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Ant. Innocent babies were slain for Christ, 
sucklings were killed by a wicked king. Now they 
follow the Lamb without spot and cry without 
ceasing, Glory be to thee, O Lord. 
 
My soul proclaims the greatness of the Lord,  
my spirit rejoices in God my Savior 
for he has looked with favor on his lowly servant.  

From this day all generations will call me blessed:  
the Almighty has done great things for me,  
and holy is his Name. 

He has mercy on those who fear him 
in every generation.  

He has shown the strength of his arm,  
he has scattered the proud in their conceit. 

He has cast down the mighty from their thrones,  
and has lifted up the lowly.  

He has filled the hungry with good things,  
and the rich he has sent away empty. 

He has come to the help of his servant Israel 
for he remembered his promise of mercy,  
the promise he made to our fathers,  
to Abraham and his children forever. 

III. Regina caeli, laetare, alleluia; quia quem 
meruisti portare, alleluia; resurrexit sicut dixit, 
alleluia; ora pro nobis Deum, alleluia. 
 
IV. Salve Regina, mater misericordiae, vita, 
dulcedo, et spes nostra salve. Ad te clamamus, 
exules filii Evae. Ad te suspiramus, gementes et 
flentes, in hac lacrimarum valle. Eia ergo, 
advocate nostra, illos tuos misericordes oculos, 
ad nos converte. Et Jesum, benedictum fructum 
ventris tui, nobis post hoc exsilium ostende. O 
Clemens, o pia, o dulcis virgo Maria. 

Ant. Innocéntes pro Christo infántes occísi sunt, ab 
iníquo rege lacténtes interfécti sunt: ipsum 
sequúntur Agnum sine mácula, et dicunt semper: 
Glória tibi, Dómine. 
 
Magnificat anima mea Dominum;  
Et exultavit spiritus meus in Deo salutari meo,  

Quia respexit humilitatem ancillae suae; ecce enim 
ex hoc beatam me dicent omnes generationes.  

Quia fecit mihi magna qui potens est, et sanctum 
nomen ejus, Et misericordia ejus a progenie in 
progenies timentibus eum.  

Fecit potentiam brachio suo;  
Dispersit superbos mente cordis sui.  

Deposuit potentes de sede, et exaltavit humiles.  
Esurientes implevit bonis, et divites dimisit inanes.  

Sucepit Israel, puerum suum, recordatus 
misericordiae suae, Sicut locutus est ad patres 
nostros, Abraham et semeni ejus in saecula. 
 

The Marian Hymns 
 
I. Alma Redemptoris Mater, quae pervia caeli 
porta manes et stella maris, succurre cadenti, 
surgere qui curat, populo: tu quae genuisti, natura 
mirante, tuum sanctum genitorem, Virgo prius, ac 
posterius, Gabrielis ab ore sumens illud ave, 
peccatorum miserere. 

 
II. Ave regina caelorum, ave domina angelorum: 
salve radix, salve porta, ex qua mundo lux est 
orta: Gaude Virgo, gloriosa, super omnes 
speciosa, vale o valde decora, et pro nobis 
Christum exora. 
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Lullabies for the Holy Innocents 
 
Sleep my child and peace attend thee, 
All through the night 
Guardian angels God will send thee, 
All through the night 
Soft the drowsy hours are creeping, 
Hill and dale in slumber sleeping 
I my longing vigil keeping 
All through the night 
 

Angels watching, e'er around thee, 
All through the night 
Midnight slumber close surround thee, 
All through the night 
Soft the drowsy hours are creeping, 
Hill and dale in slumber sleeping 
I my loved ones' watch am keeping, 
All through the night 
 

Angels watching ever round thee 
All through the night 
In thy slumbers close surround thee 
All through the night 
They will of all fears disarm thee, 
No forebodings should alarm thee, 
They will let no peril harm thee 
All through the night. 

 
Lully, lullay, Thou little tiny Child, 
By, by, lully, lullay. 
Lully, lullay Thou little tiny Child. 
By, by, lully, lullay. 
 

O sisters, too, how may we do, 
For to preserve this day; 
This poor Youngling for whom we sing, 
By, by, lully, lullay. 
 

Herod the King, in his raging, 
Charged he hath this day; 
His men of might, in his own sight, 
All children young, to slay. 
 

Then woe is me, poor Child, for Thee, 
And ever mourn and say; 
For Thy parting, nor say nor sing, 
By, by, lully, lullay. 

 
Hush, little baby, don't you cry 
You know your mama was born to die 
All my trials, Lord, soon be over 
 

River of Jordan is muddy and cold 
Well, it chills the body, but not the soul 
All my trials, Lord, soon be over 
 

I've got a little book with pages three 
And every page spells, "Liberty" 
All my trials, Lord, soon be over 
 

(Bridge) Too late, my brothers 
Too late, but never mind 
All my trials, Lord, soon be over 
 

If living were a thing that money could buy 
You know the rich would live and the poor would 
die 
All my trials, Lord, soon be over 
 

There grows a tree in Paradise 
And the pilgrims call it the Tree of Life 
All my trials, Lord, soon be over 

Abide with me, fast falls the eventide 
The darkness deepens Lord, with me abide 
When other helpers fail and comforts flee 
Help of the helpless, oh, abide with me 
 

I fear no foe, with Thee at hand to bless 
Ills have no weight, and tears no bitterness 
Where is death's sting? Where, grave, thy victory? 
I triumph still, if Thou abide with me 

 

Hold Thou Thy cross before my closing eyes 
Shine through the gloom and point me to the skies 
Heaven's morning breaks, and earth's vain 
shadows flee 
In life, in death, o Lord, abide with me 
 

Swift to its close ebbs out life's little day 
Earth's joys grow dim, its glories pass away 
Change and decay in all around I see 
O Thou who changest not, abide with me 
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A Hymn for Martyrs sweetly sing; 
  For Innocents your praises bring; 
Of whom in tears was earth bereaved, 
  Whom heaven with songs of joy received; 
 

Whose Angels see the Father's face 
  World without end, and hymn His grace; 
And, while they praise their glorious King, 
  A hymn for Martyrs sweetly sing.  
 

A voice from Ramah was there sent, 
  A voice of weeping and lament, 
While Rachel mourned her children sore, 
  Whom for the tyrant's sword she bore. 
 

After brief taste of earthly woe 
  Eternal triumph now they know; 
For whom, by cruel torments rent, 
  A voice from Ramah was there sent.  
 

And every tear is wiped away 
  By your dear Father's hands for aye: 
Death hath no power to hurt you more; 
  Your own is life's eternal shore. 
 

And all who, good seed bearing, weep, 
  In everlasting joy shall reap, 
What time they shine in heavenly day, 
  And every tear is wiped away. 

 
 
Didn't my Lord deliver Daniel 
Deliver Daniel, deliver Daniel? 
Didn't my Lord deliver Daniel 
And why not every man? 
 

He delivered Daniel from the lion's den 
Jonah from the belly of the whale 
And the Hebrew children from the fiery furnace 
And why not every man? 
 

The moon runs down in a purple stream 
The sun refused its power 
Every star did disappear 
Yes, freedom shall be ours! 
 
 
 

All hail, ye little martyr flowers, 
Sweet rosebuds cut in dawning hours! 
When Herod sought the Christ to find 
Ye fell as bloom before the wind. 
 

First victims of the martyr bands, 
With crowns and palms in tender hands, 
Around the very altar, gay 
And innocent, ye seem to play. 
 

What profited this great offense? 
What use was Herod's violence? 
A Babe survives that dreadful day, 
And Christ is safely borne away. 
 

All honor, laud, and glory be, 
O Jesus, virgin-born, to thee; 
All glory, as is ever meet 
To Father and to Paraclete. 

 
 Hymns of Liberation 
 
Joshua fought the battle of Jericho, Jericho, 
Jericho 
Joshua fought the battle of Jericho 
and the walls came a-tumbling down 
 

You may talk about your men of Gideon 
You may talk about the men of Saul 
But there's none like good old Joshua 
at the battle of Jericho (that mornin') 
 

Up to the walls of Jericho 
They marched with spears in hand 
"Come blow them ram horns," Joshua said 
"'Cause the battle is in our hands." 
 

Then the lamb ram sheep horns began to blow 
The trumpets began to sound 
Joshua commanded the children to shout 
and the walls came a-tumblin' down (that mornin') 
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Oh Mary, don't you weep, don't you mourn 
Oh Mary, don't you weep, don't you mourn 
Pharoah's army got drownded 
Oh Mary don't you weep 
 

Mary wore three links of chain 
Every link was Jesus' name 
 

One of these nights about 12 o' clock 
This old worlds going to reel and rock 
 

God gave Noah the rainbow sign 
No more water, but fire next time 
 

Moses stood on the red sea shore 
Smotin' the water with a two by four 
 

If I could I surely would 
Stand on the rock where Moses stood 
 

The Evangelium Vitae Prayer  
(by Pope Saint John Paul II) 
 
O Mary, 
bright dawn of the world, 
Mother of the living, 
to you do we entrust the cause of life: 
Look down, O Mother, upon the vast numbers 
of babies not allowed to be born, 
of the poor whose lives are made difficult, 
of men and women who are victims of brutal 
violence, 
of the elderly and the sick killed by indifference 
or out of misguided mercy. 
Grant that all who believe in your Son 
may proclaim the Gospel of life 
with honesty and love to the people of our time. 
Obtain for them the grace to accept that Gospel 
as a gift ever new, 
the joy of celebrating it with gratitude 
throughout their lives 
and the courage to bear witness to it 
resolutely, in order to build, 
together with all people of good will, 
the civilization of truth and love, 
to the praise and glory of God, the Creator and 
lover of life. 

Solidarity forever 
Solidarity forever 
Solidarity forever 
For the union makes us strong 
 

When the union's inspiration through the workers' 
blood shall run 
There can be no power greater anywhere beneath 
the sun 
Yet what force on earth is weaker than the feeble 
strength of one 
 

It is we who plowed the prairies, built the cities 
where they trade 
Dug the mines and built the workshops, endless 
miles of railroad laid 
Now we stand outcast and starving midst the 
wonders we have made 
 

They have taken untold millions that they never 
toiled to earn 
But without our brain and muscle not a single 
wheel can turn 
We can break their haughty power, gain our 
freedom when we learn 
 

In our hands God placed a power greater than 
their hoarded gold 
Greater than the might of atoms, magnified a 
thousand fold 
We can bring to birth a new world from the ashes 
of the old 
 
The Imprecatory Psalms 
The imprecatory (or “cursing”) psalms call on       
God’s judgement and wrath to be poured out on         
His enemies. As Christians, we must love our        
enemies and pray that all men will repent and be          
saved; however, “true love for an oppressor means        
seeking ways to make him cease his oppression; it         
means stripping him of a power that he does not          
know how to use, and that diminishes his own         
humanity and that of others” (Fratelli Tutti § 241).  



 
We pray these imprecations against the demons who rule mankind through the culture of death               
(Ephesians 6:12) and for rulers who commit “sins which cry to out to Heaven” (the peccata clamantia,                 
cf. Genesis 4:10) to be overthrown. 
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Ant.   Thus says the Lord: Because they ripped 
open pregnant women in Gilead,  in order to 
extend their territory, I will kindle a fire upon the 
wall of Rabbah, and it will devour its strongholds 
(Amos 1:13-14) 
 

Psalm 58 - Si vere utique 
 

Do you truly speak justice, you who hold divine 
power? 
Do you mete out fair judgment to the sons of 
men? 
No, in your hearts you devise injustice; 
your hands deal out violence to the land. 
 

In their wickedness they have gone astray from 
their birth; 
they wandered among lies as soon as they were 
born. 
Their venom is like the venom of the snake; 
they are heedless as the adder that turns a deaf ear 
Lest it should catch the snake-charmer's voice, 
the voice of the skillful dealer in spells. 
 

O God, break the teeth in their mouths, 
tear out the fangs of these wild beasts, O Lord! 
Let them vanish like water that runs away; 
let them wither like grass that is trodden under 
foot: 
let them be like the snail that dissolves into slime; 
like a woman's miscarriage that never sees the 
sun. 
 

Before they put forth thorns, like a bramble, 
let them be swept away, green wood or dry! 
The just shall rejoice at the sight of vengeance; 
they shall bathe their feet in the blood of the 
wicked. 
"Truly", men shall say, "the just are rewarded.— 
 

Truly there is a God who does justice on the 
earth." 

 
Ant. “Cursed be anyone who accepts payment to 
kill an innocent person!” And all the people shall 
answer, “Amen!” (Deut 27:25) 
 

Psalm 83 - Deus, quis similis? 
 

O God, do not keep silent, 
do not be dumb and unmoved, O God, 
for your enemies raise a tumult. 
Those who hate you lift up their heads. 
 

They plot against your people, 
conspire against those you love. 
They say: "Come, let us destroy them as a nation; 
let the name of Israel be forgotten." 
They conspire with a single mind, 
they make common alliance against you, 
 

the camps of Edom and of Ishmael, 
the camps of Moab and Hagar, 
the land of Ammon and Amalek, 
Philistia, with the people of Tyre. 
Assyria, too, is their ally 
and joins hands with the sons of Lot. 
 

Treat them like Midian, like Sisera, 
like Jabin at the River Kishon, 
the men who were destroyed at Endor, 
whose bodies rotted on the ground. 
 

Make their captains like Oreb and Zeeb, 
all their princes like Zebah and Zalmunna, 
the men who said: "Let us take 
the fields of God for ourselves." 
My God, scatter them like chaff, 
drive them like straw in the wind! 
 
As fire that burns away the forest, 
as flame that sets the mountains ablaze, 
drive them away with your tempest 
and fill them with terror at your storm.— 
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Cover their faces with shame, 
till they seek your name, O Lord. 
 

Shame and terror be theirs for ever; 
let them be disgraced, let them perish! 
Let them know that your name is the Lord, 
the Most High over all the earth. 

 
 

Ant. They sacrificed to demons their own sons 
and daughters, whom they sacrificed to the idols 
of Canaan, desecrating the land with bloodshed. 
(Psalm 106:37-38) 
 

Psalm 109 - Deus, laudem 
 

O God whom I praise, do not be silent, 
for the mouths of deceit and wickedness 
are opened against me. 
 

They speak to me with lying tongues; 
they beset me with words of hate 
and attack me without cause. 
 

In return for my love they accuse me 
while I pray for them. 
They repay me evil for good, 
hatred for love. 
 

Appoint a wicked man as his judge; 
let an accuser stand at his right. 
When he is judged let him come out condemned; 
let his prayer be considered as sin. 
 

Let the days of his life be few; 
let another man take his office. 
Let his children be fatherless orphans 
and his wife become a widow. 
 

Let his children be wanderers and beggars 
driven from the ruins of their home. 
Let the creditor seize all his goods; 
let strangers take the fruit of his work. 
 

Let no one show him any mercy 
nor pity his fatherless children. 
Let all his sons be destroyed 
and with them their names be blotted out. 
 

 

Let his father's guilt be remembered, 
his mother's be retained. 
Let it always stand before the Lord, 
that their memory be cut off from the earth. 
For he did not think of showing mercy 
but pursed the poor and the needy, 
hounding the wretched to death. 
He loved cursing; let curses fall upon him. 
He scorned blessing; let blessing pass him by. 
 

He put on cursing like his coat; 
let it sink into his body like water; 
let it sink like oil into his bones; 
let it be like the clothes that cover him, 
like a girdle he cannot take off! 
 

Let the Lord thus repay my accusers, 
all those who speak evil against me. 
For your name's sake act in my defense; 
in the goodness of your love be my rescuer. 
 

For I am poor and needy 
and my heart is pierced within me. 
I fade like an evening shadow; 
I am shaken off like a locust. 
 

My knees are weak from fasting; 
my body is thin and gaunt. 
I have become an object of scorn, 
all who see me toss their heads. 
 

Help me, Lord my God; 
save me because of your love. 
Let them know that is your work, 
That this is your doing, O Lord. 
 

They may curse but you will bless. 
Let my attackers be put to shame, 
but let your servant rejoice. 
Let my accusers be clothed with dishonor, 
covered with shame as with a cloak. 
 
Loud thanks to the Lord are on my lips. 
I will praise him in the midst of the throng, 
for he stands at the poor man's side 
to save him from those who condemn him. 
 


