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Hear, Lord,
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Let my vindication come from you:
    let your eyes see what is right.
Weigh my heart, examine me by night;
    test, refine me, find me pure and true.

My mouth will not seek for earthly gain,
    All the words you speak I heed;
I have kept the pathways where you lead,
    I have kept my footsteps in your ways.

You will answer when I call on you,
    hear my prayer, give ear to me.
Let your loving-kindness be revealed,
    God, whose hand protects us from our foes.
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