín  the
grave? % Your  faithfulness  in  the  lánd  {f
destrúction?

Will your wonders be knówn ín the dark? % Or
your righteousness in the country where áll #s
forgótten?



40 Thursday Lauds

But as for me, O Lord, I crý to yóu for help; % in
the morning my pray]r cómes befóre you.

Lord,  why have yóu rejécted me? % Why have
you hídd]n your fáce from me?

Ever since my youth, I have been wretched and
át  the  póint  of  death; % I  have  borne  your
terr{rs wíth a tróubled mind.

Your blazing anger has swépt óver me; % your
terr{rs háve destróyed me;

They surround me all  day lóng líke a  $ood; %
they encomp[ss mé on évery side.

My friend and my neighbour you have pút awáy
from  me, % and  darkness  is  my  ónl@
compánion.

I qccccuccccccccccctcccccccccccuccccoccccccicccccuccccccccccoOccccccoOcccccXccccccocccccccccccccocccccccccccccccciccccccccccoccccccccccccpcccccccycccccccccccJ
  Ntret  orati-o  mea   in  conspectu  tu-o, 

qcccccccccccucccccccyccccccct5ccccccccB
   Domine. 

D qccccctccccccccyccccccuccccccccccccctcccccccycccccctcccccctTccccccccccccccccccccccccecccccccccctccccccccccccxccyccccccccccccy6cccccccccy6cccccccBccccccccccccccG
  Omine,  refugium *  factus  es  nobis.

Antiph.

Antiph.
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qccccccccctccccyuccccccVcccccucccccctcccccyucccccyYccccct5ccccccB
    Lord you. t.6

Psalm 89
 Domine, refugium

Ord, you have béen our réfuge % from one
generati{n tó anóther.L

Before the mountains were brought forth, or the
lánd  [nd  the  éarth  were  born, % from  áge
t{ age yóu are God.

You turn us báck tó the dust % and say, ‘G{ báck,
O chíld of earth.’

For  a  thousand  years  in  your  sight  are  like
yesterday whén ít is past % and like × wátch ín
the night.

You  sweep  us  awáy  líke  a  dream; % we  fade
away súdd]nly líke the grass.

In the morning it is gréen and $óurishes; % in
the evening it is dr#ed úp and wíthered.

For we consume away in yóur displéasure; % we
are  afraid  because  of  your  wrathf}l
índignátion.
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Our iniquities  you have  sét  befóre  you, % and
our  secret  sins  in  the  líght  {f  your
cóuntenance.

When you are angry, áll our dáys are gone; % we
bring our years to ×n énd líke a sigh.

The span of our life is seventy years, perhaps in
stréngth ]ven éighty; %% yet the sum of them
is but láb{ur and sórrow, % for they pass away
quíckl@ and wé are gone.

Who regards the pówer óf  your wrath? % Who
rightly fears y{ur índignátion?

So teach us to númber óur days % that we may
apply {ur héarts to wísdom.

Return, O Lord; how lóng w#ll you tárry? % Be
graci{us tó your sérvants.

Satisfy  us  by  your  loving-kindness  ín  the
mórning; % so shall we rejoice and be glad áll
th] days óf our life.

Make us glad by the measure of the days that
yóu af$ícted us % and the years in which we
súff]red advérsity.

Show  your  sérvants  yóur  works % and  your
splend{ur tó their chíldren.
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May the graciousness of the Lord our Gód b]
upón  us; % prosper  the  work  of  our  hands;
prósp]r our hándiwork.

D qccccctccccccccyccccccuccccccccccccctcccccccycccccctcccccctTcccccccccccccccccccecccccccccctccccccccccccxccycccccccccccccy6cccccccccy6cccccccccccccccccccccccccccB
  Omine,  refugium   factus  es  nobis.

I qccccctcccccceccccccrccccccccccccctccccccccccccccccccyccccctrcccccccccceEccccccccccccccccccctccccccccyucccccccccyccccccccxccctccccccccy6ccccccccr4ccccBccJ
  N æternum Dominus * regnabit, et ultra.

qccccccccuccccyccccucccccVcccccucccccycccccuccccciucccccytcccccr4cccccccB
    I  will  sing. t.4

Canticle
 Ex 15

 Will sing to the Lord, for he has tríumphed
glóriously; % horse and rider he has thr÷wn

íntó the sea.
I
The Lord is my stréngth and mý might, % and

he has becóme m@ salvátion;

This  is  my God,  and Í  will  práise  him, %% my
father’s God, and I wíll exált him. % The Lord
is a warrior; th] Lórd is hís name.

Antiph.

Antiph.
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Pharaoh’s  chariots  and his  army he  cast  íntó
the sea; %% his picked of£cers were súnk #n the
Réd Sea. % The $oods covered them; they went
down into thØ dépths líke a stone.

Your  right  hand,  O Lord,  glór#ous  in  pówer, %
your right hand, O Lord, shátt]red the énemy.

In the greatness of your majesty you overthrew
yóur  assáilants; % you sent  out  your  fury,  it
consúmed th]m like stúbble.

At the blast of your nostrils the waters piled up,
the  $oods  stood  úp  ín  a  heap; % the  deeps
congealed in thØ héart óf the sea.

The enemy said, ‘I will pursue, Í will óvertake, %
% I will divide the spoil, my desire shall háve
its fíll  of  them. % I  will  draw my sword,  my
h[nd sháll destróy them.’

You blew with your wind, the séa cóvered them; %
they sank like lead in th] míghty wáters.

Who  is  like  you,  O  Lórd,  amóng the  gods? %%
Who  is  like  you,  majést#c  in  hóliness, %
awesome in splend{ur, dóing wónders?

You stretched óut your ríght hand, % thØ éarth
swállowed them.
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In your steadfast love you led the people whóm
yóu  redeemed; % you  guided  them  by  your
strength to y{ur hóly ábode.

The  peoples  héard,  they  trémbled; % pangs
seized the inhabit[nts óf Philístia.

Then  the  chiefs  of  Édom  wére  dismayed; %%
trembling seized the léad]rs of Móab; % all the
inhabitants of Cana[n mélted áway.

Terror and dread féll upón them; % by the might
of your arm, they bec×me stíll ás a stone

Until your people pássed bý, O Lord, % until the
people whom yóu [cquired pássed by.

You brought them in and planted them on the
mountain of your ówn posséssion, %% the place,
O  Lord,  that  you  máde  yóur  abode, % the
sanctuary,  O  Lord,  that  your  h[nds  háve
estáblished.

The Lord will reign for év]r and éver.

I qccccctcccccceccccccrccccccccccccctccccccccccccccccccyccccctrcccccccccceEcccccccccccccctccccccccyucccccccccyccccccccxcccccctccccccccy6ccccccccccr4ccccccccB
  N æternum Dominus  regnabit,  et ultra.

Antiph.
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I qccccewcccccccccccccctcccccccccccccyccccccccccccuUcccccccccyYcccccccccccccccccccctfeccccccccctccccccccycccccccccccytccccccct5cccccccccBcccccccccccccccccccccccG
  N   sanctis  e-ius *  lauda-te  Deum.

qcccccctccccccyuccccccVcccccuccccctccccccyucccccyYccccccct5cccccccccccccccB
   Praise the Lord. t.6

D qccccctccccccctcccccccycccccccccccycccccccctccccccycccccyuyEccccccccccccthucccccccytcccccccccccccxxcycccccxxcccccccy6cccccct5cccccccccccBcccccccccccccccccG
  Omine, refu-gium  factus  es  nobis.

qccccccccccccccccccccccctccccccccccctcccccccctcccccctcccctccccccyYccccctTccccccccccctcccccccccccccrccccccccyccccccycccccccu7cccccccBcccccccccccccctcccccccctccccccrccccccccccccccB
  V.    A generati-one  et  progeni-e.     Glori-a.

D accccrccccccccccctccccccccucccccxxuiccccciIcccccccccccccccccccccccucccccciccccccccccccocccccuccccccccccccccccicccccccccicccccciIcccccXcccccccycccccccccK
  A  scientiam *  plebi  tuæ,  Domine,  in

accccccccicccccccycccccccccuccccxxctrcccccctTcccccccccccccccccrcccccccccccecccccccrcccccccctcccccccccccucccct5cccccct5cccccccccccBcccciccccucccciccccoccccuccccct4y6ccccccB
  remissi-onem  peccatorum e-orum. Blessed. t.4

Antiph.

R. Parv.

Ad Bñcts.



  47

FRIDAY LAUDS

S qccccccceccccctcccccxewcccccccccccccccccctcccccccccccycccccxxxthuccccuUcccXcccccccuyccccccccuccccccccccyccccccccccrtccccccccccccycccccccctrcccccccccccD
  Piri-tu * princi-pali  confirma cor meum

qccccccccccce3ccccccce3cccccccBccccccccctcccccyuccccccVccccccucccccyccctccccyccccy6t5cccccccccB
   Deus.    Have mercy. t.1

I qccccccocccccccoiccccccuyccccccuUccccccccccccccccccccccctccccccccccccccuccccccccccccccccccccocccccccccuycccccccccccccccccucccccccyccccccy6cccccccBccccccccH
  N  Is-ra-el *  magnum  nomen  Domini.

qcccccccycccccucccccocccccVcccccocccciccccuccccoOccccccp0cccccccB
   In  Judah.  t.8

Psalm 75
Notus in Judæa Deus

N Judah is God known; his Name is gréat in
Ísrael. % At Salem is his tabernacle, and his

dwell#ng ís in Zíon.
I
There  he  broke  the  $áshing  árrows, % the

shield, the sword, and the wéap{ns of báttle.

How glórious yóu are! % More splendid than the
ev]rlásting móuntains!

Antiph.

Antiph.
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The strong of heart have been despoiled; they
sínk ínto sleep; %% none of the wárri{rs can líft
a  hand. % At  your  rebuke,  O  God  of  Jacob,
both horse [nd ríder líe stunned.

What térror yóu inspire! % Who can stand before
you whén y{u are ángry?

From heaven yóu pr{nounced júdgement; % the
earth was [fráid and wás still;

When God rose úp to júdgement % and to save
all the ÷ppréssed óf the earth.

Truly,  wrathful  Éd{m  will  gíve  you  thanks, %
and the remnant of  Hám[th will  kéep your
feasts.

Make a vow to the Lord your Gód and kéep it; %
let all around him bring gifts to him who #s
wórthy tó be feared.

He  breaks  the  spír#t  of  prínces, % and  strikes
terror in thØ kíngs óf the earth.

I qccccccocccccccoiccccccuyccccccuUcccccccccccccccccctccccccccccccccuccccccccccccccccccccocccccccccuycccccccccccccccccucccccccyccccccy6ccccccccccccccccccccccB
  N  Is-ra-el   magnum  nomen  Domini.

Antiph.
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B qccccccoccccccccoiccccccccccccccccucccccccccccccccccccccccctcccccccycccccucccccccocccccccccccccyucccccccyccccccccy6cccccccccBcccccccccccccccccccccccccccccccH
  Onum  est *  confite-ri   Domino.

qccccccccycccccuccccocccccVccccccoccccciccccccucccccoOcccccccp0ccccccccccccccccccccccB
    It is a good thing. t.8

Psalm 91
 Bonum est con£teri

T is a good thing to give thánks tó the Lord, %
and to  sing praises  to  y{ur Náme,  O Móst

High;
I
To  tell  of  your  loving-kindness  early  ín  the

mórning %% and  of  your  faithfulness  ín  th]
night  séason; % on  the  psaltery,  and  on  the
lyre, and to the mél{dy óf the harp.

For  you  have  made  me glád  b@  your  ácts,  O
Lord; % and  I  shout  for  joy  because  of  th]
wórks of yóur hands.

Lord,  how  gréat  are  yóur  works! % Y{ur
thóughts are véry deep.

The dullard  does  not  know,  nor  does  the  fóol
únderstand, % that  though  the  wicked  grow
like  weeds,  and  all  the  workers  of  iníqu#ty
$óurish,

Antiph.
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They  $ourish  only  to  be  destróyed  for  éver; %
but you, O Lord, are exált]d for évermore.

For lo, your enemies, O Lord, lo, your enemíes
shall pérish, % and all the workers of iniquit@
sháll be scáttered.

But my horn you have exalted like the hórns of
wíld bulls; % I am anoínt]d with frésh oil.

My eyes also gloat óv]r my énemies, % and my
ears rejoice to hear the doom of the wicked
who r#se úp agáinst me.

The righteous shall $ourish líke a pálm tree, %
and  shall  spread  abroad  like  a  céd[r  of
Lébanon.

Those  who  are  planted  in  the  hóuse  óf  the
Lord % shall $ourish in th] cóurts of óur God;

They shall still bear frúit in óld age; % they shall
b] gréen and súcculent;

That they may show how úpr#ght the Lórd is, %
my Rock, #n whóm there ís no fault.

B qccccccoccccccccoiccccccccccccccccuccccccccccccccccccctccccccccycccccucccccccocccccccccccccyucccccccyccccccccy6cccccccccB
  Onum  est   confite-ri   Domino.

Antiph.
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D qccctcccccccceccccccrccccccccccctcccccccccyccccrccccccccccccccctccccccyuccccccccuccccccccccccccxuUcccxxxxxxcyYcxxxxxxxxxxccXccccccxxtcccxxxcxxxxxyccccytccccr4ccxcBccJ
 Omine, audivi * auditum tuum,  et timui.

qccccccuccccycccccucccccVccccucccccycccccucccciucccccytcccccr4cccccccB
   O Lord. t.4

Canticle
 Hab 3

 Lord, I have héard of yóur renown; % and I
stand in awe, > Lórd, of yóur work.O

In our own time revive it; in our ówn time máke
it known; % in wrath may you r]mémber mércy.

God  came  from  Teman,  the  Holy  One  fróm
Mount  Páran. % His  glory  covered  the
heavens, and the earth w[s fúll of hís praise.

The bríghtn]ss  was líke the sun; % rays  came
forth  from  his  hand,  where  his  pów]r  lay
hídden.

Before him went pestilence, and plague fóllowed
clóse  behind. %% He  stópped  and  shóok  the
earth; % he  looked  and  made  th]  nátions
trémble.

The eternal móunt[ins were sháttered; % along
his  ancient  pathways  the  everlást#ng  hills
sánk low.

Antiph.
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I saw the tents of Cushan únd]r af$íction; % the
tent-curtains of the land {f Mídian trémbled.

Was your wrath, O Lord, agáinst the rívers? %%
Or your anger against the rivers, or your ráge
agáinst  the  sea, % when  you  drove  your
horses, your chár#ots to víctory?

You bránd#shed your náked bow, % sated were
the árr{ws at yóur command.

You split the éarth with rívers. %% The mountains
sáw  yóu,  and  writhed; % a  torrent  of  water
swept by; th] déep gave fórth its voice.

The sún raised hígh its hands; % the moon stood
still #n íts exálted place,

At the light of your árrows spéeding by, % at the
gléam {f your $áshing spear.

In  fury  you  trod  the  earth,  in  anger  you
trámpled  nátions. % You  came  forth  to  save
your people, to sáve y{ur anóinted.

You  crushed  the  héad  {f  the  wícked  house, %
laying it bare from f{undátion tó roof.

You pierced with their own arrows the héad {f
his wárriors, %% who came like a whírlw#nd to
scátter us, % gloating as if ready to devour the
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poor wh{ wére in híding.

You  trampled  the  séa  w#th  your  hórses, %
churning th] míghty wáters.

I hear, and I trémble wíthin; %% my lips quíver
át  the  sound. % Rottenness  enters  into  my
bones, and my steps trémbl] benéath me.

I wait quietly for the dáy {f calámity % to come
upon the peopl] whó attáck us.

Though  the  £g  tree  dóes  not  blóssom, % and
n{ frúit is ón the vines;

Though the produce óf the ólive fails % and th]
fíelds yield nó food;

Though the $ock is cut óff fróm the fold % and
there is n{ hérd in thé stalls,

Yet I will rejóice ín the Lord; % I will exult in the
God {f mý salvátion.

God, the Lórd, is mý strength; % he makes my
feet like the feet of the deer, and makes m]
tréad upón the heights.

D qccctcccccccceccccccrccccccccccccctcccccccccyccccrccccccccccctccccccyuccccccccucccccccccccccxuUcccxxxxxxcyYcxxxxxxxxxxccXccccccxxtcccxxxcxxxxxxxyccccytccccr4ccxxxxxxxxxxxxxcB
 Omine,  audivi  auditum tuum,  et timui.

Antiph.
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I qcceccccccccccceccccccccccccccecccccctccccccccrcccccccccccccecccccceEwcccccccXccccccctcccccccccccctcccccccccccccucccccccccccucccccccccycccccccccycccxcrRcccH
 N tympano et choro, * in chordis et organo

qcccccccccccycccccccccrccccctrcccccccccccccce3cccccccce3ccccccccccBcccccctccccyuccccVcccccucccccyccccctcccccycccccy6t5ccccccccccccccccccccB
   laudate   Deum.   Praise the Lord. t.1

D qccccctcccccctccccccccccyccccccccyccccccccycccccccccccccccccctccccccccyccccyuyEcccccccccccctcccccccccccucccccccytccccccycccccccccu7cccccccy6cccBccccxcG
  Electasti me,  Domine,   in factura tu-a.

qccccccccccccccccccccctcccccccccctcccccctcccccctcccctcccccctccccccccccccccccctccccccccctccccccctcccccccccccctcccccyYccccccccctTccccccccccccctcccccccccrccccccccccy6ccccccu7ccccccB
  V.  Et in operibus manuum tuarum exsultabo.

P qcccccccuccccccccukoccccccuycccccuUccccccXccccccccytcccccccycccxcuccccxxxxxukpcccccccoiccccop[poccccccokucccccicccccccccyYccccccccccyYcccCccccH
  Er viscera * miseri-cordi-æ   De-i nostri, 

qccccccccycccccccccccccccyccccccccccyccccccccccccccycccccyccccctyucccccctrcccccccccccccceEcccccccccXcccccrccccctccccccccyucccccccccccccccucccccccccy6ccccccy6cccccccBccccccH
   in  quibus  visi-ta-vit  nos,  Ori-ens  ex  alto.

qccccccyccccccucccccyjoccccccVvvvovccvivvvoivcvuUcccccy6ccccccB
   Blessed be. t.8

Antiph.

R. Parv.

Ad Bñcts.
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B qccccctcccccyccccccccccctcccccccccccccctccccccccccXcccccccxcxxtccccccccctrcccccccecccccccccccccrcccccccxctccccccccyccccccyccccccccccccyccccccrcccccccccxcccccH
  Enigne  fac *  in  bona  voluntate  tu-a, 

qcccccccccccccycccccctcccccccr4ccccccccBcccccccucccccycccxcucccccVcccccuccccyccccuccccciuccccytccccr4cccccB
   Domine.    Have mercy. t.4

I qcccccucccccccccctccccccyccccccycccccuccccccccycccctTccccccccccccccxucccccccccocccccccciccccccccccccocccccccccccccccuiccccccccucccccccy6cccccccccBxccccccccH
  N  veritate tua *  exaudi  me,  Domine. 

qcccccccccycccccucccccocccccVccccccoccccccicccccoccccuUcccccy6cccccccB
    Lord, hear. t.8

Psalm 142
 Domine, exaudi

Ord,  hear  my  prayer,  and  in  your
faithfulness  heed  my  súpplicátions; %

answer m] ín your ríghteousness.
L
Enter not into judgement wíth your sérvant, %

for  in  your  sight  shall  no  one  lív#ng  be
jústi£ed.

For  my  enemý  has  sóught  my  life; %% he  has
crúshed me tó the ground; % he has made me
live  in  dark  places  like  thóse  wh{  are  lóng
dead.

Antiph.

Antiph.
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My spirit  fáints withín me; % my heart withín
m] is désolate.

I remember the time past; I múse }pon áll your
deeds; % I consider th] wórks of yóur hands.

I spread óut my hánds to you; % my soul gasps to
y{u líke a thírsty land.

O Lord,  make haste  to  answer  me;  my spírit
fáils me; %% do not híde your fáce from me % or
I shall be like those who g÷ dówn tó the Pit.

Let  me  hear  of  your  loving-kindness  ín  the
mórning, % for < pút my trúst in you;

Show me the róad that Í must walk, % for I l#ft
úp my sóul to you.

O Lord, deliver me fróm my énemies, % for I $ee
t{ yóu for réfuge.

Teach me to do what pleases you, fór you áre my
God; % let  your good Spirit  léad m] on lével
ground.

Revive me, O Lórd, f{r your Náme’s sake; % for your
righteousness’ sake, bring m] óut of tróuble.

Of  your  goodness,  destroy  my  enemies  and
bring áll my fóes to naught, % for truly < ám
your sérvant.
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I qcccccucccccccccctccccccyccccccycccccuccccccccccyccccctTcccccccccccccxuccccccccocccccccciccccccccccccocccccccccccccccuiccccccccucccccccy6ccccccccccccccccccB
  N  veritate  tua    exaudi  me,  Domine. 

E qccccctccccccecccccccccccrcccccccccctccccccccccytcccccccrRccccccccccccccccccctccccccyucccccccccuccccccccccccccyccccccctccccccyccccccctccccccr4ccccccBcccJ
  T in servis su-is *  Dominus miserebitur. 

qccccccuccccccycccccuccccVcccccucccccycccccucccciuccccytcccccr4cccccB
  Give ear. t.4

OR  BccccccuccccccycccccuccccccVcccccucccccuUccccccy6cccccccccccB
Canticle

 Deut 32

Ive ear, O héav]ns, and Í will speak; % let
the earth hear th] wórds of mý mouth.G

May my teaching drop like the rain, my speech
condénse líke the dew; % like  gentle  rain on
grass, like shów]rs on néw growth.

For  I  will  proclaim  the  náme  óf  the  Lord; %
ascr#be gréatness tó our God!

The Rock, his work is perfect, and áll his wáys
are just. % A faithful God, without deceit, just
[nd úpright ís he;

Yet his  degenerate children have dealt  fálsely
wíth  him, % a  perverse  and  crook]d
génerátion.

Antiph.

Antiph.
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Do  you  thus  repay  the  Lord,  O  foolish  and
sénseless péople? %% Is not he your father, whó
creáted you, % who made y{u ánd estáblished
you?

Remember the days of old, consíd]r the yéars
long  past; %% ask  your  father,  and  hé  w#ll
infórm you; % your elders,  [nd théy will  téll
you.

When the Most High appórti{ned the nátions, %%
when he  divíded  húmankind, % he  £xed  the
boundaries  of  the  peoples  according  to  th]
númber óf the gods;

The Lord’s own portion wás his péople, % Jac{b
hís allótted share.

He sustained him in a desert land, in a howling
wíldernéss waste; % he shielded him, cared for
him, guarded him as th] ápple óf his eye.

As an eagle stirs up its nest, and hovers óver íts
young; % as it  spreads its wings, takes them
up, and bears them alóft {n its pínions.

Division

The  Lórd  [lone  gúided  him; % no  for]ign  gód
was wíth him.
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He set him upon the héights óf the land, % and
fed him w#th próduce óf the £eld;

He nursed him with honey from the crags, with
óil from $ínty rock; % curds from the herd, and
milk from the $ock, w#th fát of lámbs and rams;

Bashan  bulls  and  goats,  together  wíth  the
chóicest  wheat, % you  drank  £ne  w#ne  fróm
the blóod of grapes.

Jacob  ate  his  £ll;  Jeshurun  gréw  fát,  and
kicked. % You grew f[t, blóated, ánd gorged!

He abandoned Gód who máde him, % and scoffed
at the Rock {f hís salvátion.

They  made  him  jéal{us  with  stránge  gods, %
with abhorrent th#ngs théy provóked him.

They sacri£ced to démons, nót God, %% to deities
théy had néver known, % to new ones recently
arrived, whom your ánc]stors hád not feared.

You were unmindful of the Róck that bóre you; %
you forgot th] Gód who gáve you birth.

Indeed  the  Lord  will  vindicáte  his  péople, %%
have compassion ón his sérvants, % when he
sees  that  their  power  is  gone,  neither  bond
n{r frée remáining.
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Then he will say: Whére are théir gods, %% the
rock in which théy took réfuge, % who ate the
fat of their sacri£ces, and drank the wine {f
théir libátions?

Let them rise úp and hélp you, % let  them b]
yóur protéction!

See now that I, éven Í, am he; % there is n{ gód
besídes me.

I kill  and I make alive; I wóund and Í heal; %
and no one can d]líver fróm my hand.

E qccccctccccccecccccccccccrcccccccccctccccccccccytcccccccrRcccccccccccccccctccccccyuccccccccuccccccccccccccyccccccctccccccycccccctccccccr4ccccccccccccccccB
  T in servis su-is   Dominus miserebitur. 

I qccccctccccccccccccctccccccccccccctcccccctccccccccccctfecccccccccrcccccctccccccccyccccccccctcccccccccrRcccccccccXccccccccccccctccccccccceccccccwcccccccxxcccccD
  N  cymbalis  benesonantibus *  laudate 

qccccccccccccceccccccccctccccccccccr4cccccccccBccccccccuccccycccccuccccVcccccucccccycccccucccciuccccytccccr4ccccccccB
   Dominum.   Praise the Lord. t.4

Antiph.

Antiph.
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A qccccctcccccctcccccccctcccccccccccccccctccccccccccccccctccccccctccccccccccyuccccccccuUcccxcccccccccccyccccccctccccucccccccycccccccctcccccccyccccccccccxccH
  Uditam  fac  mihi  mane  misericordiam

qccccccccccy6cccccccct5cccccccccccBcccccccccccccccccccccccccctcccccctcccccccxcctccccccccccctcccccccccccccctccccccccctcccccrccccccccccccccccycccccccyccccccu7cccccccccccccccccccccccccccB
   tuam.    V.  Quia  in  te  speravi,  Domine.

   

D qcccctcccrcccccecccccccccccccrccccccwecccccceEcccccccccccccccccccccccrccccccctcccccccxccytytccccccccccceccccccccxthuccccccccctccccccycccccccccccccF
  Irige, Domine, *  pedes nostros in viam

qcccccccccr4ccccccccr4ccccccccBcccccccucccccycccccuccccVcccccuccccccycccccuccccciucccccytccccr4ccccccB
   pacis.   Blessed be. t.4

R. Parv.

Ad Bñcts.
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THE SACRED TRIDUUM

Psalm 62
 Deus, Deus meus

O Gód, you áre my God; % < séek you éagerly.

My  soul  thirsts  for  you,  my  $ésh  fáints  for
you, % as in a barren and dry land where th]re
ís no wáter;

Therefore I have gazed upon yóu #n your hóly
place, % that I might behold your pow]r ánd
your glóry.

For  your  loving-kindness  is  bétt]r  than  lífe
itself; % m@ líps shall gíve you praise.

So will I bless you as lóng as Í live % and lift up
m@ hánds in yóur Name.

My  soul  is  content,  as  with  márr{w  and
fátness, % and  my  mouth  prais]s  yóu  with
jóyful lips,

When  I  remember  yóu  upón  my  bed, % and
meditate on you ín th] night wátches.

For you have béen my hélper, % and under the
shadow of y{ur wíngs I wíll rejoice.
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My sóul clíngs to you; % y{ur ríght hand hólds
me fast.

May those who seek my lífe t{ destróy it % go
down into thØ dépths óf the earth;

Let them fall upon the édge óf the sword, % and
let them b] fóod for jáckals.

But the kíng w#ll rejóice in God; %% all those who
swéar b@ him wíll be glad; % for the mouth of
those who spØak líes sháll be stopped.

The following psalm is said here:

Psalm 66
Deus misereatur nostri

Od be merciful to ús and bléss us, % show
us the light of his count]nánce and cóme

to us.
G
Let  your  ways  be  knówn  upón  earth, % your

salvation [móng all nátions.

Let the péopl]s praise yóu, O God; % let all th]
péoples práise you.

Let the nations be glád and síng for joy, %% for
you judge the péopl]s with équity % and guide
all the náti{ns upón earth.
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Let the péopl]s praise yóu, O God; % let all th]
péoples práise you.

The earth has brought fórth her íncrease; % may
God, our own God, gíve }s his bléssing.

May God gíve }s his bléssing, % and may all the
ends of the ]arth stánd in áwe of him.

Psalm 42
Judica me, Deus

Ive  júdgem]nt  for  mé,  O  God, %% and
defend  my  cause  against  an  ungódly

péople; % deliver me from the deceitf}l ánd the
wícked.

G
For  you  are  the  Gód  óf  my  strength; %% why

have you pút me fróm you? % And why do I go
so heavily while the en]mý opprésses me?

Send out your light and your truth, that théy
may léad me, % and bring me to your holy hill
[nd tó your dwélling;

That I may go to the áltar óf God, %% to the God
of my jóy and gládness; % and on the harp I
will give thanks t{ yóu, O Gód my God.

Why are you so full of héav#ness, Ó my soul? %
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And why are you so disqui]téd withín me?

Pút  your  trúst  in  God; % for  I  will  yet  give
thanks  to  him,  who  is  the  help  of  my
cóunt]nance, ánd my God.

Canticle
 Isa 38

 Said:  In  the  noontide  of  my  dáys  I  múst
depart; % I am consigned to the gates of Sheol

for th] rést of mý years.
I
I said, I shall not see the Lord in the lánd {f the

líving; % I  shall  look  upon  mortals  no  more
among the inháb#tants óf the world.

My dwelling is  plucked up and removed from
me líke a shépherd’s  tent; % like a weaver I
h×ve rólled úp my life;

He  cuts  me  óff  fróm the  loom; % from day  to
night y{u bríng me tó an end;

I cry  for  hélp  }ntil  mórning; %% like  a  lion he
bréaks áll my bones; % from day to night y{u
bríng me tó an end.

Like a swallow or a cráne I clámour, % Ì móan
líke a dove.
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My eyes are weary with lóoking úpwards. % O
Lord, I am oppressed; bé m@ secúrity!

But what can I say? For he has spóken tó me, %
and he h#msélf has dóne it.

Áll my sléep has $ed % because of the bítt]rness
óf my soul.

O Lord, by these things people live, and in all
these is the lífe {f my spírit. % O restore me
t{ héalth and máke me live!

Surely it was for my welfare that I hád great
bítterness; %% but you have held back my life
from the pít {f destrúction, % for you have cast
all m@ síns behínd your back.

For  Sheol  cannot  thank  you,  déath  c[nnot
práise  you; % those  who  go  down to  the  Pit
cannot hópe f{r your fáithfulness.

The living, the living, they thank you, as Í do
thís  day; % fathers  make  known  to  chíldr]n
your fáithfulness.

The  Lord  will  save  me,  and  we  will  síng
t{ stringed ínstruments % all the days of our
lives, at thØ hóuse óf the Lord.
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Psalm 89
 Domine, refugium

Ord, you have béen our réfuge % from one
generati{n tó anóther.L

Before the mountains were brought forth, or the
lánd  [nd  the  éarth  were  born, % from  áge
t{ age yóu are God.

You turn us báck tó the dust % and say, ‘G{ báck,
O chíld of earth.’

For  a  thousand  years  in  your  sight  are  like
yesterday whén ít is past % and like × wátch ín
the night.

You  sweep  us  awáy  líke  a  dream; % we  fade
away súdd]nly líke the grass.

In the morning it is gréen and $óurishes; % in
the evening it is dr#ed úp and wíthered.

For we consume away in yóur displéasure; % we
are  afraid  because  of  your  wrathf}l
índignátion.

Our iniquities  you have sét  befóre  you, % and
our  secret  sins  in  the  líght  {f  your
cóuntenance.
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When you are angry, áll our dáys are gone; % we
bring our years to ×n énd líke a sigh.

The span of our life is seventy years, perhaps in
stréngth ]ven éighty; %% yet the sum of them
is but láb{ur and sórrow, % for they pass away
quíckl@ and wé are gone.

Who regards the pówer óf  your wrath? % Who
rightly fears y{ur índignátion?

So teach us to númber óur days % that we may
apply {ur héarts to wísdom.

Return, O Lord; how lóng w#ll you tárry? % Be
graci{us tó your sérvants.

Satisfy  us  by  your  loving-kindness  ín  the
mórning; % so shall we rejoice and be glad áll
th] days óf our life.

Make us glad by the measure of the days that
yóu af$ícted us % and the years in which we
súff]red advérsity.

Show  your  sérvants  yóur  works % and  your
splend{ur tó their chíldren.

May the graciousness of the Lord our Gód b]
upón  us; % prosper  the  work  of  our  hands;
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prósp]r our hándiwork.

Canticle
 Ex 15

 Will sing to the Lord, for he has tríumphed
glóriously; % horse and rider he has thr÷wn

íntó the sea.
I
The Lord is my stréngth and mý might, % and

he has becóme m@ salvátion;

This  is  my God,  and Í  will  práise  him, %% my
father’s God, and I wíll exált him. % The Lord
is a warrior; th] Lórd is hís name.

Pharaoh’s  chariots  and his  army he  cast  íntó
the sea; %% his picked of£cers were súnk #n the
Réd Sea. % The $oods covered them; they went
down into thØ dépths líke a stone.

Your  right  hand,  O  Lord,  glór#ous  in  pówer, %
your right hand, O Lord, shátt]red the énemy.

In the greatness of your majesty you overthrew
yóur  assáilants; % you sent  out  your  fury,  it
consúmed th]m like stúbble.

At the blast of your nostrils the waters piled up,
the  $oods  stood  úp  ín  a  heap; % the  deeps
congealed in thØ héart óf the sea.
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The enemy said, ‘I will pursue, Í will óvertake, %
% I will divide the spoil, my desire shall háve
its fíll  of  them. % I  will  draw my sword,  my
h[nd sháll destróy them.’

You  blew  with  your  wind,  the  séa  cóvered
them; % they  sank  like  lead  in  th]  míghty
wáters.

Who  is  like  you,  O  Lórd,  amóng the  gods? %%
Who  is  like  you,  majést#c  in  hóliness, %
awesome in splend{ur, dóing wónders?

You stretched óut your ríght hand, % thØ éarth
swállowed them.

In your steadfast love you led the people whóm
yóu  redeemed; % you  guided  them  by  your
strength to y{ur hóly ábode.

The  peoples  héard,  they  trémbled; % pangs
seized the inhabit[nts óf Philístia.

Then  the  chiefs  of  Édom  wére  dismayed; %%
trembling seized the léad]rs of Móab; % all the
inhabitants of Cana[n mélted áway.

Terror and dread féll upón them;% by the might
of your arm, they bec×me stíll ás a stone.
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Until your people pássed bý, O Lord, % until the
people whom yóu [cquired pássed by.

You brought them in and planted them on the
mountain of your ówn posséssion, %% the place,
O  Lord,  that  you  máde  yóur  abode, % the
sanctuary,  O  Lord,  that  your  h[nds  háve
estáblished.

The Lord will reign for év]r and éver.

Canticle
 Hab 3

 Lord, I have héard of yóur renown; % and I
stand in awe, > Lórd, of yóur work.O

In our own time revive it; in our ówn time máke
it  known; % in  wrath  may  you  r]mémber
mércy.

God  came  from  Teman,  the  Holy  One  fróm
Mount  Páran. % His  glory  covered  the
heavens, and the earth w[s fúll of hís praise.

The bríghtn]ss  was líke the sun; % rays  came
forth  from  his  hand,  where  his  pów]r  lay
hídden.
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Before him went pestilence, and plague fóllowed
clóse  behind. %% He  stópped  and  shóok  the
earth; % he  looked  and  made  th]  nátions
trémble.

The eternal móunt[ins were sháttered; % along
his  ancient  pathways  the  everlást#ng  hills
sánk low.

I saw the tents of Cushan únd]r af$íction; % the
tent-curtains of the land {f Mídian trémbled.

Was your wrath, O Lord, agáinst the rívers? %%
Or your anger against the rivers,  or  your
ráge agáinst the sea, % when you drove your
horses, your chár#ots to víctory?

You bránd#shed your náked bow, % sated were
the árr{ws at yóur command.

You  split  the  éarth  with  rívers. %% The
mountains sáw yóu, and writhed; % a torrent
of  water  swept  by;  th]  déep  gave  fórth  its
voice.

The sún raised hígh its hands; % the moon stood
still #n íts exálted place,

At the light of your árrows spéeding by, % at the
gléam {f your $áshing spear.
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In  fury  you  trod  the  earth,  in  anger  you
trámpled  nátions. % You  came  forth  to  save
your people, to sáve y{ur anóinted.

You  crushed  the  héad  {f  the  wícked  house, %
laying it bare from f{undátion tó roof.

You pierced with their own arrows the héad {f
his wárriors, %% who came like a whírlw#nd to
scátter us, % gloating as if ready to devour the
poor wh{ wére in híding.

You  trampled  the  séa  w#th  your  hórses, %
churning th] míghty wáters.

I hear, and I trémble wíthin; %% my lips quíver
át  the  sound. % Rottenness  enters  into  my
bones, and my steps trémbl] benéath me.

I wait quietly for the dáy {f calámity % to come
upon the peopl] whó attáck us.

Though  the  £g  tree  dóes  not  blóssom, % and
n{ frúit is ón the vines;

Though the produce óf the ólive fails % and th]
fíelds yield nó food;

Though the $ock is cut óff fróm the fold % and
there is n{ hérd in thé stalls,
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Yet I will rejóice ín the Lord; % I will exult in the
God {f mý salvátion.

God, the Lórd, is mý strength; % he makes my
feet like the feet of the deer, and makes m]
tréad upón the heights.

Psalm 142
 Domine, exaudi

Ord,  hear  my  prayer,  and  in  your
faithfulness  heed  my  súpplicátions; %

answer m] ín your ríghteousness.
L
Enter not into judgement wíth your sérvant, %

for  in  your  sight  shall  no  one  lív#ng  be
jústi£ed.

For  my  enemý  has  sóught  my  life; %% he  has
crúshed me tó the ground; % he has made me
live  in  dark  places  like  thóse  wh{  are  lóng
dead.

My spirit  fáints withín me; % my heart withín
m] is désolate.

I remember the time past; I múse }pon áll your
deeds; % I consider th] wórks of yóur hands.
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I spread óut my hánds to you; % my soul gasps to
y{u líke a thírsty land.

O Lord,  make haste  to  answer  me;  my spírit
fáils me; %% do not híde your fáce from me % or
I shall be like those who g÷ dówn tó the Pit.

Let  me  hear  of  your  loving-kindness  ín  the
mórning, % for < pút my trúst in you;

Show me the róad that Í must walk, % for I l#ft
úp my sóul to you.

O Lord, deliver me fróm my énemies, % for I $ee
t{ yóu for réfuge.

Teach me to do what pleases you, fór you áre my
God; % let  your good Spirit  léad m] on lével
ground.

Revive me, O Lórd, f{r your Náme’s sake; % for
your  righteousness’  sake,  bring  m]  óut  of
tróuble.

Of  your  goodness,  destroy  my  enemies  and
bring áll my fóes to naught, % for truly < ám
your sérvant.


