
 
Proper 12 (Year C) 

Sunday Closest to July 27 
 

Psalm 138 
 

  Arranged by James McGregor 
 

 
REFRAIN    Sung by cantor and repeated by all 

 CevrvzYvzzzyvuvcyvzzYv,vevzrvzzzzyvzuvyvivzzzzz 
                 When I  cálled, you   án-swered me;        O  Lórd, your lóve en-dúres 

CuvYvYv/ 
        for   év-  er. 
 
 
VERSES    Sung by cantor 

Cyvuiv8vvvvvvvvvvivzzzzUvcIv.v8vvzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzz 
1.       Í     will give thánks to yóu, O Lórd, with my whóle héart;  *   before the  

CivyvuivuvycvYv/cv8vvvvvvvvvvvvvzz 
        Góds I    will  síng your práise.   2.  I will bów dówn toward your hóly témple 

CivivcuvcIvc.v8vvvzzzzivyvuivuvyvYv/ 
       and práise your Náme,   *   becáuse of your lóve and  fáith-ful- ness. 
 
  All repeat refrain 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Cyvuiv8vvvzzivuvcIvc.v8vvvivyvuivUvvzzz 
3.     For   yóu  have gló-ri-fied your Náme     *  and your wórd  a-   bóve áll  

CYvc/vv8vvjivvuvizzvyzzzvYv.vc8vvvccizzzzzzzvzzzzzzz 
      thíngs      4.  When I cálled,  you  án-swered me;    *    you incréased  my  

CzyvzzzzzuivUvYv/ 
      stréngth with- ín   me. All repeat refrain 
 

Cyvuiv8vvvvvvvvvivuvIvc.vc8vvvvv 
5.     Áll    the   kíngs of the éarth will práise you, O   Lórd,  *   when they have  

CivyvuivuvyvzzzYv/vc8vvvvvvvvivuvIv.zzzzzz 
      héard the wórds of  your móuth. 6.  They will síng of the wáys of   the Lórd,  * 

C8vvvivyvuivuvyvYv/ 
       that gréat is the gló-   ry     of   the Lórd. All repeat refrain 
 

 
 
 
 



Vyvzzzuiv8vvvvvvvivuvIvYcv.v8vvvvivzzzzz 
7. Though the  Lórd be hígh, he cáres  for  the   lów- ly;     *   he percéives   the  

CyvuivuvyvYv/cv8vvvvvvvvvvvvvvvzz 
       háugh-ty   from  a-  fár.     8. Though I wálk in the mídst of tróuble you kéep  

CuvIvc.v 8cvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvmzzx 
         me safe;     *  you stretch for your hand against the fury of my enemies; 
 

CivxxjivyvuivUvYv/ 
        your right hand shall  save  me. 
  All repeat refrain 

Cyvuiv8cvvvvzzzzzzzzzzzivuvIvYv.v8vvvvvvvzzzzzz 
9.     The Lórd  will máke góod his púr-pose for   me;  *   O Lórd, your lóve  

C8vvvvvvvvvvivyvuivuvyvYv/ 
        endúres for éver;   do nót a-bán-don the wórks of  your hánds. 
 
  All repeat refrain 
         

 


