Please do not discard this holy document. Please deposit in Geniza at your local synagogue.

Psalm 30
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1. A Psalm, a song for the inauguration of the Temple, by David.
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2. I will Exalt you, Adoniye, for You have upheld me, and not let my foes rejoice
over me.
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3. Adoniye, my God, I cried out to You and You healed me.
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4. Adoniye, You have raised my soul from the Lower World. You have kept me
alive, lest I descend to the Pit.
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5. Sing to Adoniye, [You,] His pious ones, and give thanks to His holy Name.
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6. For His anger lasts only a moment, but there is [long] life, in His conciliation. In
the evening, one retires weeping, but in the morning there is [a cry of] joy!
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7. I said, in my serenity, I would never be moved.
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8. [But,] Adoniye, it was Your will [alone] that established my mountain as a
stronghold. When You concealed Your Presence, I was terrified.

:o«P̈g© z§ ¤̀ i-À̈pc£̀Îl ¤̀ e§ `®ẍw§ ¤̀ 'ć Lí¤l ¥̀ h
9. To You, Adoniye, I called, and my Master I beseeched.
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10. What gain is there in [the shedding of] my blood? In my going down to
destruction? Will the dust acknowledge You? Will it proclaim Your truth?
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11. Hear [me] Adoniye, and be gracious to me. Adoniye, be a help to me.
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12. You have turned my mourning into dancing. You have loosened my
sackcloth and supported me with joy.
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13. In order that my soul might sing to You and not be stilled, Adoniye, my God,
forever will I thank You.
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