
Psalm 144

Die Guldne Sonne, 11.10.10.10.11.11.10.10, altered
Johann Georg Ebeling (1637-1676)

13.so that our gar ners- may be filled with good things,
11.O set me free, and come to de liv- er- me

7.Stretch forth your hand from a bove- and set me free.
3.O Yah weh,- what is man that you should know him,

1.For ev- er- bles sed- be the ~ Lord Yah weh.-

A psalm of David

    

  

      

  
  


 


 








 

so that our flocks may bring forth their thous ands,-
from the hands of the chil dren- of al iens,-
De liv- er- me out of the great wa ters,-
the son of man that you should think of him?
He is my rock in whom I take ref uge,-

  







  





 

 

    



     





and tens of thous ands- in our o pen- fields,
whose mouth has spo ken- words of van i- ty,-
from hands of al iens’- sons 8.whose mouth speaks guile,
4.For man is al to- geth- er- van i- ty.-
who trains my hands and pre pares- them for war,

    





     

 
    









 




14.our ox en- may be strong to do their work,
and whose right hand is a right hand of lies,
and whose right hand is a right hand of lies.
His days are like a shad ow- pas sing- by.
who makes my fing ers- skilled for the bat tle,-

      


 

    

 
    


 





 






that there be no break ing- in or go ing- out,
12.so that our sons may be like plants that flour ish-
9.O God, a new song I will sing un to- you.
5.O Yah ~- weh, bow your heav ens- and come down.

2.who is my lov ing- kind- ness- and my for tress,-

    
     

    

 
     

  


  

so that there be up on- our streets no out cry.-
and grow up in their youth both strong and fruit ful,-
up on- a ten stringed- harp I’ll sing your prais es,-

The moun tains- touch and they shall smoke and trem ble.-
my tow er- high ~ and my de liv- er- er,-

       

    

  








 















15.Blest is the peo ple- of whom this is true!
our daugh ters- may be like the pil lars- that

10.who gives sal va- tion- un to- kings, and frees
6.Flash light ning- forth and scat ter- them a broad.-

my shield and he in whom I take ref uge,-

  



  

      

 
  


 


 








 

Blest is the peo ple- whose God is Yah weh!-
are en graved- for the pal ace- of the king,
his ser vant- Da vid- from the e vil- sword.

Send out your ar rows- and con ~- fuse them.
he who sub dues- my peo ple- un der- me.

  
    

     

 
 
















 




