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LECTIO  DIVINA
Old Testament

JOHN PAUL II

PSALM 41[42], LITURGY OF LAUDS FOR 
MONDAY OF THE SECOND WEEK

A deer with a parched throat cries out its 
lament in an arid desert longing for the fresh 
waters of a flowing stream. Psalm 41[42] that 
has just been sung opens with this  famous 
image. We can see in it the symbol of the deep 
spirituality of this  composition, a real pearl of 
faith and poetry. 

(...) the thirsting deer is the symbol of the 
praying person who tends with his whole being, 
body and soul, towards the Lord, who seems 
distant and yet very much needed:   “My soul 
thirsts  for God, for the living God” (Ps 42:3). In 
Hebrew a  single word, nefesh, means both 
“soul” and “throat”. Therefore we can say that 
the body and soul of the person praying are 
absorbed by the primary, spontaneous and 
substantial desire for God (cf.  Ps 62:2). It is no 
accident that a long tradition describes prayer 
as  a type of “breathing”:   it is as primeval, 
necessary and basic as life-giving breathing.

Origen, the great Christian author of the 
third century, explained that the human search 
for God is a never-ending venture because 
progress is ever possible and necessary.  In one 
of his  homilies  on the Book of Numbers he 
writes:  “Those who make their journey on the 
road to seek God’s wisdom do not build 
permanent homes  but mobile tents, for they are 
in constant movement covering new ground, 
and the further they go, the more the road that 
lies ahead of them opens up, presenting a 
horizon lost in immensity”.
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Psalm 42

2 As the deer longs for streams of  water, 
	 so my soul longs for you, O God.
3 My soul thirsts for God, the living God.
	 When can I enter and see the face of  God?
4 My tears have been my bread day and night,
 as they ask me every day, “Where is your God?”
5 Those times I recall as I pour out my soul,
	 When I would cross over to the shrine of  the Mighty One,
	 to the house of  God, Amid loud cries of  thanksgiving,
	 with the multitude keeping festival.
6 Why are you downcast, my soul; why do you groan within me?
    Wait for God, for I shall again praise him, my savior and my God.
7 My soul is downcast within me; therefore I remember you
     From the land of  the Jordan and Hermon, from Mount Mizar,
8 Deep calls to deep in the roar of  your torrents,
	 and all your waves and breakers sweep over me.h
9 By day may the LORD send his mercy,
	 and by night may his righteousness be with me!
	 I will pray to the God of  my life,
10 I will say to God, my rock: “Why do you forget me?
      Why must I go about mourning with the enemy oppressing me?”
11 It shatters my bones, when my adversaries reproach me,
 when they say to me every day: “Where is your God?”
12 Why are you downcast, my soul,
	 why do you groan within me?
	 Wait for God, for I shall again praise him,
	 my savior and my God.

Can God remain silent in the face of these parched lips that cry out, this 
tormented soul, this  face that is about to be submerged in a sea of mud? 
Of course not! Hence once again, the person praying is  encouraged to 
hope.
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