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S A C R E D  P O E M S  A N D  P RAY E RS

I beseech you, O immense piety, God the Fa
ther almighty, not to destroy me, your creature, 
made in your likeness and redeemed by the pre
cious blood of your Son, my Lord Jesus Christ. 
Extend your hand to me, O Lord my God, and 
snatch me from the deepest pit of my iniquities. 
Raise up the fallen, release the fettered, enlighten 
the blind, heal me who am wounded by a thou
sand wounds from malignant spirits. Alas for me, 
wretched one, alas for me, lost one, alas for me, 
who should be mourned with an unfailing fount 
of tears! For while I lived according to the laws 
of my most squalid flesh, I never allowed you to 
rejoice in me, but always provoked you to bitter
ness by the shameful deeds of my reprobate life. 
But I know, Lord, that all things are placed in 
your will, and there is no one who can resist your 
will (Esther 13). For if you decree to save us, we 
shall be freed at once. Bring forth, O Lord, from 
the stony hardness of my heart an abundance 
of tears, you who commanded a most generous 
supply of flowing water to come forth from the 
rock of the desert (Exodus 17; Numbers 20; Psalm 
77). Lord Jesus Christ, if you are the true light, and 
I worship you, why do you suffer me to be in dark
ness? Woe is me, I adore the light, and I endure 
the darkness; I serve the truth, and I am deluded 
by the fictions of empty thoughts. O Lord, you 
who illuminated the caverns of Tartarus with the 
rays of your divinity; you who drove away the 
dense darkness of Egypt at the prayers of your 
servant Moses (Exodus 10); look upon this chaos, 
and flood the dark inferno of my heart with the 
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light of your visitation, so that the author of 
darkness may not be able to possess in the gloom 
of his obscurity the soul which you, eternal light, 
deigned to redeem. You who enlightened the man 
blind from birth, enlighten me (John 9). You who 
cleansed the lepers, purify me. You who raised 
Lazarus from the tomb, resuscitate me, who am 
fetid with vices and weighed down by the burden 
of perverse habit (John 11). You who protected 
Daniel in the den from the lions' bites, rescue 
me (Daniel, last chapter). You who delivered the 
three young men from the fire of the blazing 
furnace, deliver me (Daniel 3). You who delivered 
Israel from the oppression of Pharaoh, deliver me 
(Exodus 12 and 13). You who delivered David from 
the hands of Goliath and Saul, deliver me (1 Kings 
16). You who led Peter out of Herod's prison, de
liver me (Acts 12). O blessed, glorious, most pious 
Lord, you see, and you yourself are witness to my 
conscience, that I wish to reject all my evils and 
to obey your holy commands, as is fitting; but 
because I cannot do it of myself, I hope in you. 
For I do not find good in my flesh. And truly, Lord, 
which of the saints was ever able to have virtue or 
holiness from himself? Who by himself, without 
help, has ascended to the summit of perfection? 
Certainly, Lord, not Peter, not Paul, not a martyr, 
not an apostle, not even the angels themselves, 
not cherubim or seraphim, could have had any 
gift, unless they had received it from you.

If, therefore, the very virtues of the heavens 
have nothing from themselves, but have received 
all things from you, what good, then, can you 
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expect from me, who am dung and a worm, dust 
and ashes, except what you yourself deign to 
pour in? For you are the Father of lights, from 
whom is every best gift and every perfect gift 
(James 1). You are he from whom all good things 
proceed. You are the fount of life. You are the 
author of eternal salvation. For just as light is not 
poured into the earth from itself, but always from 
heaven, so my soul, like a land without water 
unto you (Psalm 142), is always dark, squalid, and 
arid, unless it is suffused with the dew of your 
grace and illuminated by the ray of your splendor. 
And indeed, I search within myself, Lord, to offer 
you something of my own, but when I turn over 
all the secrets of my heart, I see nothing there but 
darkness; I find nothing at all but the thistles and 
thorns of vices. See, therefore, Lord, my misery; 
see the indigence of such great poverty, and grant 
me the grace of compunction, which may be able 
to wipe away the rust of my soul and wash the 
bloody stains of my crimes. Expel, Lord, this cold
ness and torpor from my breast, and kindle in me 
the flame of your most sweet charity. For surely, 
Lord, my iniquity will not be able to overcome 
the immense abundance of your piety, which the 
crimes of the whole world could not surpass? For 
when almost the whole world was given over to 
idolatry, who would have presumed to ask you
—whom the heavens cannot contain—to visit, 
intending to inhabit the narrow confines of a 
virgin's womb, to take on the members of our 
mortality, to endure the torments of a most atro
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cious death, so that you might free your enemies 
from the punishment of a deserved death?

If, therefore, most clement and most pious 
Lord, the outrages of the whole world did not 
overcome the magnitude of your mercy, will the 
sins, however grave, of one dead dog overcome 
it? Far be this from you, Lord. Far be it from 
you, who said: "I do not desire the death of the 
sinner" (Ezekiel 18, 33). What then is this that 
you say: "There is joy before the angels of God 
over one sinner who repents"? (Luke 15). What 
is this that the Prophet says of you: "For your 
mercies are over all your works"? (Psalm 144). 
Did you not, Lord, permit yourself to be touched 
by that most unclean and foul woman, who was 
bloodied by a flow of blood? (Matthew 9; Luke 
8). Not only did you in no way condemn the au
dacity of her presumption, but you even granted 
that she might snatch salvation along with the 
very fringe of your garment. Did you not, most 
gentle Lord, deign to speak with that Samaritan 
woman who had had many husbands? (John 4). 
Or, what is greater, did you not converse with the 
Canaanite woman, who adored idols? (Matthew 
15). Moreover, did you not free her daughter from 
a demon at her mother's prayers? Apply to me, 
I beseech you, Lord, this rule of your wondrous 
piety; rekindle the extinguished little spark of my 
unhappy soul with these fuels of your oil. I do not 
seek the mercy shown to Paul or Peter, for since 
one sinned out of ignorance and the other out of 
fear, each easily obtained pardon. Grant me, most 
pious Lord, that kind of your mercy; extend to my 
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languishing, or rather now dying, soul that cup of 
your most sweet medicine which you mercifully 
offered to the thief hanging on the cross, and 
whom you drew out, having been absorbed, from 
the jaws of devouring death (Luke 23). I seek 
that kind of your mercy which you showed to the 
woman caught in adultery (John 8); which you 
bestowed upon the sinful woman in the house 
of Simon (Luke 7), who, while she wiped your 
feet with her hair, cleansed her own soul from 
the filth of sins. In this way draw me to you, my 
Savior; inflame me, purify me. Let all my inmost 
being be filled with your love, so that my soul may 
bless you, and your mercy may descend upon me. 
For to this end the omnipotent Father sent you to 
earth, that you might save sinners, you who with 
the Father and the Holy Spirit live and reign, God, 
for ever and ever. Amen.

II. A Prayer to God the Son.
Remember, Lord Jesus Christ, that you re

deemed me not with gold or silver, but with the 
price of your own blood (1 Peter 1); and since you 
are a fountain open to the house of David for the 
cleansing of the sinner and the unclean woman, 
shall I alone, Lord, be devoid of such great piety, 
and remain outside the line of your redemption? 
Alas for me, most pious Lord, will you permit me, 
with the tunic of your regeneration which you 
gave me, with the banner of the holy cross which 
you painted on my forehead, to fall into the hands 
of the devil, and with your own emblems to be 
tormented in eternal fires? I know, Lord, that you 
are of such great piety that if I convert perfectly 
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to you, you will immediately receive me. But be
cause I am of such great fragility and ignorance 
that this conversion cannot be worthily done by 
me without you, you convert me, O God my sav
ior, you enlighten my soul, you direct, you kindle 
in me the flame of your love. And perhaps, most 
just and most pious Lord, my sins are so great that 
no penitence of mine is sufficient to lament them; 
behold my body, through which I, a wretch, 
have offended you; you, who are the physician 
of souls, strike, scourge; whether with leprosy, or 
with whatever pains it may seem good to you, 
strike most harshly. I am plainly your creature, 
my creator; gird me with your scourges, and do 
not deliver me into the hands of my enemy; or if 
my iniquity has progressed so far that it cannot 
be erased in this life, command that I be afflicted 
with avenging punishments until the day of your 
judgment, so that then at least I may deserve to 
be found the last of all your elect. For far be it from 
me that I should ask for glory. It is enough for me 
that I only escape the punishments.

But since my prayers, uttered by so foul a 
mouth, do not deserve to ascend to you, I ask 
you, blessed Virgin Mary, temple of the living 
God, hall of the eternal King, sanctuary of the 
Holy Spirit, blessed among women; the field of 
your most sacred womb is fragrant to the nostrils 
of my heart; from which field, namely, when 
that one and singular lily came forth, every seed 
of spiritual virtues burst forth with it. For you 
are that heavenly earth, which gave its fruit. 
Heavenly Wisdom had you as its material, from 
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which it fashioned the temple of its body. The 
Holy Spirit filled you. The power of the Most 
High ineffably overshadowed you. You carry my 
prayers to your Son and Creator. Indeed, you pray 
for me, you beseech, whose vows certainly can
not be despised, whose prayers cannot be held of 
little account in his sight. Behold, my Lady, I, an 
unhappy wretch, caught in a crime, am led to the 
gallows, a plunderer to the sword, I am dragged 
to punishment. Let the Queen of the world there
fore arise, let her oppose, let her go in to her 
Son and set the guilty one free. Run also, O Saint 
Michael, prince of the heavenly host and you who 
at the end of the world will destroy the Antichrist 
who contumaciously exalts himself against God, 
now cast him down who attempts to reign in 
my heart. Free my soul from temptation while it 
lives in the body, so that after death you may be 
able to present it worthily to its Creator. Help me 
also, O Blessed Gabriel, arranger of the heavenly 
nuptials; save me, a miserable sinner, with your 
prayers, you who were sent to announce him who 
was to come into the world to free sinners and 
the wretched (Luke 1). Heal also my languid soul, 
O Saint Raphael, you who took away the demon 
from Sarah, and restored the eyes of Tobias, 
which he had lost (Tobit 3, 11); exclude from my 
soul the malignant spirit, who strives to separate 
her from her spouse Christ, and pour the radiance 
of light into my blind heart. Pray for me, all you 
holy angels, all you holy archangels, all you holy 
virtues, all you holy powers, all you holy domina
tions, all you holy principalities. Pray for me, O 
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holy choir of thrones, pray for me, O holy choir of 
cherubim, pray for me, O holy choir of seraphim. 
Pray for me, all you holy patriarchs, all you holy 
prophets. Let the judging senate of the apostles 
pray for me. Let the white-robed choir of martyrs 
pray for me. Let the holy confessors and all the 
holy virgins pray for me. Pray for me, a miserable 
and utterly lost man, O my lords, all you saints of 
God.

And what multitude of sin is so cruel that it 
cannot be erased by the intercession of so many 
celestial senators? For you cannot be void of 
mercy, you who are inseparably united with the 
very fount of mercy. I know, Lord, that I do not 
deserve to touch the sacred thresholds of your 
church, nor to lift my unhappy eyes to heaven. I 
am unworthy to utter your blessed and glorious 
name with my polluted and filthy lips; but let 
your Spirit, I pray, come into my soul and wash 
away all these defilements. For if this sun, which 
is not among your more sublime creatures, has 
such powers as to wipe away filth, illuminate 
the lands, and make the fields fertile; how much 
more, if your Spirit, co-eternal and consubstan
tial with you, should deign to visit this unhappy 
little tree, already withering and stripped of its 
foliage, will he make it instantly green again! Nor 
will he be powerless to clothe it with the flowers 
of virtues and the beauty of burgeoning fruits. 
Come, Lord Jesus, come, sweet dweller within 
me. Your fragrance overcomes all spices, your 
sweetness surpasses honeycombs and all honey. 
Come, I beseech you, and so claim me entirely for 
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your own dominion, that the tyrant may know 
he has no part in me henceforth, but dedicate me 
wholly as your temple; for you are my God and 
my Lord, who with the Father and the Holy Spirit 
live and reign for ever and ever. Amen.

III. Prayer to God the Holy Spirit.
Holy Spirit, God, almighty, coessential and 

coeternal with the highest Father and the Son, 
ineffably proceeding from both, deign to glide 
into my heart, and as a wondrous illuminator, 
drive out the darkness of my wickedness; so that 
just as the virginal womb was able to conceive 
the Word of God when you came upon it, so 
I too, through the help of your grace, may be 
able always to bear the same Author of my salva
tion in my mind. For you, Lord, are the light 
of minds, you are the strength of hearts, you 
are the life of souls. You granted to the holy 
apostles that they might fully know the sacra
ments of human redemption and preach the rule 
of faith within the unerring boundary of truth. 
You gave to the blessed martyrs the boldness 
of holy liberty, so that they would not fear the 
princes of the world and would endure exquisite 
kinds of punishments with most constant long-
suffering. You have spoken in the prophets; you 
have established the foundations of faith in the 
patriarchs. To all the saints you have provided 
both the will and the power, and the flowers of 
all virtues, by which they might ascend to the 
heavens. And I, an unhappy sinner, how can I be 
saved without you, I who, without you, do not 
even know for what I ought to pray? Truly, Lord, 

11



S A C R E D  P O E M S  A N D  P RAY E RS

if you depart, my soul does not live. For just 
as when the soul is withdrawn, the body dies; 
so when you depart, the soul itself must immedi
ately be extinguished. I feel, I feel, O Lord, that 
when by a hidden grace your strength sometimes 
draws near, my spirit immediately recovers. But 
when, my sins demanding it, you withdraw, my 
unhappy soul, immediately abandoned, wastes 
away and collapses; nor does it rise to engage 
in the pursuit of pure prayer. Descend, therefore, 
into me, eternal life-giver, and with the flame of 
your charity, ignite the ice of my breast. Provide 
water for my head, and dissolve the stony hard
ness of my heart; for over this element, O Lord, 
you were borne even before the origin of the 
world (Gen. I); and now you descend into the life-
giving streams of the font for the purification of 
souls. Come, therefore, into me with the water of 
compunction, and give me tears to drink in mea
sure. Woe to me, a miserable sinner, who daily 
commit innumerable things to be wept for, and 
yet am unable to weep! Therefore, let the rain of 
your grace, O Lord, distill upon me, so that my 
soul, which had withered by departing from the 
fount of life, may grow green again through the 
breath of your visitation. My heart is ready, my 
heart is ready. Behold, Lord, I open to you all the 
recesses of my heart, I lay bare the secrets of my 
breast, and I eagerly await the approach of your 
favor.

The eye of the flesh certainly has its light, 
namely the visible sun; but my inner man awaits 
you, who are the light of souls. You who en
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lightened the man blind from birth (John IX), 
enlighten me. You who resurrected Lazarus (John 
XI), give me life. Alas, alas, unhappy soul, since 
you are the life of the body, you yourself lie dead, 
not deserving to have the Spirit as your life-
giver. Dead to yourself, you live for another; and 
established in darkness, you attribute light to an 
exterior substance; but you are not able to see, 
because you do not have your own light. Come, 
I beseech you, Spirit of truth, and powerfully 
expel from me all the darkness of error. Judge, 
O Lord, those who harm me, and fight against 
those who attack me; take up arms and shield, 
and rise up to help me (Psalm 34). You, purifying 
and life-giving Spirit, almighty eternal God, are 
a consuming fire. You are the Spirit of judgment, 
you are the Spirit of burning. Therefore, correct 
my heart, and wipe away the rust of all faults and 
vices by the power of your burning, and utterly 
exclude from all my senses the spirit of wicked
ness, which is your enemy. Let God arise, and let 
his enemies be scattered, and let them that hate 
him flee from his face. As smoke vanishes, let 
them vanish; as wax melts before the fire, so let 
sinners perish before the face of God (Psalm 67). 
Come, I pray, come, blessed Spirit of truth, and 
as an intimate searcher, enter all the veins of my 
inmost being. Take away whatever is leavened, 
whatever is vicious, whatever you find corrupted 
by the plague of harmful oldness; and make me 
unleavened and sincere with the purity of your 
cleanness. Make me dead to myself, alive to you. 
Mortify in me all the tinder of carnal pleasures, 
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refine me to purity, and make me utterly dead 
not only to vices, but also to the world. Come, I 
beseech you, Spirit of eternal blessing, and pour 
into all the hidden recesses of my heart the inef
fable sweetness of your delight. May my soul 
melt at your coming, may it, renewed through 
you, conceive heavenly virtue. May it return to 
the origin of its strength and, with its inmost 
being inflamed, burn with love for you. Bless the 
Lord, O my soul, and all that is within me, bless 
his holy name (Psalm 102). May my soul receive, 
O Lord, the abundant blessing of your grace; and, 
so that it may offer you rich sacrifices, may it 
grow fat, nourished by the ineffable richness of 
your sweetness. Enlighten me, light of truth, set 
me on fire, purify me. For you are the giver of 
gifts, you are the author of sanctifications, and 
the remission of all sins. You unceasingly inflame 
the angelic virtues to your love; in the fire of your 
charity the cherubim and seraphim burn incom
parably. Claim me whole for yourself, O Lord, 
possess me whole, and permit no part of me to 
be empty of you: but may you alone live in me, 
and make me live for you alone, who live and are 
glorified in the perfect Trinity, one and true God, 
forever and ever. Amen.

I adore you, I worship you, I glorify you, I 
magnify you, blessed, almighty Father, and Son, 
and Holy Spirit, triune and one God. Help me, 
O Lord, absolve me, purify me, cleanse me, my 
King and my God. Give me justice, fortitude, 
temperance, and prudence. Give me perfect faith, 
hope, and charity. Grant me the Spirit of wisdom 
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and understanding, of counsel and fortitude, of 
knowledge and piety, and of your fear. Give me 
the lower spring and the upper spring. Give me 
the blessing of the dew of heaven and of the 
fatness of the earth. Soften, O Lord, my heart of 
stone. Give me compunction and contrition of 
heart, that I may weep for my innumerable sins. 
Lord, I am not worthy that I should enter into 
your church. I am unworthy to lift my wretched 
eyes to heaven, or to utter your blessed name 
with my lips; but you, who created me as you will 
and as you know, have mercy on me, O Lord, my 
God.

Have mercy, Lord, on all my friends, and rela
tives, and all my benefactors, and all who pray 
to you for me, and all who ask me to pray for 
them. Give them fruitful penitence, mortify in 
them all vices, and make them flourish with your 
virtues. Make them, O Lord, so to live in all things, 
that they may be able to please your majesty by 
their good conduct. Have mercy, O God, on the 
pontiffs, kings, powers, and all Christian people. 
Holy Mary, pray for them all. All you holy men 
and women of God, pray for them. Have mercy, 
Lord, on all my deceased benefactors, and on all 
for whom I am bound to pray; and absolve all 
your faithful, and give them a part and fellowship 
with your saints. Holy Virgin Mary, pray for all; all 
you holy men and women of God, pray for them 
all.

I adore you, one in trinity, and three in unity, 
blessed, almighty, Father, and Son, and Holy 
Spirit. Have mercy on me, a most wretched sin

15



S A C R E D  P O E M S  A N D  P RAY E RS

ner, most clement God, and have mercy on all 
your faithful, living and dead. Holy Virgin Mary, 
mother of God and man, temple of the living 
God, virgin before childbirth and virgin after 
childbirth, exalted above the choirs of angels, 
pray for us all. Saint Michael, prince of the heav
enly host, Saint Gabriel, arranger of the celestial 
nuptials, Saint Raphael, medicine of God, pray 
for us. St. John the Baptist, pray for us. St. Peter, 
who holds the keys of the kingdom of heaven, St. 
Paul, St. Andrew, St. John the Evangelist, pray for 
us all. St. Stephen, St. Apollinaris, St. Lawrence, 
pray for us all. St. Silvester, St. Martin, St. Bene
dict, our venerable father, pray for us all. Saint 
Agatha, St. Agnes, St. Cecilia, pray for us all. All 
holy angels and archangels, thrones and domina
tions, principalities, powers, virtues, cherubim, 
and seraphim, all holy patriarchs and prophets, 
apostles, martyrs, confessors, virgins, anchorites, 
widows, all you holy men and women of God, 
pray for all of us, the faithful of Christ, living and 
dead. Our Father.

O God, by whose gift we confess both the 
trinity in persons and the unity in the divine sub
stance, graciously grant that, fortified with this 
breastplate of faith, we may deserve to be freed 
from all adversities. Through the Lord.

Grant, we beseech you, almighty God, that we 
who confess one essence of the Holy Trinity; just 
as we now walk by faith, with you leading, so may 
we at last be led to sight, with you receiving us. 
Through.
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O God, who has taught us to believe in the 
trinity without confusion and in the substance of 
your majesty without division, grant to your sup
plicants that upon this foundation of the catholic 
faith there may arise in us a structure of holy 
virtues. Through the Lord.

O God, who has revealed to us the mystery 
of the Holy Trinity, grant, we beseech you, that 
we who now live by faith may grow through the 
increase of good works. Through our Lord.

Behold, the forerunner prepares the closed 
hall of the King.

He who was born from eternity comes forth 
from the Virgin's womb.

He whom the heavens do not contain, Simeon 
holds tight in his arms.

Behold, the river washes the pure fount, the 
wave, the one who washes. Wash, O Jordan, him 
by whom you yourself are more washed.

Here God shows what he enclosed in the cov
ering of flesh.

The stars, the sky, the earth, fear him whom 
the she-ass carries. With a great voice the crowd 
brings forth 'Hosanna' to God.

He who is the head of the just wipes the feet 
of his disciples. What he forbade for a part, Peter 
wishes to be done for the whole.

These dishes bring forth the food of perpetual 
life.

The fierce wolf offers false kisses to the gentle 
Lamb.

O Christ, you ask the Father, with whom you 
simultaneously give all things.
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Those whom sleep oppressed, the King of the 
watchful ordered to rise.

. . . inflicted might look upon it, and escaping 
the deadly venom, might attain the life of desired 
salvation, signifying that You Yourself, long after 
future ages, were to be lifted up on the gibbet of 
the cross for the salvation of Your creation, so that 
Your desirable passion might call back to their 
homeland those whom the devil had captured 
with the weapons of envy. Grant as much to me, a 
miserable sinner, as to all those redeemed by Your 
blood, who today suppliantly venerate Your holy 
passion and adore the wood of life, that with Your 
help we may overcome the devil's snares, and be 
made worthy to become partakers of eternal life, 
You who live and reign with the Father and the 
Holy Spirit, God, for ever and ever. Amen.

XXIV. At the third genuflection.
O Lord Jesus Christ, who on this day through 

the passion of the holy cross didst free us from 
diabolical servitude, so that on the same day 
You had created man, You might also reform 
him, hear me, a miserable sinner, confessing and 
praying before this sign of Your holy cross, so 
that, fortified by the protection of this venerable 
and life-giving sign, I may be able to repel the 
fiery darts of the most wicked enemy, be cleansed 
of the wounds inflicted, and attain eternal life, 
through You, O Lord Jesus Christ, who live and 
reign with the Father and the Holy Spirit, God, for 
ever and ever. Amen.

XXV. Other prayers on the Holy Cross.
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While I adore the cross of Your most beloved 
Son, O almighty Father, may heaven be opened to 
me, I beseech, so that my prayer may reach You, 
and Your mercy may descend upon me. For this 
singular victim, O most pious Lord, offered to You 
as a sweet-smelling odor, both mitigates Your 
justice towards us and, like the burning of pious 
incense evaporating from the censer of the most 
sacred passion, sweetens the nostrils of human 
minds. O ineffable victim, who both abolished 
the bond of the ancient curse and impressed 
upon us the seal of eternal blessing. O sacrifice 
of true propitiation and praise, which both took 
away the enmities of the ancient transgression 
and reformed the covenant of eternal concord 
between heaven and earth. Through this, O Lord, 
the glorious banner of Your power, snatch me, 
a wretched little sheep of Your flock, from the 
jaws of the bloody lion, so that, vanquished and 
crushed by You, he may not be able to triumph 
over me. Lead me back to the ever-pleasant green 
pastures of Your flock, and do not cast away the 
servant for whom You deigned to give up Your 
Son, who lives and reigns with You and with the 
Holy Spirit, God, for ever and ever. Amen.

XXVI. A Prayer.
O Mediator between God and men, Lord Jesus 

Christ, who took true flesh from the undefiled 
womb of the blessed Mary, and who for our 
salvation offered that very Lamb of your immac
ulate body to God the Father upon the altar 
of the cross as a sweet-smelling savor, and, so 
that it might cast out the poison of the ancient 
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transgression, made yourself a medicine for the 
human race; absolve me, most unfortunate and 
wretched, bound by innumerable chains of sin. 
Behold, O Lord, before the very standard of your 
life-giving cross I prostrate myself, and as a sup
pliant I adore the new and unheard-of triumph of 
your victory. For you are the priest and the victim; 
you are the redeemer and the price. It pleases 
me, most pious Lord, to see you hanging in the 
torment of the cross, as if under the recent article 
of your passion. It pleases me to receive your 
most precious blood, dripping into my mouth. O 
truly blessed victim, who both breaks down the 
enclosures of Tartarus and opens the gate of the 
heavenly kingdom to the faithful. O weight of our 
price, balanced on the scale of the cross, by which 
the ancient collector laments the canceled bond 
of our debt. With my inner eyes I see you, my Re
deemer, fixed with the nails of the cross. I see you 
wounded with new wounds. I hear you saying to 
the thief in a clear voice: "Today you will be with 
me in paradise" (Luke 23). Therefore, I implore 
through this mystery of your salvific passion and 
death; through this, I say, I tearfully beseech the 
sacrament of our redemption. Do not separate 
me, as I deserve, from the company of your elect, 
but establish me in the glory of paradise with that 
same blessed thief. You, O Lord, seal my soul with 
the impression of this holy cross; you, purify me 
by its power. Through this, claim me wholly for 
your own right from every side, so that no portion 
of the adversary may be found in me at all, so that 
when you come to judgment, and this standard 
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of divine power shines forth in heaven, I may be 
found signed with this mark, so that, conformed 
to the crucified one in suffering, I may merit to 
become a sharer of the risen one in glory, who 
lives and reigns with God the Father in the unity 
of the Holy Spirit for ever and ever. Amen.

If I knew your piety, most gentle God, to have 
a human measure, I, so weighed down by the im
mense mass of my crimes, would utterly despair. 
But while I see so powerful a victim being sacri
ficed for me, I do not see how I should despair. 
For if that paschal lamb, a brute animal, could 
free the people of Israel from the plague of death 
(Exodus 12), how much more is the most sacred 
blood of him who is the Creator of the angels able 
to wash away any filth whatsoever from my soul? 
You, most pious Lord Jesus Christ, are fragrant 
like an aromatic spice ground in the mortar of the 
passion, so that you might become a medicine 
for us wretches, languishing with the disease of 
sin. You, like that cluster of grapes from the land 
flowing with milk and honey (Numbers 13), were 
trodden in the winepress of the cross, so that you 
might offer us the cup of eternal salvation and 
flood our arid hearts with the inundation of the 
Holy Spirit. You, O Lord, through the five wounds 
of your most sacred body, have healed all the 
wounds that were inflicted upon us through the 
five senses of our body. You became a victim of 
sweetness to the Father and for us the price of 
redemption. I adore, O Lord, your cross; I adore 
your life-giving death. Let your blood, I beseech, 
wash away the filth of my soul, and let the 
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collector no longer hold liable him for whom so 
sublime a price has been paid. May this title of 
your victory, O Lord, be ever erect in my soul, so 
that the ancient invader may claim no right for 
himself in your possession, but seeing this, may 
he quickly flee and vanish like smoke at the ap
proach of your Spirit; that you may deign to pos
sess through continuous grace your inheritance, 
which you purchased with your own blood; for 
which may you be, through your mercy, both 
an unconquered protector and a constant inhab
itant, who live and reign with God the Father and 
the Holy Spirit for ever and ever. Amen.

Lord Jesus Christ, Son of the living God, we 
give thanks to your immense piety, who, though 
you were in the form of God, humbled yourself for 
us, becoming obedient unto death, even death on 
a cross. We beseech you, Lord, that to those upon 
whom you have conferred so great a grace, you 
may grant true indulgence for their sins. Preserve 
in us the works of your mercy, lest those whom 
your right hand has redeemed should perish. 
Heal the infirmities of your people and give glory 
to your name. I also ask you, most pious Lord, 
that you not repel me, wretched and frail, from 
your grace, and that I, who until now have sin
fully departed far from your will, may henceforth, 
amended by your ineffable mercy, be pleasing to 
your blessed majesty. Drive from me, Lord, what
ever is harmful, whatever is foolish, whatever is 
vicious, whatever is contrary to your will. Grant 
me, Lord, that I may worthily bewail my evils 
here, while I live, and that my penitence may be 
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acceptable in your sight. Grant me true faith, firm 
hope, and unfeigned charity. Let there be in me 
steadfast humility, a sober life, true knowledge, 
fortitude, prudence, justice, temperance, a right 
course, and a perfect end, through your granting, 
our God, who with the Father, etc.

XXIX. Prayer.
Lord Jesus Christ of Nazareth, king of angels 

and of all saints, who before all ages were the 
only-begotten Son in the essence of divinity with 
God the Father; but in the fullness of time, having 
emptied yourself, taking the form of a servile 
body from the Virgin Mary, you were made in 
the likeness of man and found in appearance as 
a man. Assuming a true man in the true God, 
having been humbled and made obedient unto 
death, even death on a cross, you redeemed 
us with your holy and precious blood. Immacu
late Lamb, rising from the dead, ascending into 
heaven, you sit at the right hand of God the 
Father almighty. Whom the angels adore, I, an 
unhappy sinner, also suppliantly adore you, con
fessing my sins, and praying that, just as you have 
made me a partaker of the sacraments of your 
death and redemption through the cross, so by 
the power of this most holy cross, you may extin
guish and destroy all vices and sins in me, and 
against all spiritual wickedness and the snares of 
the ancient enemy, by the invoked power of the 
same most holy cross, you may fashion victorious 
weapons; and that you may grant me, rising with 
you in newness of spirit and glory, to attain to 
those things which are above, placed with your 
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saints and elect at your right hand, O you, the 
same Jesus Christ, immortal God, who with God 
the Father and the Holy Spirit live and reign 
through infinite ages of ages. Amen.

XXX. Prayer.
Lord Jesus Christ, Son of the living God, most 

glorious Creator of the world, who, being the 
splendor of glory, co-eternal and equal to the Fa
ther and the Holy Spirit, therefore deigned to take 
on immaculate flesh from the Virgin, and allowed 
your innocent and glorious hands to be nailed to 
the gibbet of the cross, that you might shatter the 
bolts of hell and free the human race from death. 
Have mercy on me, a wretch, O Lord, oppressed 
by the heavy weight of my crimes and defiled by 
the filth of many iniquities. Do not abandon me, 
most pious Lord, but mercifully forgive what I 
have impiously done and what I have negligently 
performed. Hear me, I beseech you, most clement 
and most merciful Jesus, good and benign God, 
prostrate before your most glorious and adorable 
cross, that in these holy days and always I may be 
worthy to stand before you pure, and to be ever 
pleasing in your sight, so that, freed from all evils, 
I may always be consoled by your help, O Christ 
the Lord, Savior of the world, who live and reign 
for ever and ever. Amen.

XXXI. Prayer.
O Christ, who for us underwent the gibbet of 

the cross and death, that you might drive out 
from us the power of death and free us by the 
price of your blood, have mercy on me, your 
most humble servant, and grant me pardon for 
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all my sins, and snatch me, prostrate before your 
adorable cross in these holy days, continually 
from all evils, and mercifully refresh me with your 
good things, you who with God the Father and 
the Holy Spirit live and reign through immense 
ages of ages. Amen.

XXXII. Prayer.
O God, who through the wood of the cross 

restored for the better man who was perishing 
through the wood of the tree, we beseech you, 
that the virtue of this triumphal wood, enriched 
by your death and blood, to which we submit 
our necks with all devotion, may both mortify all 
vices in us and fortify us against all adversities, 
you who live and reign with the Father and the 
Holy Spirit, God, for ever and ever.

XXXIII. Prayer
O Lord Jesus Christ, who is and who was, God 

begotten of the Father before all ages, God from 
true God, conceived of the Holy Spirit, and born 
as man at the end of the ages from the ever-
virgin Mary, who, obedient to the Father unto 
death, even death on a cross, redeemed us by your 
holy and precious blood, and, having destroyed 
the empire of death, opened the way to heavenly 
glory for all who believe in you; you, true God 
and my Lord, I suppliantly adore, sitting at the 
right hand of God the Father almighty, imploring 
your infinite and ineffable mercy, that by the 
virtue of this saving sign of our redemption, you 
may redeem me, a wretched sinner worthy of 
death, from all my crimes and misdeeds, and 
free me from all evils past, present, and future, 
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and mortify in me all the vices of spiritual and 
carnal wickedness, and make me rise again in the 
virtue of your grace and glory; and to desire and 
seek those things which are above, the heavenly 
things, and to happily attain the glory of eternal 
beatitude, through the grant of your immense 
clemency, O Lord Jesus Christ, our God and Lord, 
who with God the Father and the Holy Spirit in 
the unity of the Godhead, by creating all things, 
do reign, give life, and govern through immortal 
ages of ages. Amen.

XXXIV. Litany
Christ, hear us (3 times). Father from heaven, 

God, have mercy on us. Son, Redeemer of the 
world, God, have mercy on us. Holy Spirit, God, 
have mercy on us. Holy Trinity, one God, have 
mercy on us. Holy Mother of God, ever immac
ulate, virgin Mary, and all holy seraphim and 
cherubim, intercede for us and for all the faithful, 
living and dead . . . .

XXXV. Hymn of the Holy Cross. For Nocturns.
O Cross, salvation of the lost world, Life of 

the slain age, Before whom the vanquished hells 
tremble, Whom the hosts of heaven revere.

While on you Life dies, The chain of death is 
broken, Freed from the yoke of Egypt, They are 
children of the true light.

The Judge of all makes you his throne, When 
he is judged; Even then he separates the goats 
from the sheep Among the thieves.

You mock the prince of the world, While you 
punish the Impassible One, You who were accus

26



S A C R E D  P O E M S  A N D  P RAY E RS

tomed to offer up the guilty, He whom you now 
present, carries away the spoils.

On you is slain the victim Who purges the 
crimes of the world, To you is entrusted the talent 
Which pays the debt of Adam.

Protect us, O sign of life, Whom the King of 
glory leads in his triumph: Through you may he 
lead us to the kingdom, Those whom he frees 
from servitude.

Praise be to the unbegotten Father, Glory be 
to the Only-begotten, And to the Spirit of them 
both, Be there equal, highest majesty.

XXXVI. For Lauds.
O Cross, blessing of the world, Hope and sure 

redemption, Once the bearer to hell, Now the 
bright gate of heaven.

On you is lifted up the victim, He who drew all 
things to himself, Whom the prince of the world 
attacks And finds nothing of his own in him.

The article of your law Annuls the old bond, 
The ancient servitude perishes, True liberty is 
restored.

The abundance of your fragrance Surpasses 
all spices, The sweetness of your nectar Fills the 
secrets of the heart.

Through the cross, O Christ, we beseech you, 
Transfer to the prize of life Those whom, fixed to 
the wood of the tree, You deigned to redeem.

Praise be to the unbegotten Father, Glory be 
to the Only-begotten, And to the Spirit of them 
both, Be there equal, highest majesty.

XXXVII. A Paracletic Song of the Holy Cross.
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O Cross, venerable sign, the sole hope of 
mankind, be salvation to all, the sole hope of 
mankind.

You are the bearer of the price that paid 
the world's debts, by which it deserved to be 
redeemed, you are the bearer of the price.

O Cross, venerable sign, the sole hope of 
mankind, be salvation to all, the sole hope of 
mankind.

Tartarus, conquered, yielded its spoils to your 
triumphs; Tartarus, conquered, laments before 
your banners.

And you open the stars to the pious, whom 
you mark with your own sign; you give rest to the 
weary, and you open the stars to the pious.

O Cross, venerable sign, the sole hope of 
mankind, be salvation to all, the sole hope of 
mankind.

The bond (chirographum) which the pledge of 
the forbidden tree established, you dissolve the 
bond of the forbidden fruit.

Light, honor, dominion, praise, glory, splen
dor through the ages be to you, O triune God, 
light, honor, dominion.

O Cross, venerable sign, the sole hope of 
mankind, be salvation to all, the sole hope of 
mankind.

XXXVIII. On the Holy Cross.
This revered figure is the one hope for all, 

Behold the price hanging on the balanced scale, 
Which redeems the world and pays the debts of 
the first-formed man. The Cross is life to me, O 
enemy, death to you.
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XXXIX. Likewise, on the Holy Cross, for two 
mutual enemies.

Behold, the Cross of Christ is red, stained with 
recent blood, This unites heaven with earth, the 
lowest with the highest: This commands that in 
you the light of love may arise, That with disputes 
settled, the kisses of peace may follow.

XL. An Easter Hymn.
The joy of the Paschal feast fills the circuit of 

the world, Heaven, earth, and seas bring forth 
joyful songs, And let "alleluia" be sung with har
monious instruments.

Let Tartarus alone howl, empty of its stolen 
prey, Let it lament its broken bars and iron walls 
cast down, Which the King of glory overthrew 
with the praise of victory.

O wondrous law of the mystery, a new kind of 
battle! He who is bound frees the bound, He who 
is dead gives life; And while life is destroyed, it 
becomes the death of Death.

The scale of the cross weighs the hanging price 
of the world, Which, when the exactor demanded 
it, he lost his ancient right. He strives to swallow 
the bait, but is pierced by the hook.

The first-formed man composed a bond, 
Which Christ later paid on another tablet of 
wood; What the first Adam had written, the sec
ond obliterates.

When the Author of life dies, the world dies 
with Him; The sun hid its rays; the mourning 
earth trembled; The veil of the temple is torn, the 
strength of the rocks is split.
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He is enclosed in a small tomb, who is not 
contained by heaven. Surrounded by rich spoils, 
the prince of death having been conquered, with 
triumphant power He rises on the third day.

Give back Christ, O watchful soldiers who 
guarded Him, Either show Him dead, or believe 
in Him alive. Why do you speak the truth for free, 
but, having been bought, invent falsehoods?

Soon the angelic word thunders to the 
women, That they should carry this sweet news 
to the Apostles: "Go into Galilee, there you will 
see Christ."

Now, free from the servitude of the Egyptian 
king, after the crossing of the Red Sea, let us offer 
a new song. Released from the laws of death, we 
have risen with Christ.

Celebrate, O new peoples, the Passover of the 
Lord in due manner, Stain the posts of your house 
with the blood of the Paschal Lamb; Drive out the 
old leaven, eat the unleavened bread.

O Christ, with our whole being we give praises 
to You: Who, rising from the dead, will now die 
no more. Let there be praise to the Father and all 
honor to the co-equal Spirit. Amen.

XLI. On the Ascension of the Lord.
God sought the lowest things, but did not 

abandon the highest; He is there where He is 
going, He remains whence He came.

XLII. Hymn on the Ascension of the Lord. For 
Lauds.

Let the bright peaks of the heavens wonder 
at the joyful lights, Which the King of glory pene
trates with the triumph of victory.
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He who had come to die, returns, death having 
been destroyed, a noble victor to the stars, with 
the spoils of hell snatched away.

Inclined, that He might raise up; sold, that He 
might redeem; He carries back to the pastures the 
sheep wandering from the scorned meadows.

Now, O flesh, despise the mud; enter heaven, 
O earth: For the way is laid for the members 
where the head is seen to go.

O Jesus, angelic glory, sweetness, desire, Make 
us also, we beseech You, to strive for You with our 
whole being.

Grant us to live in You, direct our heart to You, 
May Your love inflame our hearts for ever and 
ever.

XLIII. Where the Holy Spirit descended upon 
the apostles.

A flame of tongues sets fire to the apostolic 
assembly, And, like a fertile voice, brings forth 
various languages.

XLIV. On the Annunciation of the Most 
Blessed Virgin Mary. Hymn. For Nocturns.

Let all earthly things rejoice, let the stars thun
der with praises, before the Virgin's chamber let 
the choirs alternate praises.

This Virgin, pregnant with the Word, becomes 
the gate of paradise, she who gave God back to 
the world opened heaven to us.

Happy is this mother, most free from the law 
of Eve, she conceived without a male, she gave 
birth without pain.
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The rich womb of Mary carried the price of 
the world, by which we glory in being redeemed, 
freed from the yoke of debt.

Whom the Son of the Father fills, the Holy 
Spirit overshadows; the most chaste womb of the 
holy maiden becomes heaven.

Praise be to you, Most High, who were born of 
a Virgin, let there be honor to the ineffable Father 
and the holy Spirit. Amen.

XLV. For Lauds.
Like the shining dawn, Mary goes to the 

heights of heaven, splendid as the sun, as beau
tiful as the moon.

The Queen of the world today ascends the 
throne of glory, having brought forth that Son, 
who is before the Morning Star.

Assumed above the angels, she surpasses the 
archangels as well; all the merits of the saints

He whom she had cherished in her womb, and 
placed in a manger, she now sees as king over all 
things in the glory of the Father.

For us, O Virgin of virgins, beseech your Son; 
that He, who through her took on our nature, may 
grant us His own.

Praise be to you, Most High, who were born of 
a Virgin, let there be honor to the ineffable Father, 
and the holy Spirit. Amen.

XLVI. On the same Annunciation of the most 
blessed Virgin Mary. For the Mass, Preface.

Through Christ our Lord. Who on this day, 
through the message of the archangel Gabriel, 
revealed the mystery of His saving advent to 
the undefiled Mother, full of grace; and who, 
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conceived in the flower of her burgeoning womb, 
turned the old leaven into unleavened bread, be
cause in putting on man, He did not contract the 
contagion of human nature, which was originally 
corrupted. For indeed He fashioned for Himself a 
breastplate from our fragility, in which, exulting 
like a giant, and powerful and strong in battle, 
He conquered the powers of the air. He who was 
omnipotent in the majesty of His eternal essence 
covered Himself with the veil of weak flesh; and 
while the Word of the Father united Himself to 
human nature, in the chamber of the virginal 
womb the celestial Bridegroom joined the holy 
Church to Himself, for love of which He who is 
not contained by the infinite breadth of heaven 
did not disdain the confines of a mother's womb. 
Whom the angels praise.

XLVII. On the Assumption of the same most 
holy Virgin, Hymn for Vespers.

Joy of the world, new star of heaven, bringing 
forth the Sun, bearing your Parent, give a hand to 
the fallen, bring help to the frail, O Virgin Mary.

It is clear that you are a ladder to God, by 
which the Most High, holding the summit, seeks 
the lowest; grant that we may return to the 
heights of lofty heaven.

The choir of blessed angels, the holy prophets 
and the order of apostles see you alone preferred 
to themselves after the Godhead.

Beautiful hall of the celestial King, supported 
by the seven columns of wisdom: He whom the 
whole world cannot contain, you enclose in your 
womb.
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He whom the heavens tremble at, the abysses 
fear, the drops of rivers, and the storms of the sea, 
the west praises, the east venerates, you hold in 
your arms.

The food of angels is nourished with milk, He 
is carried in the lap of an unwed maiden, who by 
His wide dominion balances the weights of the 
earth.

Thus glory without end to Christ the highest, 
whom the holy virgin Mary bore: who, equal to 
the Father and the holy Spirit, reigns forever. 
Amen.

XLVIII. In honor of the holy Virgin Mary. Office 
for daily use. For Vespers. Hymn.

O Mary, splendid star, every age praises you, 
from whom, in the evening of the world, the Sun 
of justice has risen.

Grant that our hearts be snatched from dark
ness, grant that we may enjoy the true light, 
which may illumine the night of our old life with 
new merits.

Through you may we be purged of vices, may 
we be loosed from the chains of sin; may the 
mind, with the thorns torn out and cleared, bear 
the seeds of virtues.

Praise be to you, Most High, who were born of 
a Virgin; let there be honor to the ineffable Father 
and the holy Spirit. Amen.

XLIX. Lessons for Matins. First Lesson.
Blessed Mother of God, Virgin Mary, temple of 

the living God, hall of the eternal King, sanctuary 
of the Holy Spirit. You are the rod from the root 
of Jesse. You are the cedar in Lebanon. You are 
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the purple rose in Jericho. You are the cypress 
on Mount Zion, who by a singular privilege of 
merits, just as you know no equal among men, 
so too you surpass even the angelic dignity. To 
whom it was given by a new and unheard-of 
miracle that the Word, whom God begot before 
all ages, should become your son, and that the 
man, whom you bore at the end of the age, should 
be the true and perfect Son of God.

O glorious child-bearer, in whom alone is 
found a fruitful virginity, who brought forth the 
Son from your undefiled womb in such a way that 
the integrity of your unblemished modesty in
creased, and desire did not violate the seal of your 
virginal enclosure. The Holy Spirit overshadowed 
you when you conceived, not that He Himself—
God forbid—should become the seed of offspring 
in your most sacred womb, but rather He acted 
by the virtue and power of the Creator. From you 
our high priest took the victim of His own body, 
which He offered as a sacrifice on the altar of the 
cross for the salvation of the whole world. You 
are the rising light of Nazareth, you are the glory 
of Jerusalem, you are the joy of Israel, you are the 
honor of the world, you are the nobility of the 
Christian people.

O Queen of the world, ladder of heaven, 
throne of God, gate of paradise, hear the prayers 
of the poor, do not despise the groans of the 
wretched. May our vows and sighs be brought 
by you into the sight of the Redeemer, so that 
what is barred by our own merits may, through 
you, find a place before the ears of divine piety. 
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Blot out our sins, forgive our evil deeds, raise up 
the fallen, release the fettered. Through you may 
the thorns and seeds of vices be cut down, and 
the flowers and ornaments of virtues be brought 
forth. Appease with your prayers the Judge, 
whom you bore as Savior in a unique childbirth, 
so that He who through you became a partaker 
of our humanity, may through you also make us 
partakers of His divinity. Who lives and reigns 
with God the Father and the Holy Spirit for ever 
and ever. Amen.

Blessed Mother of God, Splendor of the hu
man race: Through whom we, from slaves, have 
become free And children of the light.

Make your Son propitious to us By your pious 
prayer; Whom we have gravely offended, Render 
mild, we beseech you.

To you be praise, O Most High, Who were born 
of the Virgin: Let there be honor to the ineffable 
Father, and to the Holy Spirit. Amen.

Mary, glory of mankind, Throne of the eternal 
King, A House built by wisdom Upon seven pil
lars.

Commend us to the coming Judge With a 
suppliant prayer: That He may look mildly and 
placidly Upon those intent on your praises.

To you be praise, O Most High, Who were born 
of the Virgin: Let there be honor to the ineffable 
Father, and to the Holy Spirit. Amen.

Mary, temple of the Lord, Mother of God and 
of man, Then truly Virgin of virgins, When you 
bore the Son.
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Grant us to bear Him in the fervent Bosom of 
our mind; May He who was born of your flesh, 
Reign in our senses.

To you be praise, O Most High, Who were born 
of the Virgin: Let there be honor to the ineffable 
Father, and to the Holy Spirit. Amen.

O singular woman, The only Virgin to give 
birth, Resplendent gate of life, Through which 
the halls of heaven lie open.

Absolve us from the bonds of our faults With 
your sacred prayers: Transfer us, who proclaim 
your merits, To the rewards of heaven.

To you be praise, O Most High, Who were born 
of the Virgin; Let there be honor to the ineffable 
Father, and to the Holy Spirit. Amen.

Mary, royal Virgin, Born of David's line, Noble 
not so much by paternal lineage As by the dignity 
of your offspring.

You, plant us, torn from the old, Into the new 
shoot; Through you may the human race become 
A royal priesthood.

To you be praise, O Most High, Who were born 
of the Virgin; Let there be honor to the ineffable 
Father, and to the Holy Spirit. Amen.

O God, who deigned to send your Son to us 
through the Virgin, grant that we, supported by 
the prayers of the same Blessed Mary, may ever 
hasten toward you. Through the same Lord.

O God, who took upon yourself the truth of 
human substance from the matter of a virginal 
womb, grant us by the prayers of your blessed 
Mother so to cast off our degenerate old nature, 
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that we may put on you, the Author of the new 
generation. Who with the Father.

Grant, we beseech You, almighty God, that we 
may be assisted by the prayers of the Blessed 
Mary ever Virgin, through whose ineffable child
birth You procured the remedy of human salva
tion. Through the Lord.

LX. Another.
O God, who repairs the origin of our corrupted 

stock through the dignity of a virginal womb, gra
ciously grant that the intercession of the blessed 
Mother of God may lift up those whom the 
weight of their own guilt bears down. Through 
the Lord.

LXI. A Rhythmic Hymn concerning the Holy 
Virgin Mary.

O Mother of the eternal Word, Virgin Mary, 
what voice, what tongue of flesh will be equal to 
your praise?

You, the new star of the sea, the high window 
of heaven, a ladder which joins heaven to earth, 
you unite the lowest with the highest.

You conceived the immense One; you gave 
birth to the Parent. The Maker becomes the 
made, the Creator a creature.

The One whom the world cannot bear, a 
womb conceived in His entirety; He by whom 
the aether is encompassed, a maiden's belly en
closed.

Clothed in the form of a servant, not divested 
of divine nature, He indeed took on what was 
yours, but did not lose what was His.

38



S A C R E D  P O E M S  A N D  P RAY E RS

The origin of things arises; the ancient of days 
is made. The beginning of the world began, made 
from those things which He made.

Conception made you fruitful, birth did not 
violate you; He entered and went out, but left you 
enclosed.

You are the rod of Aaron, fruitful though dry, 
which brought forth a shoot, yet you remained a 
Virgin.

The bush prefigured you, which burned but 
was not consumed: you who without the heat of 
the mind brought forth the fruit of the womb.

A Virgin before childbirth, and after, the Virgin 
of virgins; the integrity of your modesty increased 
in the birth of your offspring.

The food of angels was nourished by your 
milk; He who provides the waves to the sea sucks 
drops from your breast.

You carry in your bosom the offspring who 
balances the mass of the earth; you cherish Him 
by whom you are cherished, you protect Him by 
whom you are protected.

Soothe, O Mother, your dear Son who created 
you; plant grateful kisses, bind His limbs with 
swaddling clothes.

Embrace the heavenly King whom you bore, 
whom the sun and moon and every creature 
serve.

The choirs of virtues tremble before Him 
whom vile rags cover: heaven and earth are in 
awe of Him whom a maiden carries.
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He wails in His mother's bosom, He reigns 
on the Father's throne: He observes His mother's 
law, He governs the laws of the world.

You are the fount of the living fountain, the 
dawn of the one who dawns; that sealed book 
given to the victorious man.

You are the closed gate of the temple, the hall 
of the supernal King; the treasury of the talent 
through which we are redeemed.

A garden of delights, an odor of sweetnesses; 
you are that full field which God has blessed.

From you came forth the cluster of grapes 
which, pressed in the winepress of the cross, 
waters with the wine of the Holy Spirit the thirsty 
minds.

You are also a heavenly land, fertile with milk 
and honey: from which the Truth, having arisen, 
removes the dogma of errors.

You draw the summit of nobility from the 
stock of your offspring. A daughter of kings 
indeed, but the Mother of the King of kings.

Hail, now a fruitful Virgin, hail, full of grace: 
deign to accept our "hail" as you did that of 
Gabriel.

He, while he greets you, reverses the name of 
Eve; lead us back, O holy Virgin, from whence the 
wicked one fell.

Release what we owe, avert what we fear, 
obtain what we desire, perfect what we hope for.

Let there be praise to the Trinity, let there be 
glory to the Unity, to whom the law and order of 
things is manifest through all ages. Amen.
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LXI. A Rhythmic Hymn concerning the same 
most Holy Virgin.

Who is this who knocks at the door, breaking 
the sleep of night? He calls me: "O most beautiful 
of virgins, sister, spouse, most splendid gem! Rise 
quickly and open, sweetest one."

"I am the Son of the highest King, the first 
and the last; who from heaven have come into 
this darkness to free the souls of captives; having 
suffered death and many injuries."

Forthwith I left my little bed, I ran to the 
bolt: that the whole house might lie open to my 
beloved, and that my mind might most fully see 
Him whom it desires most to see.

But he had already passed by, he had left the 
door. What then, most wretched one, what was I 
to do? Weeping, I followed the young man, whose 
hands fashioned man.

The watchmen of the city found me, they 
stripped me, they took away and gave me a cloak, 
they sang to me a new song, by which I may be 
led into the King's palace. Amen.

LXIII. A Rhythmic Hymn upon the Angelic 
Salutation.

Hail, daughter of David, born holy for 
the world, Prudent, sober Virgin, betrothed to 
Joseph, Given as an example for the salvation of 
all, Already proven a companion of the supernal 
citizens.

Mary, through you misery is ended And mercy 
is restored; Through you the star of the sea is 
given to those who sail, The light of the way is 
revealed, the harbor is shown.
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Grace has rendered you gracious to all, It has 
clothed you with the lily, scattered the rose upon 
you, It has made you beautiful with the flowers of 
virtues, Within and without, entirely luminous.

Full of medicine, you abound in ointments, 
Cleanse the filth of sins, heal the wound of 
the mind Of this your supplicant who confides 
in you, And who chants these sacred rhythms 
before you.

Dominus, the King of all, made from you for 
Himself A chamber of ointments, which He set 
over all things: In which the Savior fashioned 
wondrous species, With which He sweetly re
freshed all the elect.

With you the whole Trinity makes its 
dwelling, 24 The Father, the Word, the Spirit has 
fixed its seat; For which reason you now more 
generously offer yourself As a lesson to the faith
ful for their devotion.

Blessed one, bless those who bless you, Make 
them to be proficient in your praises; Instill 
sweetness into the minds of your own, That in 
good acts they may always be fervent.

You are the best figure among women, Who 
are the Mother of the King of glory, a pure Virgin, 
By which you are proven more worthy than any 
creature, Through the Lord's doing with singular 
care.

And blessed be God, who created all things, 
Who sanctified you in your mother's womb; 
Blessed be the son, whom your virginal womb, 
Which He Himself formed, carried.
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Your fruit, O lady, is the fruit of the heavens, 
On which the angels and the assembly of the 
saints feed: The meditation of Christ is the food of 
those Who walk along the way of His command
ments.

The King of kings entered the dwelling of your 
womb, Whose tabernacle He dedicated to Him
self: Forging there the sword by which He laid low 
the enemy, And the sweetest manna, with which 
He fed the faithful.

Your offspring's savor is our solace: Through 
you we have received a foretaste of eternal life, 
Which may the Lord grant us through your help, 
Who lives for ever and ever. Amen.

O merciful one, O sovereign lady, command 
with a word, That we not be devastated, that we 
not be stoned by the blow of hail. To you belongs 
the breadth of the pontificate, Mother from eter
nity; Therefore we pray, that we may not die in 
the fierce whirlwind.

Calm the turbulent, and grant the use of 
serene weather: Restore the pleasant star, serene, 
from the cloud's seclusion. Virgin, we ask, that 
we may not perish by plague, or by wrath; May 
the foul things cease, and may the dire lightnings 
rest.

Ladder and throne of God, splendor of the 
world, gate of heaven Hail, Mother of Christ, 
ladder and throne of God; You are the new star 
of the sea, by which light is restored to the lands 
And you are the rising of the sun, you new star of 
the sea. You conceive without a man, you alone 
a Virgin in childbirth, Who by a word conceive 
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the Word without a man. What hell fears, the 
earth dreads, the stars revere, Your heart's cham
bers bear what hell fears. Through a Virgin life 
returns to man, whom a virgin destroyed; Death, 
conquered by death, perishes; through a Virgin 
life returns. Raise us above the stars, we ask, what 
Eve cast down; She weighs down with guilt, you 
raise us above the stars. Highest glory be to the 
Father, glory be to the begotten Son, With the 
equal Spirit, highest glory be to the Father. Amen.

O God, who revealed the mystery of the new 
grace to the ancient fathers, grant, we beseech 
You, that Your Church may be cherished by the 
help of Daniel, by whose prophetic doctrines it 
has been built up. Through our Lord.

O God, who through the fathers of both Testa
ments established the foundations of Your one 
Church, grant us to be protected by the patronage 
of the Blessed Daniel, by whose mystical reve
lations we have been wholesomely instructed. 
Through our Lord.

O God, who delivered Susanna through the 
judgment of the Blessed Daniel, look favorably 
upon these gifts, and by his venerable prayers, 
defend us from all adversity. Through our Lord.

O God, who through the prophet Habakkuk 
sent a meal to the Blessed Daniel, grant, through 
his intercession, that what we have received from 
the heavenly table we may preserve undefiled 
with sincere minds. Through our Lord.

The preceding voice perceives the Word in his 
mother's womb.
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Spurn the ship of the sea, Peter, receive the key 
of heaven; And with the waves spurned, grant me 
the port of quiet.

LXXII. Hymn on St. Peter the Apostle.
Prince of the apostolic senate And herald of 

the Lord, First shepherd of the faithful, Guard the 
flock entrusted to you.

Through verdant pastures, Refresh us with the 
fruit of the word: As a guide, lead the refreshed 
sheep Into the heavenly folds.

To you, O Peter, are the keys Of the supernal 
gate entrusted, And to your laws are subject 
Things earthly and celestial.

You lay the rock of true faith, You the founda
tion of the building, On which, firmly fixed, the 
Catholic Church rises up.

Your shadow, as you walk, Becomes medicine 
for the sick; Using the threads of her garments, 
Tabitha spurned the bier.

Bound by a double chain, Angelic power set 
you free; With garment and sandals put on, The 
prison doors open.

Let there be praise to the unbegotten Father, 
Let there be glory to the Only-begotten, Let the 
highest majesty be equally To the Spirit of both. 
Amen.

LXXIII. On St. Paul the Apostle.
Paul waters the whole world with honey-

flowing showers.
26 LXXIV. Hymn on St. Paul the Apostle.
O Paul, excellent doctor, Trumpet sounding 

for the Church, A flying cloud and thunder 
Throughout the wide circle of the world.
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Thunder powerfully upon us And water the 
fields of our heart; With the rain of celestial grace 
May our arid minds grow green.

O great merit of Paul, He ascended to the third 
heaven, He heard the words of mystery, Which he 
dares not speak to any.

While he scatters the seeds of the Word, A 
most abundant harvest arises; Thus the granary 
of heaven is filled with The fruits of good works.

Like a shining lamp, He floods the world with 
his rays, He puts to flight the darkness of errors, 
So that truth alone may reign.

Let there be praise to the unbegotten Father, 
Let there be glory to the Only-begotten, Let the 
highest majesty be equally To the Spirit of both. 
Amen.

LXXV. Hymn on St. Andrew the Apostle.
Once a catcher of fish, Now a fisher of men, 

Andrew, with your nets, Snatch us from the 
world's waves.

Brother of Peter in body, And not unequal in 
the order of death: Those whom one flesh begot, 
The cross brought forth as brothers to heaven.

O truly noble offspring! O equal crown of 
glory! Pious fathers of the Church, They are like
wise sons of the cross.

As a guide to your brother to Jesus, And a 
vigorous indicator of life, Be for us wretched ones 
also A leader on the blessed journey.

Let there be praise to the unbegotten Father, 
Let there be glory to the Only-begotten, Let the 
highest majesty be equally To the Spirit of both. 
Amen.
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LXXVI. Division.
The feast of Andrew is celebrated, A bright 

light arises for the pious, Through whom they 
abandon the darkness, And return to the true 
light.

Aegeas against the apostle Rages with a 
threatening spirit: Because he sees the people of 
Achaia Following the Lord through him.

He knows not how to fear threats, He cannot 
yield to torments, The burning ardor of his faith 
Does not feel the force of the punishment.

Bound to the gibbet of the cross, He hung 
joyfully for two days: Even when placed in death 
itself, The eloquence of life flows forth.

27 A light, having slipped down from heaven, 
Suddenly surrounds him; He who merited to die 
thus Sought the Author of light.

Let there be praise to the unbegotten Father, 
Let there be glory to the Only-begotten, Let the 
highest majesty be equally To the Spirit of both. 
Amen.

LXXVII. Hymn on St. John the Apostle and 
Evangelist. For Vespers.

O venerable virgin guardian of the Virgin, 
Great steward of the eternal Word, Blot out the 
sins of your servants, O holy John.

You suddenly leave your father of the flesh, 
And so you follow the heavenly Father; Having 
spurned the fish, you are ordered To enclose the 
crowd of men.

A river bursting forth from a perennial spring, 
You run, satisfying the arid world; The breast 
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drank from the full breast What it now pours 
forth.

You, the glory of the world, and splendor of 
heaven, Obtain pardon for our ruins: Grant us 
to penetrate the highest sacrament, Which you 
have taught.

By contemplating the Father's hidden Word, 
You remove the error of faith throughout the 
world; To the enjoyment of the eternal vision, 
Good leader, transport us.

Praise, honor to the Father, and to the equal 
Offspring, One is the majesty, the same the 
power, With whom the Holy Spirit together fills 
The whole world. Amen.

LXXVIII. For Nocturns
The faithful people with the angels Festively 

applaud with joys, To the Nativity of the Lord Is 
joined the praise of the apostle.

This one, beloved above the others, Held with 
the Master On account of his virginal merit The 
privilege of love.

He drew from Christ's breast Streams of wis
dom: With these he irrigates the fields of the 
heart, And proclaims the Word of the Father.

To him, placed on the cross, The Lord com
mends His Mother; The Virgin becomes a mother 
to the virgin, Whom she cherishes in place of a 
son.

You, O gracious senator of Heaven, We ask 
with prostrate hearts, Grant us to behold the face 
of the Word, In whom you teach us to believe the 
word.
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Let there be praise to the unbegotten Father, 
Let there be glory to the Only-begotten, Let there 
be the highest majesty To the Spirit of them both, 
equally. Amen.

LXXIX. For Lauds.
Let the Holy Church proclaim The great merits 

of John, Whom he empties of darkness, And irra
diates with the words of life.

The Holy Spirit suspended his heart In the 
sublime heights, So that he might discern the 
high mysteries Lying deep within.

And that happy eagle Flies greedily to the 
food Which nourishes the citizens of heaven And 
refreshes us on the way.

He, in the choir of so many thousands Of vir
gins, holds the primacy; He becomes a follower 
of the Lamb, As he was inseparable from the 
mother.

Let there be praise to the unbegotten Father, 
Let there be glory to the Only-begotten, Let there 
be the highest majesty To the Spirit of them both, 
equally. Amen.

LXXX. Mass for the feast of St. Bartholomew 
the Apostle. Prayer.

O God, who willed your Church to stand on 
apostolic foundations, grant us, we beseech you, 
through the prayers of Blessed Bartholomew, 
both to persist in the right faith and always to 
abound in pious works. Through the Lord.

L X X X I .

Through the prayers of Blessed Bartholomew 
your apostle, O Lord, we beseech you, make this 
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gift offered to you a life-giving sacrament for us. 
Through...

L X X X I I .

We beseech you, almighty God, that the heav
enly gift which we have received, through the in
tercession of Blessed Bartholomew your apostle, 
may not lead to our judgment, but may result in 
the increase of our eternal salvation. Through...

L X X X I I I .

Grant, we beseech you, to your Church, O 
merciful God, that she who is built upon the doc
trines of Blessed Bartholomew your apostle, may 
also be protected by his continual help. Through 
the Lord.

L X X X I V.

Grant, we beseech you, almighty God, that 
your Church may rejoice, supported by the pro
tection of Blessed Bartholomew the apostle, 
by whose magnificent examples she is also in
structed. Through...

L X X X V

We beseech you, almighty God, that the help 
of Blessed Bartholomew your apostle may never 
be wanting to us, whose venerable triumph we 
do not cease to honor daily. Through...

LXXXVI. Mass for the translation of St. 
Matthew the Apostle. Prayer.
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O God, by whose will the very bodies of the 
saints are also disposed in diverse places of the 
earth, grant, we beseech you, that we who cele
brate the translation of Blessed Matthew your 
apostle, may ourselves also be transferred from 
our depravity to the rectitude of a pious life. 
Through...

L X X X V I I .

May this victim, we beseech you, O Lord, 
absolve the bonds of our guilt, and through the 
intercession of Blessed Matthew your apostle, 
obtain for us the gift of heavenly grace. Through...

L X X X V I I I .

Grant, we beseech you, almighty God, that we 
who have received heavenly gifts, through the in
tercession of Blessed Matthew your apostle, may 
through these be stirred to hunger for eternal 
refreshment. Through...

LXXXIX. Mass of St. Barnabas the Apostle. 
Prayer.

O God, who joined Blessed Barnabas to your 
apostles in preaching, grant us, we beseech you, 
to attain to his fellowship, whose glorious tri
umph we rejoice to celebrate. Through...

XC.
Sanctify with your blessing, we beseech you, 

O Lord, the gifts offered, that by your granting, 
that flame of your love may enkindle us, through 
which Blessed Barnabas overcame all the tor
ments of his body. Through...

51



S A C R E D  P O E M S  A N D  P RAY E RS

XCI. Postcommunion.
Refreshed by the banquet of the heavenly 

table, we beseech you, almighty God, that, 
through the intercession of Blessed Barnabas 
your apostle, we may keep with a sincere 
mind what we have received with our mouth. 
Through...

XCII. Prayer at Vespers.
O God, who to Blessed Barnabas your apostle, 

after the burning of his scorched flesh, granted 
the refreshment of heavenly glory, repress in us, 
we beseech you, the heats of carnal passions, 
and pour upon our hearts the dew of your grace. 
Through...

XCIII. Verses on the deeds of the apostles.
Christ holds this body, whom He reveals to be 

the lights and equally the sacred salt of the world 
of God.

Through whom all the fictions of false gods lie 
utterly destroyed, while the Church shines forth.

The Lord Creator, foreknowing before the 
ages, chose for the world those who were to be 
the Offspring of God.

The nurturing Spirit filled their pious hearts, 
giving them power to thunder forth the high 
things of God in various tongues.

In His piety, He granted to them the power for 
mountains to be moved, and the right of loosing 
and binding on Earth and in the heavens.

At their command, savage demons flee, and 
the bodies of the dead flourish, brought back to 
life.
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Giving to these sacred minds the ability to 
discern from Heaven the secrets of the heart, and 
to see wonders performed by the work of God.

The prophets call them heavens and flying 
clouds, who water arid hearts with holy dogma.

They drive out various illnesses of the body 
by word alone; but those of the soul, through the 
help of piety.

Prudent reader, read well of the apostolic vic
tories, so that you may not doubt to believe what 
nurturing faith holds.

He who neglects them does not know their 
ends, nor how they hold the blessed ethereal 
kingdoms.

The apostolic assembly, by following the pre
cepts of the Lord, shines brightly in the world 
through the dogma of faith.

This book contains the blessed Peter and Paul, 
and the two Jameses, Bartholomew and Thomas, 
holy Andrew, Simon, Thaddeus and Philip, the 
four Evangelists and leaders, Matthias, and like
wise Barnabas, royal vessels.

. . . . . . . . . . . .
These shining stones gleam in the crown of 

Christ, whom it is right to venerate throughout 
the regions of the world.

One faith held them, whom a nurturing crown 
now holds; indeed, one glory always possesses 
them for Christ.

From these begin the glory of martyrdom, the 
blessed honor of confessors, and virginal mod
esty.
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All you worshipers of Christ, always celebrate 
these patrons at the solemn time, with a voice 
singing to God.

May the Almighty Lord grant us fellowship 
with those with whom the Judge will come at the 
threshold of the age to render joy to the good and 
duly sorrow to the wicked, and grant us to enjoy 
eternal light among all the saints.

XCIV. From the same as above.
Gracious Spirit, come, breathe through our 

hearts, to our prayer, gracious Spirit, come. So 
that I may be able to worthily extol the temples 
dedicated to you, I may exalt with praises the 
temples dedicated to you. Which hold without 
end the high joys of the heavens, the glory 
with merits which they hold without end. The 
prophets duly [proclaimed] the offspring from 
the mouth of God; the apostolic choir proclaims 
the offspring from the mouth of God. This one, 
born of the Virgin, cleansed the sins of the 
world; he crushed Hell, this one born of the 
Virgin. The Lord wonderfully restores the lost 
ruins of heaven; with His blood the Lord restored 
the ruins of heaven. The pious King himself 
commanded the pious to be immersed in the 
waters; to the heights of heaven the pious King 
himself carried the pious. The Sower heaped up 
small seeds with ample fruits; the Sower granted 
the small seeds to multiply a hundredfold. Wild 
hearts are transformed by the speech of these 
saints; through various flowers, wild hearts are 
transformed. Lilies mixed with roses and violets 
are fragrant through . . . ; holy lilies mixed 
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with roses shine back. The golden kingdoms 
of heaven Christ dispenses everywhere; to His 
disciples He bestowed the golden kingdoms of 
heaven. First, nourishing faith stands forth more 
brightly through Peter; with his fragrance, nour
ishing faith first shines. Blessed Rome, you shine 
from the body of Saint Peter; and by his teaching, 
blessed Rome, you shine. He bore for Christ the 
ample trophies of the cross; turned upside down 
he departs, [bearing] the ample trophies of the 
cross. Everywhere powerful Paul, the wonderful 
champion, shines; beheaded he shines, every
where powerful. O [city of Romulus], greatly to be 
venerated for the glory of Peter and Paul, whom 
you hold, o greatly to be venerated! Doing deeds 
of salvation, James is killed throughout all; rest
ing in Galicia, doing deeds of salvation. Worship
ping blind idols . . . . and also Armenia is turned 
to Christ, [which was] worshipping blind idols. O 
flayed one, you shine in the world, Bartholomew; 
beheaded, O flayed one, you shine. Macedonia, 
duly singing of his excellent deeds, [praises] 
Matthew, who suffered in Persia, singing of his 
excellent deeds. On the cross, Peter, your brother 
preaches to the world; saving Achaia on the cross, 
[he preaches], Peter, your brother. That Simon, 
crucified, leaping forth with speech, rescues; 
Egypt at the same time that Simon rescues. The 
ardent Thaddeus converted many thousands of 
men; Pontus and Armenia [yielded] many thou
sands of men. Thomas, pierced through, brought 
many doctrines to the world; to the Persians 
and Medes he brought many doctrines. Carrying 
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himself above the stars, John purged schism; 
whom the Ephesian land holds, carrying himself 
above the stars. Touched by the love of God, 
Philip is indeed stoned; when he converts the 
Gauls, touched by the love of God. O James, 
behold, you shine, most holy brother of the 
Lord; thrown down from a height you depart, O 
James, behold, you shine. You are numbered by 
lot among the apostles, O Matthias; saving Judea 
among the apostles. Barnabas is burned with 
the fire of God, he condemns [false] doctrines; 
and while he dies by burning, he is burned with 
the fire of God. How beautifully you sparkle, 
O Alexandria, with the blood of Mark; and Con
stantinople as well, how beautifully you sparkle! 
Reflecting you, shining Bithynia gleams, O Luke; 
the royal city also gleams, reflecting you. The 
suppliant servant gave these small verses as a 
gift; small, unskilled, slight, he gave these small 
verses. O Apostolic Power, deign to receive this 
gift; [receive] the pious vows and prayers, O 
Apostolic Power.

XCV. A rhythm on St. Vincent the martyr.
Heaven, earth, sea, sky, let all the elements 

alike proclaim the triumphal glory of the highest 
King.

Who trampled the rage of the roaring lion 
through the strong warrior, soon to be victor, 
Vincent.

For he indeed spurned the wrath of the judge 
Dacian, his fierce threats and fury, as if the whis
pers of a gnat:
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Chains, scourges, prison darkness—the very 
blows are wounded: deaths are added to deaths; 
but the house fixed upon a firm rock cannot be 
thrown down by the force of winds or blasts.

His body, emaciated by hunger, is seen as if 
nourished by sumptuous feasts and royal foods.

For indeed the food of angels refreshes the 
belly of the mind that seeks Him, which thirsts for 
or hungers for nothing but God.

Soon the bloody beast rages, roars, is carried 
away; it seethes, gnashes its teeth, and brings 
forth all kinds of torments:

Iron, fires, heated shards, the rack; blind fury 
twists, burns, and divides the joints of his limbs, 
and impresses the brand of fiery plates upon his 
cut members.

The soldier of Christ overcomes these forces 
with the strength of his heart, and, full of the 
Holy Spirit, with fire he extinguished the fires of 
the flesh.

Beaten with scourges, dug with wounds, he 
rejoices; he scorns the idle torturers, he fears only 
the levity of the executioners.

Wars rage, enemies fall, this is the law of 
victory; the battle arises, the palm grows, and the 
glory of the crown.

The renowned triumpher of Christ, clad in 
purple, entered the court of highest heaven, ac
companied by a snow-white college of splendid 
angels modulating a sweet song.

Soon his body is cast unburied into the wide 
fields; dogs are afraid, birds tremble to approach 
nearer.
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Citizens, the field bears a noble treasure: not 
plunderers, not thieves, are able to dig it up to 
hide it.

For the mad Dacian sews him in a sack, as if to 
enclose a criminal guilty of parricide, and orders 
him to be submerged in the waves of the sea:

The sea cannot contain the sacred weight, but, 
guided from heaven, it is carried to the shore, and 
swiftly outstrips the hasty oarsmen.

Now, O blessed and crowned one, most invin
cible Martyr, you hold the serene heaven as victor 
after your triumph.

A living stone, radiating in the light of the 
eternal kingdom, a bright star with the fiery hosts 
of angels.

After the sweat and labor, after the race has 
been run, the just King bestowing it, he bears the 
promised prize.

Clad in a most white robe, the heat of the 
sun and the brightness of the moon yield to your 
clarity; all things are surpassed which offer a 
wondrous spectacle of themselves in this world.

Ruler of heaven, Son of God, we ask, lift up the 
submerged, release the bound, by the merits of 
the great Saint Vincent.

Raise up those whom many faults oppress; fix 
our hearts on high, that they may love nothing 
but heavenly things.

Grant to earthly beings in their final moments 
to climb the heights of heaven, whom You, having 
had mercy, redeemed with Your precious blood, 
You who order the laws of things through the 
ages.
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O immense and eternal King, at whose nod all 
created things tremble, who with the Father and 
the Holy Spirit reignest for infinite ages. Amen.

XCVI. On St. Vitalis the Martyr. A Hymn for 
Lauds.

The distinguished glory of martyrs, the golden 
star Vitalis, through the glory of his contest, 
bathes the city with its rays.

Girded with the sword of faith, he comes to 
the aid of a soldier of Christ: while he extends a 
hand to the fallen one, he taught him to trample 
the enemy.

He is hung on the rack, but the punishment is 
esteemed as little; the ardor of his innermost love 
does not feel the force of the torment.

Buried, he is sunk into the earth, but he is 
raised above the stars: he is covered with rubble, 
he radiates in the heavens.

O most invincible martyr, grant that we may 
conquer after ruin, and after victory be worthily 
transferred to the glory of heaven.

Let there be praise to the unbegotten Father, 
let there be glory to the Only-begotten, let there 
be equal highest majesty to the Spirit of both. 
Amen.

XCVII. On the Feast of St. Anthimus. A Hymn.
Let our praise bring forth Anthimus, the dis

tinguished glory of martyrs, whose victory all the 
elements attest.

He tramples on the fury of princes, he scoffs 
at the hands of executioners; the force of torture 
does not shake the strength of his well-founded 
faith.
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After imprisonment in jails, after victories 
over scourges, he is bound to a stone, suspended, 
and thus plunged into the waves.

But oh, what a happy shipwrecked man! Soon 
he beholds a bright angel; at once he lays down 
his chain, and returns free to his lodging.

B E H E A D E D ,  H E  P E R I S H E D ,  B U T  A S  A  V I C
T O R  H E  S O U G H T  T H E  S TA R S ;  W H I L E  H E  
B E A R S  T H E  AT R O C I T Y  O F  D E AT H ,  H E  P U R

C H A S E S  T H E  G L O R Y  O F  L I F E .

Worthy is the martyr Anthimus of the great 
praises of our vows, who shone forth with so 
many signs and wondrous prodigies.

By his holy prayers, this man freed the languid 
flesh and, at the same time, the soul of Pinianus 
from all the bonds of sickness.

A mad demonic fury torments a certain man 
unto wounds; the enemy of peace is expelled, and 
thus the mind is rendered peaceful.

You, O nurturing martyr, we beseech with the 
voices of our heart and mouth, that you may 
commend us to the tremendous Judge with your 
suppliant prayer.

Praise be to the unbegotten Father, glory be to 
the Only-Begotten, may the highest majesty be to 
the Spirit of both, in equal measure. Amen.

XCVIII. On the solemnity of St. Ursicinus. 
Hymn.

The excellent martyr Ursicinus provides a 
sweet feast, on which, having been conquered, he 
emerged as a victor, and, renowned, sought the 
stars.
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For after horrific punishments, the weakness 
of the flesh is afraid, but soon he returns to his 
heart, and is joyfully struck down in himself:

The plunderer blushed for the worthy prize 
when he succumbed to it, and with the enemy 
having fallen, he lost, who had inflicted a wound 
on him while he was standing.

And us, in the midst of our struggles, O distin
guished martyr, help; grant that the discordant 
may trust, and that the conquered may conquer 
again.

Thus, as a physician of souls, bring help to the 
languishing; by a drink of heavenly grace may 
sick souls be cured.

Praise be to the unbegotten Father, glory be to 
the Only-Begotten, may the highest majesty be to 
the Spirit of both, in equal measure. Amen.

XCIX. Mass of the holy seven Sleepers. Prayer. 
O God, who in your blessed martyrs Maximian, 
Malchus, Martinian, Dionysius, John, Serapion, 
and Constantine, have raised up the first fruits of 
the future resurrection, grant that we may so rest 
from the disturbance of the world, that we may 
deserve to awaken from the dust of the earth to 
heavenly life. Through our Lord.

C. Sanctify, we beseech you, O Lord, the gifts 
of your people by the intercession of your blessed 
martyrs, and through them also clemently 
cleanse us from the stains of our sins. Through 
our Lord.

CI. Refreshed by the banquet of the heavenly 
table, we beseech you, almighty God, that you 
permit us to be deceived by no errors, whom 
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you have confirmed through the glorious seven 
martyrs concerning the blessed glory of the res
urrection. Through our Lord.

CII. Of St. Apollinaris, bishop and martyr. Re
sponsory for Vespers.

The Blessed Apostle Peter said to his disciple 
Apollinaris: Come! V. Arise. V. For behold, you are 
learned in all the things that Jesus did. And go 
forth. V. For a multitude of people dwells there. 
Preach. V. For it is established with you that he is 
truly the Son of God. And lest perhaps... V. Today 
the splendid martyr Apollinaris, as a victor, has 
penetrated heaven; rejoicing, companions, sing: 
Come!

CIII. Hymn for Vespers.
O Apollinaris, consul of the eternal kingdom, 

clad in the trabea, we ask with devout mind: labor 
to open the court of heaven to the people.

May the pious gatekeeper of highest Olympus 
grant this to the servants of so great a foster-son, 
who rejoice to resound your praises with sweet 
hymns.

Into Ravenna, pressed by deepest darkness 
and gaping at the vain rites of demons, you 
entered, a bright morning star coming from the 
Eastern shores.

The blind boy of the bereaved Irenaeus proves 
you to be a favorable, shining star, you who open 
the light of the heart to the father, and of the brow 
to the son.

The medicine for the sick Thecla can do noth
ing, nor can the number of profane gods; you 
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make her heart turn to heaven, and lift up a joyful 
face.

The joyful face of a citizen of Classe, his speech 
restored by the power of your sacred tongue, 
gives warning; his words, now unlocked, confess 
the eternal Word of the Father.

A girl dead with a double death you restore to 
both lives in your pity; breath from here fills her 
flesh, and God from there at once fills her mind.

Let us give glory to that Father, who bestows 
such things upon his worthy ministers; may there 
be glory to the Son, and to the Holy Spirit, for all 
ages. Amen.

CIV. For Nocturns.
Let the choir of the heavenly ones exult, 

Let the crowd of the faithful applaud, May the 
passion of Apollinaris Be the world's exultation: 
When it perishes with the death of the flesh.

Stripped of his holy body, He is clothed in a 
robe of glory, He casts off the prison of the flesh, 
He ascends to the palace of heaven.

Exult now, O metropolis Ravenna, truly noble: 
What Rome has in the key-bearer (clavigero), You 
have in the disciple.

We ask you, O highest prelate, With the voices 
of heart and mouth, That you commend us to the 
coming Judge With a suppliant prayer.

Glory be to the unbegotten Father, and to the 
Only-begotten, Together with the Holy Spirit, To 
the indivisible God. Amen.

Arise, receive the Holy Spirit, and at the same 
time the pontificate, and go to the city which is 
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called Ravenna; preach the name of Jesus there, 
and do not be afraid.

Ps. May the Lord Jesus Christ send his angel 
who will prepare your way, and may he grant you 
what you have asked.

O God, who willed to imbue us with apostolic 
teachings through Blessed Apollinaris, your mar
tyr and pontiff, grant us, we beseech you, both 
to observe what he taught and to attain what he 
promised. Through.

O God, who received Blessed Apollinaris, 
placed on burning coals for the confession of your 
name, as a sacrifice of sweetness, grant us, we 
beseech you, both to offer you always the incense 
of pious devotion and to immolate the sacrifices 
of a contrite heart. Through.

May our Lord send his angel, who will prepare 
your way, and grant what you have asked. V. 
Peter, placing his hand upon the head of Blessed 
Apollinaris, said to him: Alleluia.

We humbly beseech you, O Christ, glory of 
the Father, true light of the world, extend your 
right hand to your fallen servants, by which they 
may be able to stand against the struggles of the 
cunning enemy, with your clemency favoring us. 
V. O God, who works with Peter my master, work 
also with me, that your name may be glorified.

Let the hosts bring forth with joyful voices 
the clear, noble, heavenly praises of the martyr 
Apollinaris. And let all the four climates of the 
world resound with the sweet melody of songs. 
Let Antioch, the nursling of so outstanding 
a citizen, rightly exult exceedingly. Let happy 
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Ravenna, purpled with his sacred blood, applaud 
especially. O new virtue, that knows not how 
to be conquered; O most invincible tower of 
David, counting as nothing all kinds of torments! 
Laughing at the deep wounds of his entrails, 
spurning the harsh marks of scourges, he cools 
with water his fervent limbs, scorched by flames. 
Hence he endured the darkness of prison, bearing 
long exiles; he also bore the want of hunger, he 
sustained the suspensions of the rack. Soon the 
chains' bonds bind his sacred arms; the rabid 
madness of the executioner does not fear to strike 
his face with a stone. Disemboweling the enclo
sures of Tartarus, he raised the lifeless daughter 
of a patrician. Who can recount how many 
lights of the blind, how many languid bodies he 
divinely restored? We ask, O radiant star of the 
Church, and shining lamp of pontiffs and gem of 
martyrs, cleanse our hearts from vices with your 
diligent prayer, strengthen them with virtues, lift 
our heart to the stars, and make us to see Christ 
for ever and ever. Amen.

Blessed Apollinaris said to the vicar: Be as
sured, for with my hands I will not place incense 
to demons, but to my Lord Jesus Christ I will 
offer incense of praise and sweetness. V. I offer 
myself as a sacrifice for the salvation of my sons, 
whom . . .

Sanctify us, O Lord, by this venerable mys
tery, most celebrated by all, whom you piously 
redeemed with your own blood; rescue and pro
tect us from the cunning enemy by your strong 
arm, you who rule all created things with the 
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most high Father, the Lord of all. I have acquired. 
Therefore secure. V. You have broken my bonds, 
O Lord; to you I will sacrifice a victim of praise. 
And his . . .

Eternal God, who appointed vicars for your 
apostles throughout the whole breadth of the 
world for the assertion of truth; among whom 
you conferred such great grace upon Blessed 
Apollinaris, the disciple of your key-bearer, that 
he built your Church upon the foundation of 
the new faith, and directed the brutish hearts 
of the gentiles to the ordinance of your law; to 
whom also, by your gift, it was granted that, en
riched with patience and at the same time with 
glory, he both scorned the horrendous torments 
of punishments and shone with the stupendous 
powers of signs: and so, adorned by right of the 
priesthood together with the triumph of martyr
dom, he both offered himself to you as a sacrifice 
of sweetness, and brought into your granaries the 
abundant fruits of souls that arose from the seed 
of his preaching. Through Christ the Lord.

I appoint to you, as my Father has appointed 
to me, a kingdom, that you may eat and drink at 
my table in my kingdom.

O God, who deigned to bestow upon us the 
pledge of eternal salvation, grant us, we beseech 
You, through the intercession of the Blessed 
Apollinaris your martyr, to attain to the fullness 
of the same truth. Through...

Of St. Rufinus, Martyr. Hymn.
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Let the crowd of the faithful sing the great 
merit of Rufinus, By which he stood forth as a 
victor of the world, And, free, sought the stars.

The most invincible warrior Offers his face to 
the stones; But the hail of stones Did not impose 
silence on his words.

Then he is beaten with leaded scourges, He is 
believed to be on the point of death; But he who 
is thought dead Rises to arms more readily.

He is thrust into a furnace Raging with flames 
of fire; But the burning furnace Becomes a grove 
of refreshment.

For into the crackling flames A bright angel 
plunged, At whose command the fire Soon lost its 
strength.

The outstanding martyr fights, Like a lion that 
knows not defeat; All kinds of punishments He 
tramples with an intrepid mind.

A stone is hung from his neck, Thus he is 
plunged into the waves; He whom water bore to 
Christ, Through it he came to Him.

Now, free from the burden of the flesh, He is 
clothed in a red garment, A crown woven on his 
head From a precious stone.

You, O nurturing martyr, we ask From the 
depths of our inclined mind, That your merits 
may absolve us, Whom our own debts weigh 
down.

Praise be to the unbegotten Father, Glory be to 
the Only-begotten, May the highest majesty be to 
the Spirit Of them both, equally. Amen.

Of SS. Donatus and Hilarion. Hymn.
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We sing the glory of the renowned triumph, 
By which Donatus, as victor, sought the heavens, 
And Hilarion, his companion in punishment and 
at once in crown.

These two radiate like twin lamps, They re
move the darkness from the world and the lands, 
While they thunder with their words, and gleam 
with signs Of wonders.

They despoil demons of their captured spoils, 
Whom they torment with the harsh scourges of 
their prayers; They restore strength to the sick, 
and to the blind Both lights.

A woman, dead for three months, comes forth 
from the tomb And reveals a buried talent, And 
thus, though dead, she gave it to her living hus
band, Lest he should die.

A fragment of a broken chalice Rises into its 
former shape, with a small part Missing, but no 
liquid drips from it, A new thing for the world.

We beseech you, O lofty princes of Olympus, 
That the right hand of Christ may at once raise 
us who have fallen, And strengthen us who are 
broken, through your paternal prayers.

Praise, honor to the Father, and to the co-
equal Son, One majesty, the same power, With 
whom the Holy Spirit together fills the whole 
World. Amen.

O Donatus, golden star, Martyr and offspring 
of martyrs, Though you precede them in faith, 
You are preceded by them in martyrdom.

To us, O outstanding prelate, Glory and light 
of the Church, Who celebrate your feasts, Come 
to our aid with your sacred prayers.
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You who grant that a woman dead for three 
months Should utter living words, Resuscitate 
through the Spirit Those buried by the weight of 
their crimes.

Hilarion the monk, in life, light, and morals, 
Having fulfilled the law of hospitality, Becomes a 
judge even of martyrdom.

You, bright lamps of the world, And living 
stones of heaven, Call us, the unfortunate, by 
your merits To your rewards.

Praise be to the unbegotten Father, Glory be to 
the Only-begotten, May the highest majesty be to 
the Spirit Of them both, equally. Amen.

Of St. Donatus, Bishop and Martyr. Sequence.
Let Tuscany, with Italy, the noble monarchy, 

the dwelling place of saints which Arezzo conse
crates, praise the Lord with gilded harps and on 
cymbals.

In which Donatus the martyr—a lamp for 
prelates, the way, the model, the mirror—obtains 
his renowned basilica, and protects Januarius, 
the golden star of Heaven.

39 Whom neither human studies nor elo
quence of tongue is able to extol worthily for the 
merit of his glory. For what he was able to endure, 
who will be able to recount?

He is steamed in a furnace for a continuous 
three days, so that the longer he is burned, the 
more swiftly he might afterwards be consumed. 
When the martyr enters this, not even a hair is 
harmed.

Soon he rejoices, consoled by angelic com
pany; while the fiery masses hiss, the ardor of his 

69



S A C R E D  P O E M S  A N D  P RAY E RS

faith increases: thus by the flame of desire the 
force of the conflagration perishes.

Victorious, he is dragged from the fire, hurried 
to the tribunal, he is questioned, he is attacked, 
the same response is given; for the house, fixed 
upon a stable stone, stands strong.

While his flesh is encompassed by pains, his 
mind is fixed on the stars; the rewards seen there 
render the torments light. Thus he believes the 
thousand pains of death to be a sweet repose.

The cruel hands of the executioners tear the 
sinews of his organs; the loose frame is dissolved; 
after the bond is removed, a different end comes, 
a manifold destruction.

Then he is handed over to the fierce bites of 
beasts; but the wild animals, laying aside their 
indomitable rage, having been sent from heaven, 
bow their necks to his sacred prayers.

O Morning Star of the West, O glory of the 
Church, who could bring forth all your praises? 
We do not strive to accomplish this, but are over
come with joy.

Therefore, we suppliants ask you with humble 
minds: by your merits, release us from the debts 
of our guilt, and by your sacred prayers, join us to 
the assemblies of the elect.

Let there be praise to the unbegotten Father, 
let there be glory to the Only-begotten, let all 
glory be equally to the Spirit of them both: whose 
one power rules all ages. Amen.

CXXII. On St. Fidelis, martyr. A Hymn.
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The Holy Church proclaims the great merits 
of Fidelis, who by death destroyed death, and as 
victor sought the stars.

Having cast off the burden of the flesh, 40 he is 
clothed in a robe of glory; with tears wiped from 
his face, he possesses true joys.

As he dies, struck by the sword, a fierce tem
pest arises; thus is the vengeance of the just Judge 
threatened against the impious.

An evil spirit invades one of the executioners; 
soon he is joined to the sacred earth, and the dire 
pestilence is driven out.

With prayers of heart and mouth we ask you, 
O nurturing martyr, that you lead us through 
your footsteps to the rewards of life.

Let there be praise to the unbegotten Father, 
let there be glory to the Only-begotten, let there 
be equal, highest majesty to the Spirit of them 
both. Amen.

CXXIII. On St. Gregory, pope. A Hymn.
O Gregory, once apostle to the English, now a 

companion of the angels, as you then helped the 
nations, so now aid us believers.

You scorned abundant stores of wealth and all 
the glory of the world, so that, being poor, you 
might follow the poor prince, Jesus.

A needy shipwrecked man appears, while an 
angel asks for alms; you, after a twofold gift, now 
offer a silver vessel as well.

From this time, Christ sets you over His 
Church; thus you receive the rank of Peter, whose 
rule you also follow.
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O excellent pontiff, light and glory of the 
Church, do not permit in perils those whom you 
instruct with so many commands.

Your lips distill honey that sweetens the heart; 
your eloquence surpasses the power of fragrant 
spices.

You wonderfully solve the mystical enigmas of 
Holy Scripture; Truth itself teaches you the theo
retical mysteries.

You who have obtained the apostolic office 
and glory, release us from the bonds of guilt, and 
restore us to the seats of heaven.

Let there be praise to the unbegotten Father, 
let there be glory to the Only-begotten, let there 
be equal, highest majesty to the Spirit of them 
both. Amen.

CXXIV. On St. Benedict, abbot. A Hymn for 
Vespers.

O heavenly gem of the precious King, Rule of 
the just, way of monks, O Benedict, draw us away 
from the foul Mire of the world.

You, spurning the earth, fixing your heart on 
the stars, Compel heirs to become parents; You 
deserved to repair the vessel full of God When it 
was broken.

A great hermit in small limbs, You conquer 
your age, you overcome labor, The strict rudi
ments of a disciplined life You fervently fulfill.

The boy buried by the collapse of rocks, As 
soon as you prayed, you raised by your prayer; 
Hence sense is restored to the flesh, and the flesh 
equally To health is returned.
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Rightly under the form of a gentle dove The 
soul of your sister, ignorant of gall, You discern 
penetrating the highest peaks Of the starry 
heaven.

You yourself afterwards, bearing a glorious 
triumph, Seek the lofty stars, the world having 
been conquered; Garments pave the way from the 
cell, flaming with radiant light They are spread.

Praise, honor to the Father, and to the co-
equal Son, One majesty, the same power, With 
whom the Holy Spirit together fills the whole 
World. Amen.

CXXV. For Nocturns.
O most unconquered standard-bearer, And 

leader of the sacred militia, Defend us, O Bene
dict, with the strong Arm of your prayers.

With these arms conquer the execrable Rage 
of the lion, With which you once drove away the 
most foul Blackbird from your face.

Nettles joined with thorns, Cure the wound 
with wounds; The mind, divinely inflamed, Ex
tinguishes fires with fires.

Sending forth the cross like a stone, You break 
the cup of poison; The vessel of death cannot Bear 
the sign of life.

The brother, whom then the most wicked 
Spirit was carrying away wandering, When he is 
struck by your staff, Is restored to stability.

Praise be to the unbegotten Father, Glory be to 
the Only-begotten, May the highest majesty be 
equally To the Spirit of them both. Amen.

CXXVI. For Lauds.
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The golden dawn arises, Restoring the an
nual feasts, When Benedict ascends the arduous 
Palace of heaven.

How great things he receives in the highest, 
Who so shone in the lowest, Whose prodigies 
shine Through the ample regions of the world.

The earth vomits the corpses Of those lacking 
his grace; For the devout, the liquid wave Laps 
their dry footsteps.

The whole compass of the world He sees 
through a ray of the Sun; The mind placed in the 
Author Sees all things subject.

You, O nourishing Father, we ask With the 
deep feelings of a prostrate mind, That you grant 
us to ascend to heaven, You who teach us to spurn 
the earth.

Praise be to the unbegotten Father, Glory be to 
the Only-begotten, May the highest majesty be 
equally To the Spirit of them both. Amen.

CXXVII. Epitaph of Saint Louis the Priest.
The man of the Lord, Louis, lies in this en

closed cave, For whom there is martyrdom with
out the death of executioners. He had spurned 
wine, he did not eat bread at all, Thus one week 
gave him food twice. In a different order, he was 
both a painter and a priest; He offered each gift 
equally to God. A light rising for the city, a light 
he shone for the whole world, He burned and set 
on fire, he went and caused others to go. A mirror 
of the Church, a living stone, a host, a temple, 
Relieve us by your prayers, we whom our evils 
weigh down.
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CXXVIII. On the Feast of Confessor Bishops. A 
Hymn.

The anniversary of the holy pontiff's birth 
shines forth, Let the pious people celebrate and 
rejoice, and with a joyful Heart let songs resound 
to Christ, Who rules all things.

He, spurning the joys of his own body, En
dured a long martyrdom of the cross; He bore a 
torment graver than a wound, Who was his own 
torturer.

An illustrious standard-bearer of the sacred 
militia, He was a model of virtues for his follow
ers, Kindling their hearts with powerful words, 
And also with outstanding morals.

He bore the twelve stones on his breast, He 
shone in the covering of the twice-dyed tunic: For 
whom the little bells sweetly ring out, The pome
granates hang down.

By his prayers, O Creator of all, Relieve those 
submerged by the weight of their sins, To whom 
be praise, dominion, and highest glory Through 
all ages. Amen.

CXXIX. For Lauds.
O Christ, glory of the saints, Victory of those 

who strive, By the prayers of the confessor Re
lease us from the bonds of our faults.

Make us follow His imitable footsteps; May 
You be the common reward, Who were also made 
the price.

For he, placed in the lowest station, Excelled 
in lofty morals; He was humble in rank, Sublime 
in his brilliant work.
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A mind intent on heavenly things Abhors 
worldly clamors; Nothing now delights his anx
ious soul, Which does not lead to the fatherland.

His spirit, kindled for that place, Yearns with 
all its might; Now he sees in a riddle The inacces
sible light.

Praise be to the unbegotten Father, Glory be to 
the Only-begotten, May the highest majesty be 
equally To the Spirit of them both. Amen.

CXXX. Of all saints. Verses. He made known 
the names of those chosen in the world, whom, 
one by one, for two or three years, he imbued with 
the healing of worldly doctrine, and divine grace 
had also freely provided; so that they might be 
able to drive out the putrid plagues of fever and 
bestow a health-bringing cure upon diseases, 
driving the dreadful gods from their limbs and 
bodies. And the mute, the lame, and the deaf they 
found, the one-eyed and the bow-legged, who 
corrupt words by speaking with savage speech, 
and whatever is considered weak, they restore 
from heaven, with Christ granting salvation; and 
thus with a remedy they thrust away the light 
of the foul flesh. Nor, however, are they rich 
with the excellent gift of virtues; they do not 
carry purses stuffed with deceitful gold, and they 
trample on money-bags as foul poisons, with the 
one from the supernal stock granting all things 
freely. Meanwhile the prince of the world, who 
held the scepters, fiercely punished the martyrs 
with savage edicts. Then he had plunged the 
holy brothers into the abyss of the sea, into the 
deep, they who were confident in the power 
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of the Thunderer, and the cold seas grow calm 
with their glassy fragments, while, quicker than 
a word, they carry the saints to the shores. Thus 
the power of the salt sea, suppressed by a sacred 
virtue, calmed the turgid blue waters in their 
wave-wandering plains, while the right hand of 
the Father opened a port. The unclean, impious 
one, seeing these banners of the trophy, prepares 
other harms with Gorgonian poisons; for, fero
cious, he prepares the savage food of flames, 
and stuffs the sacred furnace with tinder, into 
which fragrant furnace he ordered the holy ones 
to be thrust, so that the pyre might cremate with 
a brand of burning coals their innocent limbs, 
which the sea, swelling with its abyss, had been 
unable to submerge in its dark waves. Thus the 
little torch of the furnace's flame grows cold from 
the tinder, so that the soldier of Christ, ignoring 
the whirlwind of flame, might give huge thanks 
for his safe life; as the Salamander is accustomed 
to leap upon the pyres of hearths, although they 
are perhaps heaped up in a pile of pyres. Then 
they are forced to climb upon the spreading wood 
of the cross, and to suffer the dense arrows of 
quivers. Soon the eternal Sower, who triumphs 
by holy law, broke the dire darts of the twisted 
torturers. Thence they took up the bloody gar
lands of martyrdom, migrating to the vaulted, 
high peaks of heaven.

CXXXI. Of the Annunciation of the Virgin. Be
hold, the forerunner prepares the closed hall for 
the King.
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CXXXII. Of the Nativity of the Lord. He who 
was born from eternity comes forth from the 
Virgin's womb.

CXXXIII. Of the Lord's Supper. He who is the 
head of the just wipes the feet of his disciples. 
What he forbade for a part, Peter wishes to be 
washed for the whole.

CXXXIV. Of the Baptism of the Lord. Behold 
the river, the fount; the wave washes the one who 
washes the world: Wash, O Jordan, him by whom 
you yourself are more washed.

CXXXV. Of St. John the Baptist. The preceding 
voice perceives the Word in the maternal womb.

CXXXVI. Of the Presentation of the Lord. He 
whom Simeon now holds in his arms is contained 
by the heavens.

CXXXVII. Where the children say: Hosanna. 
The stars, the heavens, the earth fear him whom 
the she-donkey carries: The crowd brings forth 
'Hosanna' to God with a great voice.

CXXXVIII. The Transfiguration of the Lord. 
Here God shows what he had enclosed in the 
covering of the flesh.

CXXXIX. The Lord says to his disciples: Watch. 
The King of the watchful ordered those whom 
sleep had oppressed to rise.

CXL. Where Judas betrays the Lord. The fierce 
wolf savagely offers false kisses to the gentle 
Lamb.

CXLI. Of the paten. These dishes bring forth 
the food of perpetual life.
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CXLII. Where Christ asks the Father. O Christ, 
you ask the Father, with whom you simultane
ously grant all things.

CXLIII. Of the Ascension of the Lord. God 
sought the lowest things, but did not leave the 
highest: He is there where he is going; he remains 
whence he came.

CXLIV. Where the Holy Spirit descends upon 
the apostles. A flame of tongues ignites the apos
tolic senate, and like a fertile voice, it brings forth 
various speeches.

CXLV. Of St. Peter. Spurn the ship of the sea, 
Peter, receive the key of heaven; and with the 
waves spurned, give back to me the port of quiet.

CXLVI. Of St. Paul. Paul waters the whole 
world with honey-flowing showers.

CXLVII. Of him who dwells in hatred. He who 
remains in darkness does not know the footsteps 
of peace; let an eye-salve bring relief, when glau
coma afflicts you. The bitter creates the sweet, 
a covering reveals things badly covered; night 
restores the light, pain often takes away pain.

CXLVIII. Of him who pleases two enemies. 
While he pleases each, Metecus loses both.

CXLIX. Of Hildebrand. If you wish to live in 
Rome, declare with a clear voice: "I obey the Lord 
of the Pope more than the lord Pope."

CL. Of the same Hildebrand. May He who 
tames the rage of tigers and the bloody mouths 
of lions turn you, a wolf until now, into a gentle 
lamb for me.

CLI. Of him who fears all things, or fears noth
ing.
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Fearing nothing, and fearing all things, both 
are to be laughed at: The one swells with pride, 
the other lies low; the one in the middle, with 
discernment, prevails.

CLII. On the rod of Moses. The rod, to be 
restored to itself, devours the magic serpents.

CLIII. On Noah's ark. The ark represents the 
Church; the water, a figure of baptism.

That it is better to be inscribed as a king 
in iron, than as a slave in gold. Choose to be in
scribed a King in iron rather than a slave in gold; a 
king in a humble hut is more glorious than a slave 
in a palace.

45 CLIV. On him who first gives, and after
wards asks for it back. He who asks for his gifts 
back violates the pact of friendship; a hooked 
hand takes back what a generous one previously 
gave. He who asks for a gift back deservedly soon 
loses a friend; from your gift I derive worthy joys.

How vain are the goods of this world. Since we 
see the ashes of kings and the bones of our ances
tors lie corroded, piled up in dusty tombs, to what 
end should vigor please the flesh, or possession 
the mind?

CLV. The lord pope began the matter without 
me, and wished to complete it with me; and so he 
said with me: "As it was in the beginning"; when 
he had not said with me: "Glory be to the Father." 
"As it was" is to my detriment, because I never 
sing "Glory." He who shaved the head also by 
right devoured the tail: let him who first sucked 
the marrow grind his teeth on the bones.
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CLVI. This is said to those who make a false 
peace. For it to be valid, let the kisses of the mouth 
and of the heart be joined; peace resolves the 
dispute, when quarrels come to an end.

CLVII. That often a friend seems to be angry, 
and an enemy to flatter fraudulently. The love of 
a just man rages, the malice of an unjust man 
flatters. Love is harsh, its fury sweet, its anger 
faithful: there are also flattering tyrants under 
sheep's skin. Thus also a friendly censure makes 
fathers seem fierce.

CLVIII. An admonition to Pope Alexander. He 
who wishes to retain the vigor of the apostolic see 
must balance the equal weights of rigid justice: 
for he does not know how to hold the equal scales 
of the law whom favor sways, or greedy hope en
tices. He for whom purses full of gifts loosen the 
mouth, being destitute of justice, loses his empty 
soul. Rome holds the keys of heaven and rules the 
reins of the world; he who seeks more than these 
cannot be richer.

CLIX. This a servant of God ought to do. I in
deed take many things, but I hand all things over 
to the brethren: I take from the rich, I provide to 
the poor.

CLX. At lunch we say: "The poor shall eat." 
Breaking the silence we say: "Precious in the sight 
of the Lord." Just as "Edent" refers to the tables, 
so "Pretiosa" restores speech. The fool has said in 
his heart: "There is no God."

CLXI. On hatred. As a catapult smeared with 
pestiferous poison destroys, so voracious hatred 
destroys the souls of men.
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CLXII. He who is castrated ought not to be 
made a bishop. He who is unable to be cut off 
ought not to obtain the honor.

CLXIII. On the Roman fevers. Rome, devourer 
of men, tames the proud necks of heroes; Rome, 
fertile in fevers, is most rich in the fruits of death; 
Roman fevers are faithful by a firm law.

CLXIV. That he who is ignorant of the law 
cannot avoid the ruin of vices. He who is ignorant 
of the law suffers from the plague of vices; he 
thinks virtue is vice, and the illicit, lawful. 46 Let 
him not be secure who is absolved by the mouth 
of a judge; the laws of the forum are dissonant 
with the law of heaven. The internal judge binds 
him whom the public one absolves; nor does he 
escape notice, nor does God fail to see his deeds.

CLXV. On the three-day fast. What a heavy 
blow the three-day fast is accustomed to strike, 
this the uncouth man ignores, who diligently 
bloats his stomach; who with frequent piping 
represses his belching stomach, and as a double 
vent empties a blacksmith's bellows.

CLXVI. To Cadalus, not a shepherd, but the 
ancient dragon.

He ceases to be guilty who punishes his crime 
by weeping, but doubled pride makes sacrile
gious the fault once undertaken. Slaying the City 
with slaughter, you now destroy the world with 
gold. Alas! The sword of gold is more savage than 
the sword of iron; the latter penetrates the soul, 
the former bloodies the flesh. And the vein of 
radiant metal holds the force of a dart. It makes 
no difference whether one is killed by iron or 
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by gold. What does it matter whether one kills 
with tawny or with dark arms? You, murderer, 
brandish these wretched things and slaughter 
with both. You had fallen from heaven, but still, 
slippery dragon, you hiss, vomiting rage from 
your mouth, you spread a foul odor: broken, you 
still creep, and you breathe flames from your 
nostrils; you swell your scaly neck, and you gnash 
for slaughter and battles. Let it cease to raise its 
horrid neck with scales, so that the people may 
live, let the evil beast lose its life; let the fierce 
viper now restrain its dragon crests, let a piled-up 
heap of stones be your tomb, the rubble of stones 
will be the concordant judgment of the Fathers, 
this dark pit is your plague, lest you hiss from 
a swollen throat, let the insatiable monster, de
vourer of a thousand men, burst. Over you let the 
mouths of the infernal caverns close, lest a way 
back be open, but let the world's wars be quiet.

Smoky life flies away, unforeseen death draws 
near. The swift end of a fulfilled life threatens 
you. I do not deceive you, you will die in the year 
you have begun.

CLXVII. To a certain brother, for whom fasting 
and vigils had become nauseating. Salt of Agri
gentum is produced on Sicilian shores; it flows 
in flames, and crackles if plunged into water. He 
who draws natural laws to their contraries, is as 
much in harmony with the Author as he is in 
disharmony with himself alone.

CLXVIII. That some are offended by good 
deeds, and placated by offense. Duty provokes 
some, a blow placates them; the fool has his 
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mouth in his heart, and puts his heart in his 
mouth.

CLXIX. On the tooth and the lentil. Let the 
letter be changed, what he was eating will be 
eaten again.

CLXX. That the flesh, without preaching, 
breaks forth into a forest of vices. The flesh, free 
from the word, grows wild with vices; with knives 
and a weeding hoe, the sterile fallow lands turn 
green. We know that Hannibal was one-eyed, 
and Nero too, whom a hernia also afflicted, when 
they raised their scepters.

CLXXI. On the staff of a ruler. Take up the staff 
of governance, diverse in its art: those whom the 
goad has pricked, the horn of piety brings back.

CLXXII. A lament for the Roman Church in
vaded by an antipope. Alas! Apostolic See, once 
the glory of the world: Now, oh sorrow! you are 
made the workshop of Simon. The hammers beat 
the anvil, the coins are of Tartarus: By the just 
judgment of God, this condition comes to be. So 
that whoever once buys the Apostolic See, may 
not cease to buy it back, until he perishes badly. 
The chair of pestilence, oppressed by anathema, 
you hold with the priests who are the murderers 
of Christ. The earth becomes iron for you, the seat 
of Heaven bronze; Therefore, pay close attention 
to what I say.

CLXXIII. On the misery of the human condi
tion. Oh, sorrow! The unhappy origin of the 
human race through the propagation of the flesh 
is still subject to death; And it begets wretched 
ones, whom it confines within the limit of life. 
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He who touches his wife only for the love of off
spring, although admirable, is not to be imitated 
by all; The refreshment of the members cannot be 
without its own little members. Often a mother's 
mind becomes like a stepmother's to her wards, 
and by a perverse law, a stepmother from a 
mother is a heavy burden.

CLXXIV. On him who preaches to the just and 
lets the impious go. The madman pours water on 
rivers while the gardens are thirsty.

CLXXV. Praise of almsgiving. He lends to God 
who provides expense for the needy; He has 
promised to repay, who knows no lies; the ful
filled gain is paid back with heavier interest; for 
a little, much is returned, for mud, gold; thus a 
half-pint gains a cask, a drachma a talent, thus an 
obol gains a kingdom, a cup buys Olympus, heav
enly things are given in return for earthly, fixed 
for fleeting. Water kills fires, almsgiving purges 
sins. Water is the death of flame, almsgiving is 
the death of fault, nor does it fill hearts with flow
ing streams of tears. This empties of vices, and 
adorns with the flowers of virtues. These bowels 
of piety redeem Christ himself.

CLXXVI. To a rich miser. He who knows how to 
join cedars with solid cypresses, builds founda
tions subject to no winds: You are richer in mud 
than you are, Pactolus, in your stream: the wave 
lifts the heap, the sand turns yellow with metal, 
the marsh has borne fruit, the steep cliff its peak. 
By these we rule our life, this we see standing far 
off, God is rich in the widow, and poor in the rich 
man.
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CLXXVII. To a proud man.
The mind abounds in true speech when rea

son provides the cause, Although it may blush in 
spring, the beautiful rose never lasts a year, He 
who stands ready falls, just as the fallen flesh rots 
like a flower. The fleeting life of man runs down 
like a flowing stream. Remember that you hang 
like a leaf open to the wind, Wicked death subju
gates swollen necks with its feet. He who endures 
life will enjoy a happy death, He who enjoys life 
will suffer a bitter death. A short life prevents you 
from hoping to live long. Live mindful of death, so 
that you may be able to live forever. Live wholly 
for God, be wholly dead to yourself. Life begets 
death, a small death begets eternal life. He who 
now lives for himself will perish by always dying. 
He who dies to himself, a blessed life will follow 
him. Thus rest is given back to the weary, life to 
the one who has been destroyed.

CHAPTER CLXXVIII. To the envious detractor.
It would be better to eat bread than to gnaw 

at a brother, The one is food for the body, the 
other is poison for the soul. The one gnawed 
upon does not die, but the gnawing one is held 
a murderer. Do not look at others with the eyes 
of a roe deer; look at yourself with the eye of a 
mole. Do not give me your face, for I am ready to 
turn my back on you, Making me a mirror, when 
you have become a saddlebag to yourself, The oc
topus does not stink to the foul-smelling thing to 
which it clings. The lynx's light fixes its sharp rays 
into the innards, Though it does not see itself, 
it penetrates from afar everything that stands 
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near; Dull whetstones sharpen, they cannot cut, 
Nor for themselves, but they prepare their laws 
for various metals, The rough file knows how to 
polish, but not to be polished itself, The crooked, 
thorny slag remains, while it smooths the gold - 
For the mangy flesh becomes worthy of the title 
of faithful, If with a rabid gaping mouth it justly 
provokes a home-born slave. He who says what 
he wants, often hears what he does not want. 
The tongue has no bone, but it makes bones be 
broken, And it alone produces deformities in dif
ferent members. Lay aside the evil of your tongue, 
which you brandish like an arrow, Lest stones be 
returned for the pebble of your sword's point.

CHAPTER CLXXIX. To two enemies, that they 
may return to peace.

Love hooks the separated, discord splits the 
united; There is no light of peace where there 
is a division of the heart; Peace teaches the igno
rant, discord blinds the sharp-witted. There is 
no stability in things, the order of fortune turns, 
Unforeseen death threatens the rigid neck. A fiery 
fever subjugates swollen necks with its feet, And 
tames the untamed who are loosed from divine 
law; Those who have swelled up against God 
are forced to yield to disease; What they give to 
sickness, they denied to true salvation. Often the 
one fierce in countenance, as if vomiting flames 
from his mouth, And thundering terrible words 
with gnashing jaws, A twisted sling laid low with 
a very small stone.

CHAPTER CLXXX. When the same writing is 
sent twice.
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He is rightly censured who often writes back 
the same thing to the same person; Yet it is 
not absurd, when the matter itself has recourse, 
While a doubling of things is in need of words. He 
accuses the one not returning the favor in poems. 
He sent as many couplets as there are rivers of 
paradise, But from your spring not even a drop 
flows to me. Now therefore, unless you send back 
writings for so many writings, My blunted pen 
will fill an empty sheath.

CHAPTER CLXXXI. On certain antidotes.
Death equals aloe, one taste joins them both, 

To these you also, O Serapis, allot a similar slug
gish bitterness; I would confess it does not prevail 
against all poisons.

CHAPTER CLXXXII. That he who receives a 
gift ought to return the favor.

A gift establishes dear friends for one another, 
If the bearer brings something back, if the giver 
accepts.

CHAPTER CLXXXIII. To whom a blessing of 
spoons is sent.

Let others give yellow metal, weighed on a 
scale; But the world lives, because Life hung on a 
tree: Thus is a small piece of wood more precious 
than much gold.

CHAPTER CLXXXIV. Spoons are sent by a pon
tifical right hand.

O great and golden one, receive this tiny gift of 
wood. I do not want you to weigh the gift, but to 
weigh the heart of the giver: I dare to claim for the 
whole what does not belong to the part; As many 
poems as I have written, so many pieces of wood 
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have I polished for you, The little paper is for sale, 
the rest is given for free.

CHAPTER CLXXXV. To whom a blessing of 
spoons is sent.

Stonecutters give shape to marbles, smiths 
to metals, Pauper-undertakers assemble cheap 
biers, And we bear not the signs of leaders, but 
the signs of farmers.

CHAPTER CLXXXVI. He frightens a friend.
What I write with my fingers, so many poems 

I send to you, A harsh voice: "Go"; a very pleasant 
one: "Come": This one gathers the lambs, the 
other voice scatters the goats; Weighed words 
will be able to shape morals.

CHAPTER CLXXXVII. To an enemy.
If we desire the rest of the kingdom, let us also 

fear the fire; During wars the laws are silent, in 
peace they speak. The time for war is at hand, 
its own time will come for the law; Thus let the 
lawsuit prevail, lest peace lose what comes after 
the war; Lest you be conquered in the forum, you 
who try to conquer on the field.

## CLXXXVIII. Discretion between the light 
and the grave. Shuddering, do not bear yourself 
like a rushing snail, Be light with gravity, and 
with levity, be grave. If your gait is grave, it should 
not be as if bound by a fetter. It is not at all prof
itable for one vice to yield to another.

## CLXXXIX. That it is better for the laboring 
farmer than for the warring lord. The lord incites 
wars, the farmer plows the fields; The former is 
exposed to javelins, the latter rejoices in heaps of 
grain.
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## CXC. Of those who criticize not themselves, 
but others. The octopus does not stink to the foul-
smelling thing it clings to: There are those who 
condone their own sins, but condemn the trans
gressions of others.

## CXCI. That one who is hungry and thirsty 
willingly takes anything, however vile. Black 
hunger in the throat commends wild herbs, Fiery 
thirst makes thick, spoiled wine drinkable. The 
hungry man eats; the sated man licks it with an 
empty mouth.

## CXCII. Of him who glories in the loudness 
of his voice. The vocal she-ass brays with a suffi
ciently high voice, The swan's voice forms a sweet 
melody with placid hums.

## CXCIII. Of monks who wear chainmail 
against their flesh. Hooked garments provide an 
unlovable covering: Hooked garments are hateful 
for a twofold plague; The weight presses the 
bones, the cold constricts the entrails.

## CXCIV. Of Hildebrand, who is of small 
stature, but seems to be of great prudence. The 
little Tigris, by its speed, equals the arrows shot, 
Iron is indeed base, yet it tames every other 
metal, But the strong magnet draws it in its 
wake; The measure of Sisyphus confines him 
who tames all things, And he whom many fear, 
unwillingly submits to me alone.

## CXCV. Of the Pope and Hildebrand. I duly 
honor the Pope, but prostrate I adore you: You 
make him lord; he makes you a god.

## CXCVI. Of the Roman archdeacon, who 
sent me half a fish. It is no wonder if Peter is 
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always needy for me, When the rivers produce 
half-fish.

## CXCVII. He congratulates Urban, who was 
made a poor bishop in Rome. What Peter was to 
himself in Bethsaida, he is now to me in the City: 
He is the same holding the scepters as he was 
when weaving nets: He always washes linens, he 
plows the blue of the sea for me, He who was 
utterly destitute on the waves oppresses me on 
land, He refreshes me with husks, he whom a 
small fish used to feed.

## CXCVIII. Of him who has a son. When off
spring survives, parents live on from their death, 
And the lineage flourishes in its root as if one 
flesh.

## CXCIX. That those who preach should not 
disagree with one another. Let not the wise be 
joined with the foolish, nor the ox with the ass, 
Let those who teach divine things not be utterly 
at odds with themselves.

## CC. From the dung of the thrush is made 
the birdlime with which the thrush itself is 
caught. From its rump is discharged that by 
which the foot of the thrush is held.

## CCI. To him to whom I sent a long letter, 
and he a short one to me. An obol does not equal a 
solidus, a pound does not equal a talent, Plainly, 
this lesser measure yields to the greater one. It is 
not right that a small letter should compensate 
for a book; The hanging scale balances equal 
pans.

## CCII. Of Florence, in which Pope Stephen 
died, and from which Pope Nicholas proceeded. 
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Little Florence owes a man to great Rome; She 
who holds the dead one, let her be compelled to 
return a living one: Thus a new light has shone 
upon the world from the shores of Bethlehem.

## CCIII. Of him who subjugates himself to 
receive a guilty person. He who sells himself at 
interest buys absolutely nothing for himself.

## CCIV. That Rome ruled the world as long 
as it obeyed the laws. The City ruled the world, 
while it was subject to the law; Having spurned 
the reins of justice, it contracted its kingdom.

## CCV. That most chaste men are tenacious. 
You would scarcely see a man generous with his 
wealth and chaste in his body.

## CCVI. Of him who, raised in Arezzo, was 
abbot of Pomposa. He who is accustomed to sate 
his belly with tasteless lupins, Now belches forth 
sea-feasts from a swollen throat.

## CCVII. Of Lord Humbert the archbishop, 
who sat at the right hand of the pope, and I at the 
left. You, the stronger, take the sheep's seat; I take 
the goat's, The left has the right, and the right 
sometimes the left.

## CCVIII. Short Elegies on Secular Matters.
I mourn for you, wretches, whose mind is 

given to the flesh; you despise Heaven, you think 
profit the highest good. What shall I exhort you 
to, what shall I advise you to desire? Now, suck 
the ill-pleasing marrows of the world, fill your 
guts with food, load your limbs with fat, lest 
the worms that ever eat you should perish from 
leanness; extend your villas, watered by cool 
springs. Let there be no number for your coins, 
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no measure for your metals. Afterwards, your 
possession will be a narrow sepulcher. But as for 
you whom a hope more precious than yellow gold 
enriches, whose true riches are the rewards of life 
which no thief violates, nor does the devouring, 
trembling moth wickedly furrow, spurn the vain 
profits subject to sudden ruin; let the perishing 
world take its own gifts. Let the patrimonies of 
heaven suffice for the servants of Christ; let the 
coffer of the heart protect the excellent talent of 
faith. Let your study be to store up the glittering 
gems of the virtues, and to pluck out the ill-born 
thorns of the vices. Avoid the turbulent affairs of 
the wave-tossed world; let your free mind dwell 
continually on the sacred words. Let it now taste 
a little of the honey, that it may afterwards over
flow with it, so that our form may return to its 
own beginnings. Let these be the riches heaped 
up, let these be the honors sought; by these a man 
is rightly powerful, by these he becomes rich for 
ages.

CCIX. Against the Abbot of Cluny, who led him 
into Gaul. O Cluny, my death, you destroy my ad
vanced old age; you cause me not to be, while you 
ask that I be well, so that honey may flow for you, 
spices may redden your feasts, and a large pot 
may offer you seasoned foods. It becomes rough, 
so that even coarse bread is lacking from our 
tables; while I serve you banquets, black hunger 
awaits me.

CCX. Verses of a poor man. Devoid of ulcers, 
but filled with poverty, behold, Lazarus comes, 
who seeks to live on crumbs. The mouths of dogs 
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are absent, but the beaks of foot-travelers are 
not; the former lick the skin, the latter gnaw the 
teeming limbs.

CCXI. On the three-day fast. How you are ac
customed to strike a heavy heel on the three-day 
fast, a mind exercised by frequent battles knows 
from experience.

CCXII. He who says what he wants, hears 
what he does not want. He who says what he 
wants, often hears what he does not want; he 
who speaks what he loves, deserves to endure 
what he hates.

CCXIII. Epitaph of Peter Damian. What you 
are now, we were; you yourself will be what we 
are. Have no faith in these things, which you 
see are about to perish. Frivolous dreams run 
before sincere truths; ages succeed brief times. 
Live mindful of death, so that you may be able to 
live forever. Whatever is present, passes; behold, 
what remains is coming. How well he provided 
who left you, wicked world, to die to the flesh in 
mind before dying to you in the flesh. Prefer heav
enly things to earthly, lasting things to fleeting. 
Let the free mind seek again its own beginning. 
Let the spirit seek the heights, let it run back 
to the source from which it came forth; let it 
despise beneath itself whatever weighs down to 
the depths. Be mindful of me, I pray; piously 
look upon the ashes of Peter. With prayer, with a 
groan, say: "Spare him, O God."

CCXIV. Epitaph of Benno. Rimini, mourn, pour 
forth rivers of tears; your praise was Benno, 
alas! behold, he has fallen. Benno, the glory of 
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the kingdom, the glory of the Roman people, 
he was the father of his country, the light of 
Italy. The wretched felt him as an ally, the proud 
as harsh: he restored the fallen, he suppressed 
proud hearts. He becomes a roaring lion to one 
who fights, a tender lamb to the unarmed; hence 
he always remained just, thence pious. While he 
cultivates the laws of faith, while he knows not 
how to yield, holding firm the weights of rigid 
justice. The throat of this righteous man endured 
the blows of the wicked: through him peace 
flourished, the lot of war perished. I beseech you, 
wise men, weep for so dire a ruin, and pour forth 
pious vows to God for your companion.

CCXV. That you will be a worm, and by a worm 
you will be devoured. O man, you have been given 
to be devoured by the mouth of that which you 
will be; why, ash and worm, are you proud with a 
swollen neck?

CCXVI. He provokes to penitence. When the 
blood increases, the vein requires a bloodletter; a 
wound also makes one whole, a blow brings sal
vation. The mind generates a fluid, which pious 
confession purges; thus the blood of the soul 
flows out through the vein of the mouth. What 
it expels violates the entrails with lethal decay: 
be a vomiter of your own disease with a salutary 
effort, so that the stomach of the mind may be 
relieved of the mass of guilt.

CCXVII. Verses on the Simoniacs.
On the smith's anvil of Simon, and the dens of 

coin, God passes condemnation, overturning the 
pestiferous chairs: for the thief creeps through 
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back ways and detours, while the shepherd seeks 
the open doors with a free step. But where the 
wicked dealings of traffickers are absent, and 
no heavy talent for sale swells the treasury (cor
bonam), no seller stands in the way, because the 
commerce is not sordid; for what of the moneyed 
man, where money cannot harm? Indeed, what 
harm can a dirty hand do to the shoots of trees? 
Often a sick physician has given life-saving rice, 
slaves have begotten a champion, the blind have 
begotten one who sees, a foul sickbed of the 
great has brought forth a handsome man. Nor 
is offspring to be condemned for paternal faults. 
Each is pressed by his own burden, and is not held 
by the stain of a companion.

CCXVIII. A Rhythm Against the Simoniacs.
The turbulent crowd of the world, Error, and 

division, The Simoniac heresy, Zeal, and ambi
tion, Compel us to lament Under the duty of the 
pen.

Therefore let all things be written down 
Briefly from the beginning, From when the 
prelate of the highest see, Taught by the Holy 
Spirit, Began to clearly correct The shames of the 
wicked.

His voice was like that of a father Correcting 
his sons; As the Apostle's voice was Gentle to 
the Corinthians: Thus he showed himself gentle 
Towards his fellow bishops.

You know, brothers, that you have undertaken 
The governance of shepherds; Hence it befits you, 
as teachers, First to live rightly, To beseech, to 
rebuke, And then to argue.
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Not arrogant, not puffed up, Not swollen with 
wine. Not in precious vestments, But shining 
with virtue, Not harming without cause The 
chaste and the sober.

Let the deeds of the Fathers be ready at hand, 
And the holy canons; Let the weak and the poor 
be refreshed With your food; Let the weeping 
mother of orphans Not cry out before you.

Let the decorated horses depart, Let the blind 
pettifoggers depart, Let the hunting dogs And the 
tales of mimes depart, And the rapacious hawks 
And also the chattering birds.

In addition to this, execrate The leprous 
heresy of Simon, And at the same time the crime 
Of adultery of priests; Let the domination of the 
laity Depart from the Churches.

Behold the warnings of the glorious Pope Gre
gory, Behold the words of the catholic prelate Of 
the highest see, On account of which the citizens 
of Babylon Rush upon him.

And hence the Caesar's wrath Flared up in the 
Church, Thence the pride of the prelates Swelled 
against him, The priest of the peoples Rages from 
the Church.

From the time when Simon against Peter Built 
a tower of magic, Thence he fell, struck By the 
cornerstone, Against whose blow, plainly, Noth
ing is durable.

The king of the one is Christ, The other is 
Leviathan; The former over the hosts of life, the 
latter of death Reigns: Therefore, which of them 
will be the victor No sane person doubts.
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Therefore let all come to their senses, And 
return to their hearts, Who not purely, not sin
cerely, But with a malevolent mind, Gnaw at and 
tear apart The priest of the peoples.

But may those whom the apostolic faith Has 
fed, Be strengthened and founded On the solid 
rock of Peter, So that after the battle they may 
fully obtain The victory. Amen.

CCXIX. An Exhortation to Damian, that he 
might become a monk.

O Omnipotent One, let us act; teach us, that 
we may do what He did. The laws of the marriage 
bed are wanting, if the path of Christ is trodden. 
You are now a father; grant space to the offspring 
that follows, so that your footsteps may be open 
to their contiguous soles, and the crop may burst 
forth, while that which produced it does not 
stand in the way, the shoots languishing, placed 
under the maternal branches. The old leaves 
readily fall away for the buds of flowers, and 
the grass, once its seed has sprung up, calls for 
the cutting scythe. Beginning, therefore, to be 
plucked from the earthly turf to be transplanted 
to heaven, may hope, animated from this, grow 
strong: thus may the root of the heart transfer 
itself to the fields of heaven, and may fruit burst 
forth on the tree, never to fall.

CCXX. A Rhythm of a Penitent Monk.
Who will give a flood of weeping to my un

happy head, who will give a fountain of tears to 
my eyes? By weeping, O pupils, cover yourselves 
in darkness! Woe to me, who have fallen!
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Not the drops of the sea, not the sands of the 
shore, can equal the wickedness of my crimes; 
They exceed the stars and the raindrops in num
ber, the mountains in weight.

For to what vices am I not subject, I who have 
always been a slave to depraved habits? Loosed 
from God, I have lived by the laws of the flesh, 
flowing down to the lowest things.

I have spurned the precepts, I have dared 
the forbidden, I have subverted many through 
wicked judgments; Harmful to myself, useless to 
others, I am constrained on both sides.

I am not worthy to look upon heaven with my 
eyes, nor to utter the name of God with my lips; 
Gnawing guilt forbids me to tread the threshold 
of the sacred temple.

Now also, though dedicated to sacred duties, I 
am spurred by the allurements of my old life; The 
rights of a tyrant reclaim me as a fugitive slave.

I try to weep, but my heart is hard as stone; I 
persist in prayers, but my spirit wanders away; I 
seek the light, but the shadows of phantoms are 
immediately present.

Anger makes me savage, pride makes me 
swollen, gluttony makes me voracious, vainglory 
(cenodoxia) makes me empty; The gnashing bar
barity of all crimes attempts to subdue me.

Often I resist and take up arms; I clash with 
myself, I fight against myself; But when the law of 
the spirit yields to the law of the flesh, it becomes 
prey for the enemy.

Often my heart is kindled with divine fire, 
and my mind, transcending itself, is snatched up 
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to the heights; But it falls, pressed down by the 
weight of its innate corruption.

The inaccessible light glimmers as if through 
cracks, for which my attentive mind thirstily 
gasps; But behold, the encroaching shadow of the 
flesh dulls its gaze.

I weep for my soul, wounded by a thousand 
darts of the ancient enemy, destroyed in sin; O 
You who, by dying, made void the laws of death, 
may it rise again through You.

O palm of the just and hope of penitents, give, 
O Christ, Your hand, and having drawn me from 
the depths, release me from my sins, and from 
here snatch me away from imminent harms.

You do not spurn the tears of the sinful 
woman; You receive the penitent publican; You 
promise to give life to the thief already placed in 
death.

Through these bowels of mercy, I beseech You, 
free me also from the chains of so many faults; I 
deserve wrath; pour forth Your clemency, O fount 
of piety.

Grant that I may always obey Your commands, 
and so make me worthy of the supernal rewards, 
You who, equal to the Father and the Holy Spirit, 
govern all things. Amen.

221. A rhythm on the misery of abbots.
The Holy Church now mourns, weeps, and 

laments, when she sees such great misery of her 
abbots, and contemplates their various dangers.

Scarcely any abbot now is able to be a monk, 
while he endures diverse and harmful business: 
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And, what he wishes to endure, he suffers as if he 
were unjust.

Like a servant of the monks, he bears their 
pride within, and outside he sustains the annoy
ance of many affairs; the abbot's neck carries this 
double servitude.

The brothers want the abbot to live spiritually, 
yet they force him to proceed through secular 
matters. Who can advance through such diverse 
paths?

For while he rides, it is soon said to be wan
dering; for his remaining in the cloister is called 
dullness; whatever the wretched man does, it is 
always a subject of detraction.

While he corrects the delinquents, all pro
claim him impious; if sometimes he spares them, 
they say he is lukewarm. Who, I ask, can bear a 
crowd so ambiguous?

If he imitates Phinehas, he flees or is expelled: 
if Eli, then he is mocked and made light of; he is 
hateful if fervent, and base if lukewarm.

Perhaps he is able to correct deeds if they 
are light, and those which demand only two or 
one pardon; but the heavier ones the abbot sup
presses, lest he perish.

For if he wishes to speak anything concern
ing unclean vice, internal sedition of the monks 
arises, and his destruction is immediately plotted 
in secret.

56 If sometimes he either fasts, or keeps 
silence, they soon say the abbot is devoted to 
vain praise; and if he speaks or gives orders, he is 
reprimanded like a thief.
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If the abbot makes a speech, he is marked as 
garrulous: and if, remaining silent, he expounds 
nothing, he is marked as foolish; let him turn 
hither or proceed thither, he will always be anx
ious.

Inside and outside, if any adversity happens, 
all the brothers attribute this to the abbot's negli
gence: they gnaw at him, and gnaw at him again, 
and call him a beast.

If the holy house does not grow, they inveigh 
against the abbot: if it grows, they soon attack the 
abbot like enemies; like an anvil, so do they all 
strike the abbot together.

O blessed is such a head, which is gnawed by 
its members! A good shepherd, whom the savage 
teeth of his sheep feed upon! A happy father, who 
fears the bites of all his sons!

The abbot tolerates this evil of the monks 
within, and simultaneously bears the burdens 
of seculars outside; he is anxious and saddened 
because all things press upon him so.

For, pressed by cares, he halves the night with 
words, and often anticipates the dawn in order to 
speak; afterwards he continues the whole day in 
speaking.

These and very many other things the prelate 
sustains; the seculars prick him from without, 
the brothers wound him from within; the former 
pursue his body, the latter gnaw at his vitals.

Tell me, I ask, dear prelate, what is this dig
nity? Inside is pain, outside is labor; on all sides 
is calamity. The body, I confess, and the soul are 
destroyed by these evils.
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Which of the abbots, I ask, is able now in this 
iron age, amid so many calamities, to bear fertile 
branches? The honors of prelates are certainly 
barren now.

Yield to these honors, venerable abbots; will
ingly cast away now the heavy and empty 
burden; and for the rest, live quietly and securely.

57 222. Rubric concerning all the orders of all 
men living in this world.

Bishops, pay attention, discern the words of 
God: the Lord has commanded you to die for your 
sheep.

If you do in works the good things which you 
speak, you will give good examples to the sons 
entrusted to you.

Presbyters, deacons, who carry the vessels of 
the Lord, be always clean in the sight of the Most 
High.

He who wishes to be a canon, let him be 
good and suitable, let him obey the bishop as a 
renowned elder.

Let him come to matins when the sign of 
the hour resounds; setting aside laziness, let him 
hasten to the offices.

Let parish priests rightly hear what the holy 
fathers proclaim: that they should leave acquired 
estates to the Church.

Let the master learned in letters give stripes to 
the disciples: so that, taught from infancy, they 
may taste doctrine well.

Let scribes write truthful letters in a straight 
line, and let them complete the proper distinc
tions all the way to the end.
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An illiterate cleric devoted to pride, despising 
the mysteries, lies like a foolish beast.

He runs about through the basilica out of ex
cessive vanity; if he remains in one place, he looks 
back with a twisted neck;

He does not announce the words of God, he 
always mutters privately; and he recites empty 
and vacuous parables.

Let the abbots always be vigilant against every 
crime; let them not abandon holy studies for the 
sake of the world's cunning.

He cannot be a monk who is a wanderer and 
improvident; if he lives without a rule, he will 
perish by the worst death.

Monks devoted to God, keep the law excel
lently; living with a chaste body, despise all 
earthly things.

Power is in the people, given by the highest 
Lord, and with faith... ... who have made oaths.

Let him not overturn true judgments for any 
evil desert, or for an agreed price, or for any 
friendship.

Let the judge sitting in court 58 not hope for 
lucre, but let him rightly fear God, and swift finish 
the law.

Witnesses, presume to speak false things for 
no reward, but say true words in the presence of 
the true Prince.

Let notaries be truthful, holding the faith of 
their mind: nor let them ever write false things on 
charters for money.
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Let the stewards of the people, and all vice-
lords, not twist justice, nor consume the service-
dues.

Those holding offices, let them not agree with 
the wicked, yet let them serve rightly, lest they 
lose good merits.

Let advocates not defraud pleas by any art; let 
them relax the vices of the heart, and search out 
judgments.

Let no counselor, or whisperer, on account of 
worldly prosperity, trust himself in glory.

Let the envoy know how to relate his messages 
prudently, lest, stupefied in public, he speak a 
useless word.

One well-nourished and wise, truly fearing 
God, is to be loved by the Lord and praised by the 
people.

The receiver concealing vices, as a false pipe 
sings, by laughing ill sows words previously in 
the heart.

The hypocrite pretending conceals many 
vices, shows a placid face, but carries a sword in 
his heart.

The most wretched drunkards rage like mad
men, they lose the memory of the mind, and 
think of nothing good.

Hear also, laymen, who serve Christ: never 
despise the shepherds for any crime; perfect it in 
works, describe it in your hearts.

Before death comes, give tithes to God: you 
will depart securely from here, and you will pos
sess heaven.
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But love your wives, correct your children; yet 
rule your handmaids, and assign work to them.

He who fears the God of all, let him not swear 
by business: nor out of concupiscence let him 
defraud the price of any.

Let leaders with benefits come together mutu
ally, let them serve God with faith. 59 A soldier 
traversing to battle, let him keep God in mind: 
let scoundrels always beware lest they say more 
than they hear:

Those pleasing through a lie commit the 
greatest sin; they appear vile to the world, and are 
in reproach.

Let the power cleanse vices, thefts, and rob
beries; so that the rest, terrified, may fear to suffer 
the penalty.

Married women, keep faith prudently; 
arrange your homes, and run to the temple of 
God.

Change your garment, widows, live in 
chastity: flee from those who are luxurious, lest 
they be able to deceive you.

Let girls guard themselves from all vain glory, 
lest in their burning youth they fall into adulter
ies.

Harlots, convert, seek pardon for yourselves: 
He who is always accustomed to spare expects 
you daily.

Servants, serve your lord with a right mind: 
and let handmaids serve usefully in like manner.

Let not any faithful soul have joy in prosperity 
or sadness in adversity above measure.
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All you who live in the world, serve the Lord, so 
that aided by His right hand you may reign above 
the stars.

223. Rhythm concerning the day of death.
With heavy terror you strike me, last day 

of life. The heart mourns, the kidneys fail, the 
wounded vitals tremble, while the anxious mind 
depicts your image to itself.

For who can explain that fearful spectacle, 
when, with the course of life measured out, the 
soul struggles to be loosed from the bonds of the 
sick flesh, approaching its exit?

Sensation perishes, the tongue grows stiff, the 
eyes are loosed, the chest palpitates, the hoarse 
throat of the man gasps, the limbs are stupefied, 
the face grows pale, the beauty of the body 
departs.

Behold, parties of diverse spirits flock to
gether; on this side angelic virtues, on that side 
a crowd of demons; they approach nearer, where 
merit invites them.

Present also are thoughts, words, courses, 
works; 60 and before the eyes of the unwilling all 
are gathered: let him stretch thither, let him turn 
hither, he sees them placed before him.

Biting conscience itself torments its guilty 
one, it weeps that the times for correcting deeds 
have flowed away; full of grief, the late repen
tance lacks fruit.

The false sweetness of the flesh is then turned 
into bitterness, when perpetual punishment fol
lows brief pleasure: now what was believed great 
is discerned to have been nothing.
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And the mind is raised to the glory of the high
est light, spurns the mud of the flesh, in which it 
had wallowed immersed, and is freed joyfully as 
if from a prison bond.

But the soul, having departed, experiences a 
hard journey, where furious hosts of dire plague 
assault it, and instruct diverse battles in their 
places.

For here the instigators of gluttony, there 
of avarice, elsewhere the patrons of anger, else
where of pride; the band of every vice prepares its 
own battle lines.

Now if one troop yields, another soon rises up: 
every art of war is tried, every machine of battle, 
lest the soul escape thus from the shame of the 
enemies.

O how grim are the monsters of the savage 
warriors! Foul, fierce, truculent, they breathe 
flames from their nostrils, their dragon necks 
swell, their jaws drip poison.

They arm their hands skilled in battles with 
serpentine coils, with these they attack the arriv
ing ones as with iron weapons: with these, those 
whom they drag along they consign to eternal 
fires.

I ask, Christ, unvanquished King, that You 
succor a wretched one, exactly at the hour of 
extreme death, when bidden I shall depart: let no 
right over me be granted to the impious tyrant.

Let the prince of darkness fall, let the tartarean 
faction fall: Shepherd, lead the sheep now re
deemed back to the fatherland, where for the 
sake of seeing you I may enjoy for ages. Amen.
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62 224. Against those who are secure concern
ing the vengeance of the king, but are unable to 
evade Christ. Rhythm.

All the reprobates rejoice and are glad to
gether, who previously awaited the coming of the 
king in terror; they roar, yield, swell up, and insult 
the wretched.

And those who are to be mourned with all 
fountains of tears, are lifted up on high by the 
horns of pride, thinking frenzy to be strength, 
they laugh at the sane who weep.

But what does it avail, O perverse ones, O 
sons of Gehenna! not to avoid, but to change the 
tribunal of judgment? Safe under a mortal king, 
you do not evade Christ.

Behold, He will come like lightning, menacing 
and terrible, the heat of the sun, the whiteness 
of the moon will be enveloped in darkness, the 
stars torn from the hinge of heaven will seek the 
depths of the earth.

The earth will burn from its foundations, the 
climates of heaven will tremble, the elements will 
be disturbed, thunders will roar, fiery flashes will 
gleam, frequent lightnings will fall.

In the fury of His coming a mighty tempest 
arises, the entire trembling fabric of the world 
is shattered, a globe of seething flame blows 
through the vast air.

Then all the impious who pierced Him will 
discern Him, resting on a fiery throne with terri
ble appearance, they will beseech the mountains, 
they will pray to the hills, asking to be crushed.

109



S A C R E D  P O E M S  A N D  P RAY E RS

Soon the secrets of the hearts of each will be 
open to all, words, deeds, mind will be seen, like 
a solid body, and will bear bitter witness against 
their authors.

The very iniquitous spirits themselves, 
rereading the shameful acts which they had sug
gested, ploughed in long scrolls, explain them, 
and enumerate the places, times, and manners of 
the deeds.

All the hosts of angels are angry with the 
depraved, the elements oppose them, heaven, 
earth, lifeless things, every creature of things 
threatens them contrarily.

Behold, the head of the iniquitous, that fierce 
beast, is dragged stripped before the presence of 
all: its arts, thefts, guiles, frauds and contrivances 
be patent.

225. Thus far concerning the coming; from 
here on concerning the punishments of hell.

O with how dire, how horrendous a voice the 
Judge intones, when He commands the cursed to 
be submerged in prepared flames; soon swallow
ing them living the pot of Styx devours them.

The unhappy are vaporized inside and from 
without; the crackling flames hiss, like a burning 
furnace: they flow forth from their mouth, nos
trils, and from their very eyes.

Immortal death slays, nor does it utterly 
destroy: fire burns, not consumes, and receives 
no failure: life dies, death lives; the end always 
begins.
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Seven plagues renew revived punishments; 
smoke, stench, cold, heat, hunger, fiery thirst, 
worms that corrode the vitals are never glutted.

There pain, torment, weeping, gnashing of 
teeth, present are the roarings of lions, the 
hissings of serpents: mingled with which are 
confounded the howlings of the weeping.

Dragons of trabean mass open wide their 
throats, whose eyes hurl fiery arrows; their tails 
produce the claws of scorpions, their feet produce 
vipers.

They tend indeed to non-being, but they cease 
not to be: they live to death, they wish to die, but 
they absolutely cannot: those who lived badly 
endure life as a torment.

Put these things before your eyes, madmen, in 
fear; consider and ponder these things with sub
tle study, and loose the necks of your mind from 
the bonds of depraved habits.

For He is prepared to grant pardon to the 
converted, who as yet restrains the sentence of 
vengeance for the perverse. Salvation, honor to 
the pious King through eternal ages. Amen.

226. Concerning the glory of paradise. 
Rhythm.

To the fount of perennial life the parched mind 
has thirsted, the soul seeks that the closed clois
ters of the flesh be broken soon: the exile yearns, 
strives, and struggles to enjoy the fatherland.

63 While it groans that it is subject to pres
sures and tribulations, it contemplates the glory 
which it lost when it transgressed. Present evil 
increases the memory of lost good.
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For who can utter how great is the joy of high
est peace, where buildings rise of living pearls, 
lofty roofs gleam with gold, the dining-halls ra
diate!

This structure is bound with precious gems 
alone, the street of the city is paved with pure 
gold like glass: mud is absent, filth is lacking, no 
pestilence is seen.

Bristling winter, torrid summer never rage 
there: the purple flower of roses makes perpetual 
spring: lilies gleam white, the crocus grows red, 
balsam sweats.

Meadows are green, crops are verdant, rivers 
of honey flow in, the odor of pigments and the 
liquid of spices breathes, the apples of florid 
groves hang never to fall.

The moon does not alternate its phases, nor 
the sun, nor the courses of the stars: the Lamb is 
the unsetting light of the happy City; night and 
time are lacking to it, it bears a continuous day.

For also all the saints shine like the bright sun. 
Crowned after triumph they rejoice mutually to
gether, and prostrate, now secure, they recount 
the battles of the conquered enemy.

Defecated from every stain they know not the 
wars of the flesh, the flesh made spiritual and 
the mind feel as one: enjoying much peace they 
endure no scandals.

Stripped of mutable things they seek again 
their origin, and they contemplate the present 
form of truth, hence they draw the vital sweet
ness of the living fount.
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Thence they always receive the same state of 
existing, bright, vivid, joyous, 64 they are subject 
to no falls: diseases are absent, old age to the 
always healthy youths.

Hence they hold a perennial being, for passing 
away has passed: thence they are green, they are 
vigorous, they flourish, corruption has collapsed, 
the vigor of immortality has swallowed up the 
right of death.

They who know Him who knows all things, 
know all things, who cannot not know; for they 
penetrate also the secrets of each other's breast: 
they will one thing, they nil one thing, there is 
unity of minds.

Although the merit may be diverse for each 
according to labor, charity makes this its own 
which it loves in another: thus the proper thing 
of individuals becomes the common thing of all.

Where the body is, thither by right the eagles 
are gathered, that there the souls may be recre
ated with angels and saints: the citizens of both 
fatherlands live by one bread.

Eager, and always full, they desire what they 
have: satiety does not disgust, nor does hunger 
torment: hungering they always eat, and eating 
they hunger.

The melodious voice always resounds with 
new harmonies, and, produced in jubilee, the 
organs soothe the ears; they give worthy praises 
to the King, through whom they are victors.

Happy the soul of heaven which discerns 
the present King, and beneath the high throne 
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watches the fabric of the world revolved, the sun, 
the moon, and the globose stars with the planets.

Christ, palm of warriors, introduce me into 
this municipality after the military belt is loosed: 
make me a sharer of the donative of the blessed 
citizens.

Grant unexhausted strength to the one labor
ing in battle: that You may owe rest to the veteran 
after he is girt: and that I may merit to possess 
You as a prize without end. Amen.

227. Rhythm on the death of Wido.
You have heard that something recently hap

pened swiftly, that the most illustrious Wido has 
paid the debt of death.

Surrounded by the ambushes of his own sol
dier, while the enemy held him captive, struck on 
the head he fell.

While he began to fall from his horse, pierced 
by a second wound, so that the two wounds 
might purge the vices of mind and flesh.

Let he be given to the demons to be tormented 
longer, he is given over to the hands of his own 
men, so that he might die more quickly.

Christ, who now do not judge, nor condemn 
in perpetuity, let there be a remedy for Wido, 
because he bore punishment here.

Let it profit him, Most Pious One, that he 
studied to visit the most sacred places worthy of 
Your presence.

To discern Your manger, what is it but to be
lieve You born there of the Virgin, true light from 
light?
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To inspect Your glorious sepulcher, Lord, what 
is it, unless to truly believe that You rose from 
thence?

While the mount of Olives is climbed, You are 
believed to have returned to the heavens: spare 
Wido, Lord, then when You will have returned as 
Judge.

Here once and again he sought Your tomb, 
he deliberated a third time, a term having been 
granted to him.

He had this in his affection, even if he could 
not in effect, repay with an equal reward, O gra
tuitous bestower of grace!

A suppliant, he frequently approached the 
place of the blessed Virgin, the most famous in 
the whole world, and cultivated it as he could.

Often seeking the great suffrages of the Apos
tles, as I hope, he came to Rome more than 
twenty-five times.

Those whom he sought as helpers, he estab
lished as advocates, and while he survived he 
applied himself to them by his own force.

Someone says of him that he was excessively 
fragile; and I say very much that God is propi
tious.

I am unable to say anything sinister about 
anyone, I have written of his journeys, which are 
on the right side.

If it pleases anyone to read, and he wishes to 
discern justly, they do not look towards Tartarus, 
but towards the joys of the saints.

115



S A C R E D  P O E M S  A N D  P RAY E RS

He who wishes to learn to the full the knowl
edge of so great an evil, first ought to know the 
Aubertine wickedness.

This man plotted to destroy at one time 
two lords whom he had, falsely, as has clearly 
appeared.

The one, who did not survive, when he heard, 
grieved that his companion, nearest to him by 
nature, had fallen.

The perpetrator of so great a crime, under the 
shadow of a false soldier, promised these some
times by hands and perjury.

That he would preserve suitable faith to them, 
and continuous peace for all time, as long as he 
lived in the body.

If these treaties stand firm, God, who knows 
all things, Himself knows, let Himself judge, let 
Him vindicate as it pleases Him.

And my tongue will exult in Your justice, O 
God.
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