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C R U C I F I X U S   
 
Crucifixus, etiam pro nobis sub Pontio Pilato, 
passus et sepultus est. 

 
Crucified also for us under Pontius Pilate, he 
suffered and was buried. 

 
 
M I S E R E R E  
Translated by Ron Jeffers 
 
Miserere mei Deus, 
secundum magnam misericordiam tuam. 
 
Et secundum multitudinem miserationum tuarum 
dele iniquitatem meam. 
 
Amplius lava me ab iniquitate mea: 
et a peccato meo munda me: 
 
Quoniam iniquitatem meam ego cognosco: 
et peccatum meum contra me est semper. 
 
Tibi soli peccavi, 
et malum coram te feci: 
ut justificeris in sermonibus tuis, 
et vincas cum judicaris. 
 
Ecce enim in iniquitatibus conceptus sum:  
et in peccatis concepit me mater mea. 
 
Ecce enim veritatem dilexisti: 
incerta et occulta sapientiae tuae 
manifestasti mihi. 
 
Asperges me, hyssopo, 
et mundabor: lavabis me, 
et super nivem dealbabor. 
 
Auditui meo dabis 
gaudium et laetitiam: 
et exsultabunt ossa humiliata. 
 
Averte faciem tuam a peccatis meis: 
et omnes iniquitates meas dele. 
 

Have mercy upon me, O God, 
according to your great loving kindness. 
 
And according to the multitude of your mercies, blot 
out my iniquity. 
 
Wash me yet more from my iniquity,  
and cleanse me from my sin. 
 
For I acknowledge my transgression; 
and my sin is ever before me. 
 
To you only have I sinned, 
and done evil in your sight: 
that you may be justified in your words, 
and be vindicated when you are judged. 
 
For behold, I was conceived in iniquities; 
and in sins my mother conceived me. 
 
For behold, you have loved the truth; 
the obscure and hidden elements of  
your wisdom you have made known to me. 
 
You will sprinkle me, O Lord, with hyssop, 
and I shall be cleansed; You will wash me, 
and I shall be made whiter than snow. 
 
To my hearing you will give  
gladness and joy; 
and my humbled bones shall rejoice. 
 
Turn your face away from all my sins; 
and blot out all my iniquities. 
 



Cor mundum crea in me Deus: 
et spiritum rectum innova 
in visceribus meis. 
 
Ne projicias me a facie tua: 
et spiritum sanctum tuum 
ne auferas a me. 
 
Redde mihi laetitiam salutaris tui: 
et spiritu principali confirma me. 
 
Docebo iniquos vias tuas: 
et impii ad te convertentur. 
 
Libera me de sanguinibus, Deus, 
Deus, salutis meae: et exsultabit 
lingua mea justitiam tuam. 
 
Domine labia mea aperies: et 
os meum annuntiabit laudem tuam. 
 
Quoniam si voluisses sacrificium, 
dedissem utique: 
holocaustis non delectaberis. 
 
Sacrificium Deo spiritus contribulatus: 
cor contritum et humiliatum, 
Deus, non despicies. 
 
Benigne fac, Domine, 
in bona voluntate tua Sion: 
ut aedificentur muri Jerusalem. 
 
Tunc acceptabis sacrificium justitiae, 
oblationes et holocausta: 
tunc imponent super  
altare tuum vitulos. 

Create in me a clean heart, O God; 
and renew a right spirit  
within me. 
 
Cast me not away from your countenance, 
and take not your  
holy spirit from me. 
 
Restore unto me the joy of your salvation; 
and uphold me with a steadfast spirit. 
 
I will teach transgressors your ways: 
and the wicked shall be converted unto you. 
 
Deliver me from blood guiltiness, O God, 
God of my salvation; 
and my tongue shall extol your justice. 
 
O Lord, you will open my lips: 
and my mouth shall proclaim your praise. 
 
For if you had desired sacrifice, 
I would indeed have given it: 
you will not delight in burnt offerings. 
 
A sacrifice to God is a broken spirit: 
a humble and contrite heart, O God, 
you will not despise. 
 
Grant kindness to Zion, O Lord, 
according to your good pleasure: 
that the walls of Jerusalem may be built up. 
 
Then you will accept  
the sacrifice of righteousness, 
the oblations and the whole-burnt offerings; 
then they will lay bullocks upon your altar.  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



E N V O I  
Text by Algernon Charles Swinburne 
 
Fly, white butterflies, out to sea, 
Frail, pale wings for the winds to try, 
Small white wings that we scarce can see, 
Fly! 
 
Some fly light as a laugh of glee, 
Some fly soft as a long, low sigh; 
All to the haven where each would be. 
Fly!  

 

 
 
E L I J A H  R O C K  
 
Elijah rock 
Come on sister help me to pray, 
tell me my Lord done pass this way. 
 
Elijah rock 
Shout, shout 
Elijah rock, 
comin’ up Lordy. 
 
Satan ain’t nothin’ but a snake in the grass. 
He’s a conjurer, 
He’s a liar. 
 
Elijah rock 
Shout, shout 
Elijah rock, 
comin’ up Lordy. 
 
If I could I surely would 
stand on the rock where Moses stood. 
 
Hallelujah Jesus 
Oh Elijah rock, 
Comin’ up Lord. 
 
 
T H R E E  N E W  M O T E T S  
 
I .  O  A D M I R A B I L E  C O M M E R C I U M  
O admirabile commercium: 
Creator generis humani, 
animatum corpus sumens, 
de Virgine nasci dignatus est; 
et procedens homo sine semine, 
largitus est nobis suam Deitatem. 
  

O wondrous exchange: 
the Creator of the human race, 
assuming a living body, 
has deigned to be born of a virgin; 
and issuing forth unbegotten, 
has bestowed on us his divinity.  



I I .  O  S A C R U M  C O N V I V I U M  
O sacrum convivium, 
in quo Christus sumitur: 
recolitur memoria passionis eius; 
mens impletur gratia 
et futurae gloriae nobis pignus datur. 
  

O sacred banquet, 
in which Christ is received: 
the memory of His Passion is renewed; 
the mind is filled with grace, 
and a pledge of future glory given to us.  

I I I .  O  V O S  O M N E S  
O vos omnes 
qui transitis per viam, 
attendite et videte 
si est dolor similes, 
sicut dolor meus.  

O all you 
who pass along this way, 
behold and see 
if there be any sorrow 
like unto my sorrow. 

 
 
E N J O Y  T H E  S I L E N C E  
Text by Martin Gore 
 
Words like violence, 
break the silence, 
come crashing in, 
into my little world. 
 
Painful to me, 
pierce right through me 
can't you understand, 
oh my little girl? 
 
All I ever wanted, 
all I ever needed 
is here in my arms, 
words are very unnecessary, 
they can only do harm. 
Vows are spoken 
to be broken 
feelings are intense, 
Words are trivial. 
Pleasures remain, 
so does the pain 
words are meaningless, 
and forgettable. 
 
All I ever wanted, 
all I ever needed 
is here in my arms, 
words are very unnecessary, 
they can only do harm. 
Enjoy the silence. 
 
 
 
 



M O U Y A Y O U M  
 
Mouyayoum 
 
 
I  C A R R Y  Y O U R  H E A R T  
Text by e. e. cummings 
 
i carry your heart with me (i carry it in 
my heart) i am never without it (anywhere 
i go you go, my dear; and whatever is done 
by only me is your doing, my darling) 
i fear 
no fate (for you are my fate, my sweet) i want 
no world (for beautiful you are my world, my true) 
and it’s you are whatever a moon has always meant 
and whatever a sun will always sing is you 
here is the deepest secret nobody knows 
(here is the root of the root and the bud of the bud 
and the sky of the sky of a tree called life; which grows 
higher than soul can hope or mind can hide) 
and this is the wonder that’s keeping the stars apart 
i carry your heart (i carry it in my heart) 


