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Otée n4¥, Otée n4s, jen? jsi na nebesich,
posvét se jméno Tvé,

ptijd krilovstv{ Tvé,

bud vile Tvé jako v nebi tak i na zemi.
Chléb nd§ vezdejéi dejZ ndm dnes

a odpust nim nafe viny,

jako% i my odpoustime,

Bud vile Tvé
jako v nebi tak i na zemi.

Ve jménu Otce i Syna i Ducha svatého.

Pane n4§, Otée nds,

pohledy své obrat k zéstupam,

jeZ prosici rukou sahly ku zbrani,

aby svym ditkdm chleba z krve stvotily,
O, Pane mij!

Odpust ndm nadi chudobu, zedrané ruce,
bléto zakopt, vyhublé tvite, ¢ela Cernd
a prézdnou dlai, pfed stupni chrimu.
O, Pane muj!

Pane muj, tak t¢zky ukol je,

ktery jsi oéim hladovym postavil za cil
jako k¥iz, Kyrie eleison.

Od pobftezi, jeZ nejsou m4,

hlas mij se, Pane, k Tob& zdvihd

a modlitbou T¢ hlas maj na nebi hled4.
Ale zdali vi§, zdali poznds, %¢ jsem to j4,
Ze jsem to jd,

ktery k Tobé mluvim.

Syn rodné zemé mé sem zahnany,

e Z4dny cizi Tebe neprosi,

e ¥4dny ciz{ k Tobe nevols,

kdyZ nejsem doma.

O, Pane mfj, mne Z{ti nech,

at boj mne zkru$i bidou zlou,

viak Zivot jen mi, Pane, zachovej,

at ruce Tvé mne domd zavedou.

Kdo z nés byl kdy pfed smrtf statetny?
Zda syn Tvij uzkosti neplakal zmuéeny?
O, Pane mij,

v zahradé Olivetské dlim a volam,

kdy duge k smrti smutnd:

Eli, Eli, neopoultéj nés!

BoZe n4s, Boze nis!
Otcové nadi ndm vypravéli o skutcich Tvych,
které jsi Cinfval za dnt jejich,

za dnd starodévnych, (Zalm 44.)

Propast propasti se ozyvala k hlugeni trub Tvych,
viechna vinobiti Tv4, a rozvodnén{ Tvi '
se na mne svalila.

Vétim viak, #e mi udéli ve dne Hospodin
milosrdenstvi svého

a v noci pisni€ka jeho se mnou

a modlitba m4 k Bohu Zivota mého. (Zalm ¢2.)

Domove vzdileny!

Cesta svatd nadeho détstvi!

Zvony velerni!

Domove vzdileny!

Pole obilnd! Zahrado podzimni, zahrado podzimni!

Kytie eleison! Kriste eleison!

Kdyz vitka oti spdnek zatizil

a ke sniim se chce bliZ,

kdyz samota se kruhem svird,

noc chladni je

a hvézda bild nad vrchy se zastavila,
zbrail v ruce éernd tiz!

O, Pane, spi§? O, Pane, spi§?

Jen j4 na stréZi,

oti napjaté a srdce uzkost sviri,

j4 nesmim usnout a &as nepospichd.

Agnus Dei, miserere nobis, miserere nobis.

Domove vzdileny, cesto svatd
na¥eho détstvi,
milosti nebesk4, ovoce radostné!

Stujte jak skdly v motském ptiboji,
vojsko nad vdmi bdj!

Smiluj se nade mnou, BoZe!

Smiluj se nade mnou,

nebof v Tebe doufs duse mé!

Volati budu k Bohu nejvy$$imu,

k Bohu silnému, ktery dokonévé za mne! (Zalm 57.)
Zhltiti mne usiluji na kazdy den moji neptitelé,

jisté je mnoho vil¢icich proti mné,

6, nejvy$i! (Zalm 56.)

Vyvysiz se nad nebesa, 6, Boze,

2 nade viecku zemi sldva Tv4! (Zaim 57.)

Odplat zlym neptitelim mym,

v pravd své vyplet je, o, Pane! (Zaly 54.)
Ot&e n43! jenz jsi na nebesich!

Amen!
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Our Father, which art in heaven,

Hallowed be thy name, thy kingdom come, thy will be
done

on earth, as it is in Heaven,

Give us this day our daily bread

And forgive us our traspasses as we forgive . ..

Thy will be done on earth as it is in' Heaven!

In the name of the Father, the Son and the Holy Ghost.

Our Lotrd, our Father

Turn your eyes unto the hosts below

Who folded in prayer their hands on a sword

and promissed their children bread payed with red blood.
O my Lozd, forgive us our poverty

pardon our looks: The mud of trénches on our faces,
and forgive, we brought no flowets to your altar.

O my Lord, my Lord, what task hast thou imposed
once more upon this people bent under its cross!

Kyrie Eleison!

From foreign shotes, o Lord, I call

1 pray to thee from distant lands

1 search with songs for thee throughout the heaven

Yet will you know . . . how will you see

That it is I, who in my anguish call thee

1, son prodigal of my native land

No stranger, only I imploring thee?

How can you recognise me in this field, so distant from

my home?

O my good Lord, keep me alive

when crushed by battle I shall reel
 Just for my life, o Lord, I beg and pray

so that thy hands may lead me home again.

Who knows, if death will find us brave and strong?

Did not even your son weep biter tears of fear?

O my Lotd, from this dark mount of Olives hear us calling
with hearts sad unto death:

Eli, Eli, do not forsake me!

(Psalm 44.)

O Lord God, our fathers have told us what work thou
didst in

their days, in the times of old.

(Psalm 42.)

Deep calleth unto deep at the noises of thy waterspouts.

All thy
waves and thy billows are gone over me. Yet the Lord will
: command
his lovingkindness in the daytime, and in the night his
song shall
be with me, and my prayer unto the God of my life.

My home, my fatherland

Sweet, holy place of our childhood

Chutrchbell of birth and death.

My home, my fatherland

Grain of my summer, Autumn of all my pains . ..
Kyrie Eleison!

My eyes know but the lonely hours of night
when dreams press near to me.

The solitude has drawn its circle

cold, round my fear,

The Stars and shadows play their game

with our plight when death has gone to sleep.
Lord, are you near? ‘

See me, a sentry, standing in the field

Eyes groping in the silence, tired

‘wide awake, though time has stoped for me.

Agnus Dei, miserere nobis!

My home, my fatherland
Sweet, holy place of our childhood
Heavenly flower, delightfull fruit of ours!

Hear, yee people the drums of our march
Our death will be your life!

(Psalm 57.)
Be merciful unto me, God, be merciful unto me, o God,
for my

soul trusteth in thee.

"1 will ety unto God most high, unto God that performeth

all things
for me,

(Psalm 56.)

" Mine enemies would daily swallow me up, for they be

many that fight
against me, o thou most High!

(Psalm 57.)
Be then exalted, o God, above the Heavens, let thy glory
be

above all earth,

(Psalm 54.)
Reward evil unto mine enemies, cut them off in thy truth!

Our Father, which art in Heaven!
"(Translated by Geraldine Thomsen.)



