


“ I n  t h e  P s a l m s  w e  l o o k  i n t o  t h e  h e a r t  o f  a l l  t h e  s a i n t s ,  a n d  w e  

s e e m  t o  g a z e  i n t o  f a i r  p l e a s u r e  g a r d e n s  —  i n t o  h e a v e n  i t s e l f ,  

i n d e e d  —  w h e r e  b l o o m s  i n  s w e e t ,  r e f r e s h i n g ,  g l a d d e n i n g  f l o w e r s  

o f  h o l y  a n d  h a p p y  t h o u g h t s  a b o u t  G o d  a n d  a l l  h i s  b e n e f i t s . ”  

—  Mart i n  L uth er



Y O U  W I L L  N O T   

A B A N D O N  M Y  S O U L  

—  P s a l m  1 6  —



A Miktam Of David .



Pr es erve  me ,  O  G od ,  f o r  i n  you  I  tak e  r e f ug e .  

                                               —  vs  1



I  s ay  to  th e  L O RD ,  “ Y ou  ar e  my  L ord ;  

        I  h ave  n o  G ood  apart  f rom  you . ”  

                                        —  vs  2



As  f or  th e  sa i nts  i n  t h e  land ,  t h ey  ar e  th e  exc e l l ent  on es ,  

i n  whom  i s  a l l  my  d e l i g ht .    

                                                                    —  vs  3



The  s orrows  o f  t hos e  who  run  a ft er  anoth er  g od  s ha l l  mu lt i p ly ;   

t h e i r  d r i n k  o f f e r i n gs  o f  b l ood  I  w i l l  n ot  p our  o ut   

o r  take  th e i r  names  on  my  l i p s .    

                                                                             —  vs  4



“ T h e r e  o n c e  w a s  i n  m a n  a  t r u e  h a p p i n e s s  o f  w h i c h  n o w  r e m a i n s   

t o  h i m  o n l y  t h e  m a r k  a n d  e m p t y  t r a c e ,  w h i c h  h e  i n  v a i n  t r i e s   

t o  f i l l  f r o m  a l l  h i s  s u r r o u n d i n g s ,  s e e k i n g  f r o m  t h i n g s  a b s e n t  t h e  

h e l p  h e  d o e s  n o t  o b t a i n  i n  t h i n g s  p r e s e n t .  B u t  t h e s e  a r e  a l l  

i n a d e q u a t e ,  b e c a u s e  t h e  i n f i n i t e  a b y s s  c a n  o n l y  b e  f i l l e d  b y  a n  

i n f i n i t e  a n d  i m m u t a b l e  o b j e c t ,  t h a t  i s  t o  s a y ,  o n l y  b y  G o d  H i m s e l f . ”  

—  B la i s e  Pasca l



The  L O RD  i s  my  c hos en  p ort i o n  and  my  cup ;  

Y ou  h o l d  my  l ot .  

T h e  l i n e s  have  fa l l en  f or  me  i n  p l easant  p lac es ;  

I n d e e d ,  I  h ave  a  b eaut i f u l  i n h e r i tanc e .  

                                                  —  vv  5 - 6



I  b l e ss  th e  L O RD  who  g i v e s  me  c ouns e l ;  

        I n  t h e  n i g ht  a lso  my  h eart  i n structs  me .  

                                                   —  vs  7



I  h ave  s et  th e  L O RD  a lways  b e f or e  me ;  

        B e caus e  h e  i s  at  my  r i g ht  hand ,  I  s ha l l  n ot  b e  s haken .  

                                                                    —  vs  8



Ther e f or e  my  h eart  i s  g lad ,  a nd  my  whol e  b e i n g  r e j o i c e s ;  

My  f l e sh  a l so  dwel ls  s e cur e .  

F o r  you  w i l l  n ot  abandon  my  sou l  to  S h eo l ,  

O r  l et  your  h o ly  on e  s e e  c orrupt i o n .  

                                                             —  vv  9 - 1 0



You  make  known  to  me  th e  path  o f  l i f e ;  

I n  your  p r es enc e  th er e  i s  f u l l n ess  o f  j oy ;   

At  your  r i g ht  hand  ar e  p l easur es  f or evermore .  

                                                           —  vs  1 1



HOW DO ES  TH I S  P SA LM  

PO I NT  TO  J E SUS ?




