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THE PSALMS FOR SUNDAY VESPERS
Translated by SEBASTIAN BULLOUGH, O.P.

These translations, which have been set to music by Anthony
er, are made from the Hebrew. They preserve closely the
Metrical pattern of the originals, based on a sequence of strongly
Stressed syllables; they represent the same arrangement of stanzas,
d admit the frequent irregularities of Hebrew verse.

PSALM 109
Dixit Dominus

! Quoth the Lérd to my 16rd:

‘Sit thod on my right,
Till f set thy foés

As a stodl for thy feét.’
Thy scéptre of stréngth

The Lord séndeth from Sion:

Riile in the midst of thy foés!

Thy pedple come freé
On the diy of thy péwer

In sicred appirel—
From the wémb of the mérning
To theé comes the déw of thy yoith!

The Lérd, he hath swém it unchinging:
‘“Thot art a priést everlasting,
.y . ’ ] ’, 2
A priést in Melchisedech’s ménner.

> My 16rd at thy right hand
Shéttering kings

In the d4y of his writh,
Jidging the nitions,

Hedping the deid,
Shéttering skdlls

Throtgh the wide wérld.
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458 THE LIFE OF THE SPIRIT

7 At a brodk by the roidside he fréshens him,
His heid but to raise up once mére.

PSALM 110
Confitebor tibi, Domine
1. All my hedrt will I raise to the Lérd,
' As I stand in the Chirch of the just.

N

Greit are the wérks of the Lérd:
Seék them and find there delight.

3 Hénour and gléry his ldbour,

And his jéstness enddireth alwiy.

4 His wénders he héld in remémbrance,
The gricious compéssionate Lérd,

5 Meit he provides for his sibjects,
His prémise he éver remémbers,

6 His own préwess he t6ld to his peéple,
To mike them the heirs of the wérld.

7 The wérks of his hinds are true jdstice,
True fiithfulness 4ll his comménds,

8 True sotindness was theirs at the making,

Etérnal and sdlid they stind.

9 A rénsom he sént for his pedple,
As prémised by précept ctérnal,

10 And néw, The beginning of wisdom
Is féar of the Lérd’s holy Némc:
Good prize this for 4ll those who seék it:
His prafse which endireth alwiy.

PSALM 111
Beatus vir, qui timet Dominum
i Blest is the min who feirs the Lérd,
In his comménds delights exceédingly;
2 Stréng on eirth his seéd,
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Blést the jtist man’s line;
His weilth abotnds at héme,
His jéstness stinds alway.

Déwn in dirk awaits the jist,
The dpright, gracious, kind;
Wl with the kindly, génerous man,
Who érders wéll his life;
Ever stinds the tipright,
Néver is forgét,
Fvil wérds he feirs not,
His stréng heart trists the Lérd.
Firm and fearless heirt!
He fices héstile gize;
Scitters bounty to the podr,
His jéstness stdnds alwiy.

His shining stréngth al6ft

.. The wicked seé; and rige,
ey grind their teéth, and wiste away,
Their évil hépes dismayed.

PSALM II2
‘ Laudate pueri, Dominum
Praise ye the Lérd, o his children,
Praise ye the Nime of the Lérd;
The Néme of the Lérd, be it bléssed
Néw and for éver and éver.

From the diwn of the diy until sdnset
Praised be the N4me of the Lérd;

Far abéve all the wérld is the Lord,
His gléry far ver the sky.

Who is like to the Lérd our own Géd:
Who séts his abéde in the height,
Whose gize be déwnward bént
To lodk on hedven and esrth,
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7 Who raises us frém the ddst hapless,
From the 4shes exalts us forl6rm,

8 To mdke us to sit with the princes,
The princes eléct of his pedple;

9 Who gives to the childless 2 hémestead,

And children, and métherly jéy.

PSALM 113 (first part)

In exitu
I When Israel stréde out from E‘gypt,
Men of Jicob from 4lien félk,
2 Then Jidah was tirned to God’s Témple,
fsrael becime his domain.
3 The sed then behéld and took flight,
The Jérdan then rdlled itself bick,
4 The motntains then dinced they like rims,
The hills like the yoting of the fléck.
5 What ails thee, o ses, that thou fleéest?
O Jérdan, that réllest thee bick:
6 O motintains, that dince ye like rims:
O hills, like the yoiing of the fléck?
7 All the eirth, it is sefzed with a trémbling,
In fice of the Lérd God of Jicob,
8 For hé can make likes of the réck-land,

Form flint into biibbling springs.
x kO

PSALM 113 (second part)
Non nobis Domine
I To 4s no gléry, Lérd,
To ds no gléry,
But gléry t6 thy Nime
For thy true 16ve.

2 Why shall the pigans exclaim,
“Whére is their Géd’:
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For our G4d he abides in the heivens,

His will he fulfils;
But their idols of silver and géld
Are but wérk of men’s hinds:
The lips of them lips are unspeking,
Their éyes are unseéing,
Their edrs not a mdrmur perceiving,
Nor néstrils a fragrance,
Their hénds, they are hinds without feéling,
Their feét without picing,
They dtter no cry in their throdt.

Beréft like to thém be their mikers!
Beréft all who trist them !

But fsrael trists in the Lérd,
Their hélp and protéction;

Men of Aéron, they triist in the Lérd,
Their hélp and protéction;

The Lérd’s trembling sérvitors trist him,
Their hélp and protéction.

The Lérd forgéts us nét,
He gives us bléssing,
Bléssing fsrael’s Hotise
And Hodse of Airon,
Bléssing trémbling sérvants
Greit and 16wly.

May the Lérd give an increase to yod,
To you and your children;

Bléssed are you of the Lérd,
Who made heiven and eirth.

The hedvens, the hedvens are his,
But eirth he give to mén,

The deid, they shill not sing him,
Nor thése in silent todmbs,

But wé, o wé will praise him
From néw and éver more.
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