II — TUESDAY, MORNING PRAYER

ANTIPHON 1
Salutare vultus mei * PM 136
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Ord, send fOI’th your llght and YOUI' truth.

PSALM 43
LONGING FOR THE TEMPLE
I have come into the world to be its light. (John 12: 46)

D EFEND me, O Gdd, and plead my céuse *
against a godless ndtion.
From decéitful and cinning mén *

réscue me, O Géd.

Since yéu, O Géd, are my strénghold, *
why have you rejécted me?

Why do I go méurning *
oppréssed by the foe?

O sénd forth your light and your trath; *
let thése be my guide.

Let them bring me to your hély méuntain, *
to the plice where you dwéll.

And I will cdme to the dltar of Géd, *
the G6d of my joy.

My redéemer, I will thank you on the harp, *
O Géd, my Géd.

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

Hoépe in Géd; I will praise him still, *
my savior and my Géd.
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ANTIPHON 2
Cunctis diebus vitae
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ALT. (DOMINICAN)

Cunctis diebus vitae
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Ord, keep us safe * all the days of our life.

A] 1: 63
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Ord, keep us safe * all the days of our life.

ISAIAH 38: 10-14, 17-20
ANGUISH OF A DYING MAN AND JOY IN HIS RESTORATION

I am living, I was dead ... and I hold the keys of death. (Revelation I: 17, 18)

NCE [ sdid, *
"In the néontime of life I must depért!

To the gétes of the néther world [ shall be consigned *

for the rést of my yéars."

I s4id, "I shall sée the Lord no more *
in the lind of the living.
No lénger shall I behdld my fellow mén *

among thése who dwéll in the world.”

My dwélling, like a shépherd's tént, *
is struck déwn and borne awdy from mé;
you have f6lded up my life, like a wéaver *
who sévers the last thréad.

Day and night you give me éver to térment; *

I cry 6ut until the ddwn.
Like a lion he bréaks all my bénes; *

ddy and night you give me 6ver to térment.

Like a swallow I ucter shrill cries; *
I méan like a ddve.

My éyes grow wéak, gazing héaven-ward: *
O Lérd, I am in strdits; be my surety!

Y6u have presérved my life *
from the pit of destrtction,
when you cést behind your béck *
all my sins.
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For it is nét the néther world that gives you thanks, *
nor déath that préises you;

neither do thése who go déwn into the pit *
awdit your kindness.

The living, the living give you thanks, *
as [ do today.
Fathers declare to their séns, *

O Gdd, your faithfulness.

The Lérd is our savior; *
we shall sing to stringed instruments

in the héuse of the Lérd *
all the days of our life.
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ANTIPHON 3
Te decet hymnus PM 166
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I O you, O God, * our praise is due in Zion.

PSALM 65
SOLEMN THANKSGIVING
Zion represents heaven. (Origen)

T 0 y6u our praise is dte *

in Zion, O Géd.

To yéu we pay our vows, *
you who héar our prayer.

To yéu all flésh will céme *
with its burden of sin.

Too héavy for s, our offénses, *
but you wipe them awdy.

Bléssed is hé whom you chéose and céll *
to dwéll in your céurts.

We are filled with the bléssings of your héuse, *
of your holy témple.

You kéep your plédge with wonders, *
O G6d our savior,

the hépe of all the éarth *

and of far distant isles.

You uphéld the méuntains with your stréngth, *
you are girded with péwer.

You still the réaring of the séas, t
the réaring of their waves, *
and the timult of the péoples.

The énds of the éarth stand in awe *
at the sight of your wénders.

The lands of stnrise and stunset *
you fill with your jéy.

You cére for the éarth, give it wéter; *
you fill it with riches.

Your river in héaven brims éver *
to provide its grain.
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And thus you provide for the éarth; *
you drénch its firrows;

you lével it, séften it with showers; *
you bléss its growth.

You créwn the yéar with your géodness.
Abundance fléws in your stéps; *
in the pastures of the wilderness it fléws.

The hills are girded with jdy, *
the méadows cévered with flocks,

the valleys are décked with whéat. *
They shéut for jdy, yes they sing.



