


110 A Psalm of David. 

 
Yahweh said unto my Lord, // Sit thou at  my right hand,  

Until I make thine enemies thy  footstool.  
 

Yahweh shall send the rod of thy strength out of  Zion:  
Rule thou in the midst of thine  enemies.  

 
Thy people shall be willing in the day  of thy pow’r,  

In the beauties of holiness from the womb of the morning: // thou hast the dew  of thy youth.  
 

Yahweh hath sworn, and will  not repent,  
Thou art a priest for ever after the order of Mel-  chizedek.  

 
The Lord at thy right hand shall strike through kings in the day  of his wrath.  

He shall judge among the  heathen,  
 

He shall fill the places with the dead  bodies;  
He shall wound the heads over many  countries.  

 
He shall drink of the brook  in the way:  

Therefore shall he lift  up the head. 
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22 
To the chief Musician upon Aijeleth Shahar, A Psalm of David. 

My God, my God, why hast thou for-  saken me? 
Why art thou so far from helping me, // and from the words of my  roaring? 

O my God, I cry in the daytime, but thou  hearest not; 
And in the night season, and am not  silent. 

 
But thou art  holy, 

O thou that inhabitest the praises of  Israel. 
Our fathers trusted  in thee: 

They trusted, and thou didst de-  liver them. 
 
They cried unto thee, and were de-  livered: 

They trusted in thee, and were not con-  founded. 
But I am a worm, and  no man; 

A reproach of men, and despised of the  people. 
 
All they that see me laugh  me to scorn: 

They shoot out the lip, they  shake the head, 
Saying, He trusted on Yahweh that he would de-  liver him: 

Let him deliver him, seeing he delighted  in him. 
 
But thou art he that took me out  of the womb: 

Thou didst make me hope when I was upon my  mother's breasts. 
I was cast upon thee  from the womb: 

Thou art my God from my mother's  belly. 
 
Be not far from me; for trouble  is near; 

For there is  none to help. 
Many bulls have  compassed me: 

Strong bulls of Bashan have beset  me round. 
 
They gaped upon me  with their mouths, 

As a ravening and a roaring  lion. 
I am poured out like  water, 

And all my bones are  out of joint: 
 
My heart  is like wax; 

It is melted in the midst  of my bowels.  
My strength is dried up like a potsherd; // and my tongue cleaveth  to my jaws; 

And thou hast brought me into the  dust of death. 
 



For dogs have  compassed me: 
The assembly of the wicked have  inclosed me: 

They pierced my hands  and my feet. 
I may tell all my bones: // they look and stare  upon me. 

 
They part my garments a-  mong them, 

And cast lots upon my  vesture. 
But be not thou far from me, O  Yahweh: 

O my strength, haste thee  to help me. 
 
Deliver my soul  from the sword; 

My darling from the power  of the dog. 
Save me from the  lion's mouth: 

For thou hast heard me from the horns of the  unicorns. 
 
I will declare thy name unto my  brethren: 

In the midst of the congregation will  I praise thee. 
Ye that fear Yahweh, praise him; // all ye the seed of Jacob, glori-  fy him; 

And fear him, all ye the seed of  Israel.  
 
For he hath not despised nor abhorred the affliction of the aff-  licted; 

Neither hath he hid his face from him; // but when he cried unto him,  he heard. 
My praise shall be of thee in the great conger-  gation: 

I will pay my vows before them  that fear him. 
 
The meek shall eat and be  satisfied: 

They shall praise Yahweh that seek him: // your heart shall live for  ever. 
All the ends of the world shall remember and turn unto  Yahweh: 

And all the kindreds of the nations shall worship be-  fore thee. 
 
For the kingdom is  Yahweh's: 

And he is the governor among the  nations. 
All they that be fat upon earth shall eat and  worship: 

All they that go down to the dust shall bow before him: // and none can keep alive  his own soul. 
 
A seed shall  serve him; 

It shall be accounted to the Lord for a gener-  ation. 
They shall come, and shall declare his  righteousness 

Unto a people that shall be born, // that he hath  done this. 
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        31 To the chief Musician, A Psalm of David. 
 
 
 

 
In thee, O Yahweh, do I  put my trust; 

Let me never  be ashamed: 
 
Deliver me in thy  righteousness. 

Bow down thine ear to me; // deliver me  speedily: 
 
Be thou my strong rock, for an house of defence to  save me. 

For thou art my rock and my  fortress; 
 
Therefore for thy name's sake  lead me, 

And  guide me. 
 
Pull me out of the net that they have laid privily  for me: 

For thou  art my strength. 
 
Into thine hand I commit my  spirit: 

Thou hast redeemed me, O Yahweh  God of truth. 
 
I have hated them that regard lying  vanities: 

But I trust in  Yahweh. 
 
I will  be glad 

And rejoice in thy  mercy: 
 
For thou hast considered my  trouble; 

Thou hast known my soul in ad-  versities; 
 
And hast not shut me up into the hand of the  enemy: 

Thou hast set my feet in a  large room. 
 
Have mercy upon me, O  Yahweh, 

For I am in  trouble: 
 
Mine eye is con-  sumed with grief, 

Yea, my soul and my  belly. 
 
For my life is  spent with grief, 

And my years with  sighing: 
 
My strength faileth because of mine in-  iquity, 

And my bones  are consumed. 
 
I was a reproach among all mine  enemies, 

But especially among my  neighbours, 
 
And a fear to mine ac-  quaintance: 



They that did see me without  fled from me. 
 
I am forgotten as a dead man  out of mind: 

I am like a broken  vessel. 
 
For I have heard the slander of  many: 

Fear was on  ev’ry side: 
 
While they took counsel together a-  gainst me, 

They devised to take a-  way my life. 
 
But I trusted in thee, O  Yahweh: 

I said, Thou art my God. // My times are  in thy hand:  
 
Deliver me from the hand of mine  enemies, 

And from them that perse-  cute me. 
 
Make thy face to shine upon thy  servant: 

Save me for thy  mercies' sake. 
 
Let me not be ashamed, O  Yahweh; 

For I have called  upon thee: 
 
Let the wicked  be ashamed, 

And let them be silent  in the grave. 
 
Let the lying lips be put to  silence; 

Which speak grievous things proudly // and contemptuously against the  righteous. 
 
Oh how great is thy  goodness, 

Which thou hast laid up for them that  fear thee; 
 

Which thou hast wrought for them that  trust in thee 
Before the  sons of men!  

 
Thou shalt hide them in the secret of thy presence // from the  pride of man: 

Thou shalt keep them secretly in a pavilion from the  strife of tongues. 
 
Blessed be  Yahweh: 

For he hath shewed me his marvellous kindness in a strong  city. 
 
For I said in my haste, // I am cut off from be-  fore thine eyes: 

Nevertheless thou heardest the voice of my supplications // when I cried  unto thee. 
 
O love Yahweh, all  ye his saints: 

For Yahweh preserveth the faithful, // and plentifully rewardeth the proud  doer. 
 
Be of good courage, and he shall strengthen  your heart, 
    All ye that hope in  Yahweh. 
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