
Psalms, readings and collect 
 

Date: 4
th

 April – Holy Saturday 

  

Psalm:  

  

(142)  I CRIED unto the Lord with my voice : yea, even unto the Lord did I make my 

supplication. 

2 I poured out my complaints before him : and shewed him of my trouble.  

3 When my spirit was in heaviness thou knewest my path : in the way wherein I walked 

have they privily laid a snare for me. 

4 I looked also upon my right hand : and saw there was no man that would know me.  

5 I had no place to flee unto : and no man cared for my soul. 

6 I cried unto thee, O Lord, and said : Thou art my hope, and my portion in the land of the 

living. 

7 Consider my complaint : for I am brought very low. 

8 O deliver me from my persecutors : for they are too strong for me. 

9 Bring my soul out of prison, that I may give thanks unto thy Name : which thing if thou 

wilt grant me, then shall the righteous resort unto my company.  
  

Reading:  

  

A Reading from the Book of Lamentations. 

 

I am the man who has seen affliction under the rod of his wrath; he has driven and brought 

me into darkness without any light; surely against me he turns his hand again and again the 

whole day long.  He has made my flesh and my skin waste away, and broken my bones; he 

has besieged and enveloped me with bitterness and tribulation; he has made me dwell in 

darkness like the dead of long ago.  He has walled me about so that I cannot escape; he has 

put heavy chains on me; though I call and cry for help, he shuts out my prayer; he has 

blocked my ways with hewn stones, he has made my paths crooked.  Remember my affliction 

and my bitterness, the wormwood and the gall!  My soul continually thinks of it and is bowed 

down within me.  But this I call to mind, and therefore I have hope: The steadfast love of the 

LORD never ceases, his mercies never come to an end; they are new every morning; great is 

thy faithfulness.  "The LORD is my portion," says my soul, "therefore I will hope in him." 

  

Collect of the day:  

  

Grant, O Lord, that as we are baptized into the Death of Thy blessed Son our Saviour Jesus 

Christ, so by continual mortifying our corrupt affections we may be buried with Him; and 

that, through the grace, and gate of death, we may pass to our joyful resurrection; for His 

merits, Who died, and was buried, and rose again for us, Thy Son Jesus Christ our Lord, Who 

liveth and reigneth with Thee in the unity of the Holy Spirit, God, throughout all ages, world 

without end. 

 

 

 

 

  


