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Líre i orostaron.
Şangienyasse yámen i Hérunna, ar hanquentes ninna.
2 A Héru, á etelehta cuilenya furila pélto, lamballo quetila únanwie!
120
A song of the ascents.
In my tribulation I cried to the Lórd, and he answered me.
2 O Lórd, deliver my life from lying lips, from a tongue speaking untruth!
3 Mana nauva carna lyen, ar mana nauva napánina lyen, a lamba quetila únanwie?
4 Aice pilindi i tauraron, as *hyulmar *olopsealdaron!
3 What will be done to you, and what will be added to you, o tongue speaking untruth?
4 Sharp arrows of the mighty ones, and coals of broom trees!
5 Horro nin, pan séran as Mehyec, pan máran ara i mardar Celarwa! 
6 Acca andave inye amárie as ye teve raine.
7 Inye mere raine, mal íre carpan, té nar ohtan. 
5 Woe to me, since I am resting with Meshech, since I am dwelling beside the dwellings of Kedar! 
6 Too long I have dwelt with [the one] who hates peace.
7 I want peace, but when I talk, they are for war.
121
Líre i orostain. 
Ortan hendunyat i orontinnar; mallo tuluva restienya?
2 Restienya tule i Hérullo, ye carne menel cemenye.
3 Úvas lave i talalya talta; úva lorda ye hepe lye.
121
A song for the ascents.
I raise my eyes towards the mountains; where from will come my help?
2 My help comes from the Lórd, who made heaven and earth.
3 He will not let your foot slip; the one who keeps you will not be slumbrous.
4 Yé, úva lorda hya lorna ye hepe Israel!
5 I Héru ná ye hepe lye; i Héru leolya ná, ara formalya.
6 Anar úva palpa lye auresse, hya Işil lómisse.
4 Behold, [he] who keeps [/guards, protects] Israel will not be slumbrous or asleep.
5 The Lórd is [the one] who keeps you; the Lórd is your shadow, by your right hand.
6 The sun will not smite you at day, or the moon at night.
7 I Héru lye-hepuva ilya ulcullo; hepuvas cuilelya.
8 I Héru hepuva menielya ettenna ar tulielya minna, ho sí ar tennoio.
7 The Lórd will keep you from all evil; he will keep your life.
8 The Lórd will keep your going out and your coming in, from now and forever.
122
Líre i orostaron. 
Sámen alasse íre quentelte ninna: “I Coanna i Héruva alve mene!”
122
A song of the ascents.
I had joy when they said to me: “To the house of the Lórd let us go!”

2 Talulmat tárat ca andolyar, a Yerúsalem!

3 Yerúsalem, i carastana ve osto nútana tancave uo, 

4 yanna i nossi lender ama, i Héro nossi, ve *vettie Israélen, antáven hantale i Héruo essen.

2 Our feet are standing behind [/within] your gates, o Jerusalem! 

3 Jerusalem, the one built like a city bound firmly together,

4 to where the tribes went up, the tribes of the Lórd [short Hér = Yah], as a witness to Israel, to give thanks to the name of the Lórd.

5 An tasse náner panyane arhanwar námien, i arhanwar i maro Láviro.

6 Alde arca raine Yerusalémen! Nai i melir lye nauvar almárie!

7 Nai euva raine ca rambalyar, ar almare mi túriondilyar!

5 For there were set thrones for judgement, the thrones of the house of David.

6 You [pl.] are to ask for peace for Jerusalem! May the ones that love you be prosperous! 

7 May [there] be peace behind your walls, and prosperity [or, blessedness] in your palaces!

8 Castanen hánonyaron ar málonyaron sí quetuvan: “Nai raine euva aselye!”

9 Castanen i Cavo i Héru Ainolmava cestuvan máralya.

8 By reason of my brothers and my comrades I will now say: “May peace be with you [sg.]!”

9 By reason of the House of the Lórd our God I will seek your [sg.] good.
123
Líre i orostaron.
Lyenna ortan hendunyat, elye ye hára menelde!
2 Yé, ve mólion hendu to i má herulto – ve inya mólo hendu to i má heriryo – sie hendulmat yétat i Héru Ainolma, tenna nauvas men raina.
123
A song of the ascents.
To you I raise my eyes, you who are sitting [enthroned] in heaven!
2 Behold, like the eyes of thralls on the hand of their lord [or, master] – like a female thrall’s eyes on the hand of her lady – so our eyes look at the Lórd our God, until he shall be gracious to us.
3 Na raina men, a Héru, na raina men; an asámielme han ya farya nucumniéo.
4 Fealma asámie han ya farya i yaiweo ion pen quáreler nár, ar i nattiriéno i turquimaron.
3 Be gracious to us, o Lórd, be gracious to us; for we have had more than enough [lit. ’beyond what suffices’] of humiliation.
4 My soul has had more than enough of the mockery of [those] that are without worries, and of the contempt of the haughty ones.
124
Líre i orostaron. Láviro.
“Au i Héru úne ye náne ven” – sie nai Israel quetuva – 
2 “au i Héru úne ye náne ven, íre atani oronter ana vi, 
3 tá ammantelte vi coine íre rúşelta náne nartana ana vi, 
4 tá i neni unduláver vi, i celumne lahtane or vi, 
5 tá i turquime neni lahtaner or vi.”
124
A song of the ascents. By David.
“If the Lórd were not the one who was for us” – so may Israel say – 
2 “if the Lórd were not the one who was for us, when men arose against us, 
3 then they devoured us alive when their wrath was kindled against us, 
4 then the waters covered us, the stream passed above us,
5 then the haughty waters passed over us.”
6 Aistana na i Héru, ye uie anta vi ve rauna nelciltain.
7 Elve uşúşier et i remmallo i queniva i panyar neumar. I remma anaie rácina, ar uşúşielve!
8 Restielva ea mí esse i Héruo, ye carne menel cemenye.
6 Blessed be the Lórd, who has not given us as prey for their teeth.
7 We have fled [/escaped] out of the snare of the people that set traps. The snare has been broken, and we have fled! 
8 Our help is in the name of the Lórd, who made heaven and earth.
125
Líre i orostaron.
I notir i Héru sarta nar ve Oron Síon ya úva  tyarna leve, mal tennoio termaruvas.
2 Tambe i oronti pelir Yerúsalem, síve i Héru pele lierya, ho sí ar tennoio.
3 An i vandil olciéno úva sere i auranna i failaiva, i ennen in i failar úvar menta málta ongwenna.
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A song of the ascents.
[Those] who count the Lórd trusty are like Mount Zion that will not be caused to move, but forever it shall remain.
2 As the mountains surround Jerusalem, so the Lórd surrounds his people, from now and forever.
3 For the staff of wickedness will not rest upon the property of the just ones, for the purpose that the just ones will not put forth [lit. ’send’] their hand to crime.
4 Cara mára, a Héru, i manin, ar in nar tére endaltasse.
5 Mal pa i querir inte oa ve¨re raice malleltannar, i Héru tulyauva te oa as i carir ongwe.

Nai euva raine to Israel!
4 Do good, o Lórd, to the good ones, and to [those] that are straightforward in their heart.
5 But as for [those] who turn themselves away to their own crooked ways, the Lórd will lead them away with [those] who commit crime.

May [there] be peace [up]on Israel!
126
Líre i orostaron. 
Íre i Héru talle i nanwenilar nan Síonna, anelme ve queni in óla.
2 Tá antolva náne quátina laliénen, ar lambalma rambínen alasseva; tá quentelte imíca i liendi: “I Héru acárie túre nati as queni sine!”
3 I Héru acárie túre nati aselme; nalme quante alasseo.
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A song of the ascents.
When the Lórd brought the returning ones back to Zion, we were like people who dream.
2 Then our mouth was filled with laughter, and our tongue with shouts of joy; then they said among the nations: “The Lórd has done great things with these people!”
3 The Lórd has done great things with us; we are full of joy.
4 Tyara mápanalmar nanwene, a Héru, ve celumi i hyarmenya erumesse! 
5 I rerir mi nier *cirihtuvar mi alasse.
6 Ómu ye cóla i lesta erdion mene tieryasse mi nyenye, tuluvas maranna arwa alasseo, colila limnaryar.
4 Cause our captive ones to return, o Lórd, like streams in the southern desert!
5 [Those] who sow in tears will reap in joy.
6 Although [the one] who is carrying the measure of seeds goes in his way in weeping, he will come home having joy, carrying his sheaves.
127
Líre i orostaron.
Qui i Héru ua carasta coa, i cúman molir i carastar sa. Qui i Héru ua tire i osto, i cúman i condor nar cuive. 
127
A song of the ascents.
If the Lórd does not build a house, in vain [lit. ’for the void’] work [they] who build it. If the Lórd does not watch a house, in vain are the guards awake.
2 I cúman oryalde arinyave ar menir telwave sérenna, elde i matir i massa mótiéva, lan antas fúme meldaryain. 
3 Yé, híni nar aryonaura i Hérullo; i móno yáve *paityale ná. 
2 In vain you rise early and go late to rest, you who eat the bread of toil, while He gives sleep to his beloved ones.
3 Behold, children are an inheritance from the Lórd; the fruit of the womb is a reward.
4 Ve pilindi mi nerdo má, sie nar híni mo ñete néşesse.
5 Valima i nér na¨ ye same vainole quanta teo! Úvalte nucumne íre carpalte as ñottoltar i andosse.
4 Like arrows in a strong man’s hand, so are children one gets in youth.
5 Happy is the man who has a quiver full of them! They will not be humilated when they talk with their enemies in the gate.
128
Líre i orostaron.
Valima ilquen ná ye ruce i Hérullo – ye vanta tieryassen.
2 Íre matil mályato molie, valima nauval, ar mára nauva sómalya.
3 Verilya nauva yavila liantasse i amminya ranta coalyo – hínalyar ve nesse *milloaldar, pelila i sarno.
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A song of the ascents.
Happy is everyone who fears the Lórd – who walks in his ways.
2 When you eat the work of your hands, happy you will be, and good will your state be.
3 Your wife will be a fruitful vine in the innermost part of your house – your children like young olive-trees, surrounding the table.
4 Yé, an sie nér nauva aistana ye ruce i Hérullo!
5 Nai i Héru aistuva lye et Síonello, ar tira Yerusalémo mára ter ilye coivielyo rí!
6 Ar cena hínalyaron híni! Nai euva raine to Israel! 
4 Behold, for so a man will be blessed who fears the Lórd!
5 May the Lórd bless you out of Zion, and watch [imp.] the good of Jerusalem through all the days of your life!
6 And see the children of your children! May [there] be peace [up]on Israel! 
129
Líre i orostaron.
“Atyárielten ita moia néşenyallo” – sie nai Israel quetuva – 
2 “ita atyárielten moia néşenyallo, mal uielte turue ana ni.
3 I elir i hyar elélier sa pontinyasse; acárielte rímaltar ande.”
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A song of the ascents.
“They have caused me to be extremely afflicted from my youth” – so may Israel say – 
2 “They have caused me to be extremely afflicted from my youth, but they have not prevailed against me.
3 [Those] who drive the plough have driven it on my back; they have made their furrows long.”
4 I Héru faila ná; icíries i *nurdar i olcaiva!
5 Nai nauvalte nucumne ar quérine nan, illi i tevir Síon.
4 The Lórd is just; he has cut the cords of the wicked ones!
5 May they be humiliated and turned back, all who hate Zion.
6 Nai oluvalte ve salque i tópassen, ye hesta apa tuias,
7 yenen i quén *cirihtala ua quate márya, hya i quén nutila limnar, súmarya. 
8 Ente, i lahtar uar quete: “Nai i Héruo aistie euva to lé; aistalme le i Héruo essenen!”
6 May they become like grass on the roofs, that withers after it sprouts,
7 with which the person reaping does not fill his hand, or the person binding sheaves, his bosom.
8 Furthermore, [those] that pass [by] do not say: “May the Lórd’s blessing be [up]on you [pl.]; we bless you in the name of the Lórd!”
