II — SATURDAY, MORNING PRAYER
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A S morning breaks * we sing of your mercy, Lord, and night
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will find us proclaiming your glory.

PSALM 92
PRAISE OF GOD THE CREATOR
Sing in praise of Christ's redeeming work. (Saint Athanasius)

IT is gbod to give thanks to the Lérd, *
to make music to your ndme, O Most High,
to procldim your l6ve in the mérning *
and your truth in the wiatches of the night,
on the tén-stringed Iyre and the lute, *
with the mirmuring séund of the harp.

Your déeds, O Lérd, have made me glad; *

for the work of your hdnds I shout with jéy.
O Lérd, how gréat are your works! *

How déep are y6ur designs!
The féolish man cannot know this *

and the féol cinnot understand.

Though the wicked spring up like gréss t

and all who do évil thrive, *

they are ddomed to be etérnally destréyed.
But yéu, Lord, are etérnally on high. t

Sée how your énemies pérish; *

all dders of évil are scattered.

To mé you give the wild-ox's stréngth; *
you andint me with the purest 6il.

My éyes looked in triumph on my foes; *
my éars heard gladly of their fall.

The just will fléurish like the palm tree *
and grow like a Lébanon cédar.

Planted in the hduse of the Lérd *
they will fléurish in the céurts of our Géd, —
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still bearing frait when they are 61d, *
still full of sdp, still gréen,

to procldim that the Lérd is jast. *
In him, my réck, there is no wréng.
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ANTIPHON 2
Date magnimdinem PM 255

Xtol the greatness of our God.

DEUTERONOMY 32:1-12
GOD'S KINDNESS TO HIS PEOPLE
How often I have longed to gather your children as a hen gathers her brood
under her wing. (Matthew 23: 37)

IVE éar, O héavens, while I spéak; *
let the éarth héarken to the words of my moéuth!
May my instruction séak in like the rdin, *
and my discourse pérmeate like the déw,
like a déwnpour upén the grass, *
like a shéwer up6n the créps:

For I will sing the Lérd's renéwn. *
Oh, procldim the gréatness of our G6d!
The Réck - how faultless are his déeds, *
how right 4ll his way!
A faithful Géd, without déceit, *
how just and upright he is!

Yet basely has he been tréated by his degénerate children, *
a pervérse and crooked réce!

Is the Lérd to be thus repaid by you, *
O sttpid and f6olish péople?

Is he nét your féther who created? *
Has he not made you and estéblished you?

Think back on the déys of 6ld, *
refléct on the yéars of 4ge upon dge.
Ask your father and hé will inférm you, *
ask your élders and théy will téll you:

When the Most High assigned the néations their héritage, *
when he pérceled out the descéndants of Adam,

he sét up the béundaries of the péoples *
after the niumber of the séns of God;

while the Lérd's own pértion was Jacob, *
his heréditary share was Israel.

He féund them in a wilderness, *
awésteland of héwling désert, —
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He shielded them and cared for them, *
guarding them as the dpple of his éye.

As an éagle incites its néstlings forth *
by hévering 6ver its bréod,

so he spréad his wings to recéive them *
and bére them tp on his pinions.

The Lérd aléne was their 1éader, *
n6 strange géd was with him.
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H OW wonderful * is your name, O Lord, in all cre-a-tion.

PSALM 8
THE MAJESTY OF THE LORD AND MAN'S DIGNITY
The Father gave Christ lordship of creation and made him head of the Church.
(Ephesians I: 22)

I I ow gréat is your ndme, O Lérd our Géd, *
through all the éarth!

Your méjesty is praised above the héavens; *
on the lips of children and of babes

you have found préise to £6il your énemy, *
to silence the fée and the rébel.

When I see the héavens, the wérk of your hénds, *
the méon and the stars which you arranged,

what is mén that you should kéep him in mind, *
mortal man that you cdre for him?

Yet you have méde him little Iéss than a god; *
with gléry and hénor you créwned him,

gave him péwer over the woérks of your hands, *
put 4ll things tnder his féet.

All of them, shéep and cattle, *
yes, éven the sdvage béasts,

birds of the 4ir, and fish *

that méke their way through the waters.

How gréat is your ndme, O Lérd our G6d *

through all the éarth!



