
Psalm 19:9-14 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The fear of the Lord is clean and endures for ever; the judgements of the Lord are true 
and righteous altogether. More to be desired are they than gold, more than much fine 
gold, sweeter far than honey, than honey in the comb. R  
 
   By them also is your servant enlightened, and in keeping them there is great reward. 
Who can tell how often he offends? cleanse me from my secret faults. R  
 
   Above all, keep your servant from presumptuous sins; let them not get dominion over 
me; then shall I be whole and sound, and innocent of a great offense. Let the words of 
my mouth and the meditation of my heart be acceptable in your sight, O Lord, my 
strength and my redeemer. R     

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 



Anthem  ‘This Joyful Eastertide’  

                                        – 17th-cent. Dutch, arr. Alan Bullard (Text: G. R. Woodward) 

 

This joyful Eastertide, away with sin and sorrow! My Love, the Crucified, hath 

sprung to life this morrow.  

 

Refrain:    Had Christ, that once was slain,  

                Ne’er burst his three-day prison,  

                Our faith had been in vain:  

               But now hath Christ arisen!  

   

 My flesh in hope shall rest, and for a season slumber: till songs from east to west 

shall wake the dead in number. Refrain  

    

Death’s flood has lost his chill, since Jesus crossed the river; lover of souls, from ill 

my passing soul deliver. Refrain 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 


