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It is góod to give thanks 1. to the Lord  [A] 
to make music to your name, O Most High, [B] 
to proclaim your love in the morning  [E] 
and your truth in the watches of the night.  [F]

The just will flourish 2. like the palm–tree  [B] 
and grow like a Lebanon cedar.  [F]

Plánted in the house of the Lord [A] 
they will flourish in the courts of our God, [B] 
still bearing fruit when they are old, [C] 
still full of sap, still green, [D] 
to proclaim that the Lord is just. [E] 
In him, my rock, there is no wrong. [F]

Psalm 91 (92): 2–3. 13–16 ± cf. v.2 
11th Sunday in Ordinary Time, Year B•	
8th Sunday in Ordinary Time, Year C•	

This setting was originally written for a celebration of Saturday Morning Prayer, Week II
Text from The Psalms, a new translation © 1963 The Grail (England) administered by HarperCollins. 

Music © 2006 Martin Foster. www.bearmusic.info 
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It is góod to give thanks to the Lord 
to make music to your name, O Most High, 
to proclaim your love in the morning 
and your truth in the watches of the night, 
on the ten-stringed lyre and the lute, 
with the murmuring sound of the harp.

Your déeds, O Lord, have made me glad; 
for the work of your hands I shout with joy. 
O Lord, how great are your works! 
How deep are your designs! 
The just will flourish like the palm–tree 
and grow like a Lebanon cedar.

Plánted in the house of the Lord 
they will flourish in the courts of our God, 
still bearing fruit when they are old, 
still full of sap, still green, 
to proclaim that the Lord is just. 
In him, my rock, there is no wrong.

Text from The Psalms, a new translation © 1963 The Grail (England) administered by HarperCollins. 
Music © 2006 Martin Foster. www.bearmusic.info


