II — MONDAY, MORNING PRAYER
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Cc Hen will I come to the end * of my pilgrimage and en-ter
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the presence of God?

ALT. (DOMINICAN)
Sitivit anima mea Pr. 259
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the presence of God?

PSALM 42
LONGING FOR THE LORD'S PRESENCE IN HIS TEMPLE
Let all who thirst come; let all who desire it drink from the life-giving water.
(Revelation 22: 17)

iKE the déer that yéarns *
for ranning stréams,
so my séul is yéarning *

for yéu, my God.

My séul is thirsting for God, *
the Géd of my life;
whén can I énter and sée *

the face of Géd?

My téars have become my bréad, *
by night, by déy,

as I héar it sdid all the day l6ng: *
"Whére is your G6d?"

Thése things will [ remémber *
as I péur out my séul:

how I would léad the rejéicing créwd *
into the héuse of God, —
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amid cries of gladness and thanksgiving, *
the thréng wild with jdy.

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

Hoépe in Géd; I will praise him still, *
my savior and my Géd.

My séul is cast déwn within me *
as I think of you,

from the céuntry of Jérdan and Mount Hérmon, *
from the Hill of Mizar.

Déep is célling on déep, *
in the réar of waters;

your torrents and all your wéves *
swépt over mé.

By ddy the L6rd will sénd *
his 16ving kindness;

by night I will sing to him, *
préise the God of my life.

I will sy to Gd, my rock: *
"Why have you forgdtten mé?

Why do I go méurning *
oppréssed by the fée?"

With cries that pierce me to the héart, *
my énemies revile me,

sdying to me 4ll the day long: *
"Whére is your G6d?"

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
Ostende nobis, Domine PM 257
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Ol'd, ShOW us * the ra—diance Of your mercy.

SIRACH 36: 1-5,10-13
PRAYER OF ENTREATY FOR THE HOLY CITY, JERUSALEM
This is eternal life to know you, the one true God, and Jesus Christ
whom you have sent. (John 17: 3)

C OME to our 4id, O Géd of the tniverse, *
and put all the nétions in dréad of yéu!
Raise your hdnd against the héathen, *

that they may réalize your péwer.

As you have tsed us to shéw them your héliness, *
so now use them to shéw us your gléry.

Thus they will knéw, as you knéw, *
that thére is no G6d but yéu.

Give new signs and work new wénders; *

show forth the spléndor of your right hand and 4rm.

Gdther all the tribes of Jacob, *
that they may inhérit the lind as of 61d.

Show mérey to the péople célled by your nime; *
[srael, whom you named your first-born.

Take pity on your hély city, *
Jertisalem, your dwélling place.

Fill Zion with your méjesty, *
your témple with your gléry.
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ANTIPHON 3
Caeli enarrant PM 24
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HE vaults of heaven * ring with your praise, O Lord.

PSALM 19:2-7
PRAISE OF THE LORD, CREATOR OF ALL
The dawn from on high shall break upon us ... to guide our feet
into the way of peace. (Luke 1: 78, 79)

T HE héavens procldim the gléry of Géd, *
and the firmament shows férth the woérk of his hands.
Déy unto day takes up the story *

and night unto night makes knéwn the méssage.

No spéech, no wérd, no voice is héard +
yet their span exténds through all the éarth, *
their words to the tutmost béunds of the world.

Thére he has placed a tént for the sun; t
it comes férth like a bridegroom céming from his tént, *
rejoices like a champion to run its curse.

At the énd of the sky is the rising of the sun; T
to the furthest end of the sky is its course. *
There is néthing concéaled from its burning héat.



