








               
My soul wear- ies for the Lord, and I seek Him in tears.

            









2      
How should I not seek Him?

     









3                
When I was with Him my soul was glad and at rest,
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4               
and the en - e - my could not come near me.

              









5                
Oh why did I grieve my be- lov-ed God?











6                 
But now the spi - rit of e - vil has gained pow-er ov-er me,

              









7          
ha - ras - sing and op - pres - sing my soul,
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8                 
so that I wear - - y for the Lord e - ven un - to death.

             









9                
Oh why did I grieve my be- lov-ed God?

               









10          
And my spir - - - - - it strains to God,

         









11           
and there is nought on earth can make me glad,
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12

             
'nor can my soul take com - - - fort in an - y thing,

             









13        
but longs once more to see the Lord,

       









14            
that her hun - ger may be ap-peased.

        









15                
Oh why did I grieve my be- lov-ed God?
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16

              
I can-not for - get Him for a sin - gle mo - ment,

            









17

        
and my soul lan - guish - es af - ter Him

        









18

          
and from the mul - ti - tude of my af - flic - tions.

          









19      
Why did I grieve my Lord?
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20       
I lift up my voice and cry:

      









21         
"Have mer - cy up - on me, O God.

        









22               
Have mer - - - cy on Thy fal - len crea-ture."

              









23                
Oh why did I grieve my be- lov-ed God?                           
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24

       
The des - ert can - not plea - sure me;

       









25

              
nor the high moun - tains, nor mea - dow nor for - est,

          









26      
nor the sing - ing of birds.

     









27

              
I have no plea - sure in a - ny thing.
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28                
Oh why did I grieve my be- lov-ed God?

                                        









29           
My soul sor - rows with a great sor - row:

         









30    
I have grieved God.

   









31      
Why did I grieve my Lord?
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32

                
And were the Lord to set me down in par-a-dise a - gain

              









33          
there, too, would I sor - row and weep.

         









34                
Oh why did I grieve my be- lov-ed God?
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