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Psalm 31 — In te, Domine, speravi James Turle (1802-1882)
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Have mercy on me, O LORD, for / I am in / trouble;
my eye is consumed with sorrow, and also my / throat / and my / bel-ly.

For my life is wasted with grief, and my / years with / sighing;
my strength fails me because of affliction, and my / bones / are con- / sumed.

I have become a reproach to all my enemies and even to my neighbors,
ac- / quaintance;

| a dismay to those of / my
when they see me in the / street / they a- / void me.

I am forgotten like a dead man, / out of / mind;
I am as / useless as a / bro-ken / pot.

For I have heard the whispering of the crowd;
they put their heads together against me;

| fear is / all a- / round;
| they / plot to / take my / life.

But as for me, I have trusted in / you, O / LORD.
I have said, / “You / are my / God.

My times are / in your / hand;
rescue me from the hand of my enemies,

| / and from / those who / persecute me.

Make your face to / shine up- on your / servant,
and in your / lov-ing- / kind-ness / save me.’
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Glory to the Father, and / to the / Son,
and / to the / Ho-ly / Spi-rit:

as it was in the be- / ginning, is / now,

and / will be for- / ever. | A- / men.



