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PRAY WITH PRAETORIUS
Prayers printed in the 14 volumes of Polyhymnia Caduceatrix et Panegyrica by Michael Praetorius:

https://archive.org/details/imslp-caduceatrix-et-panegyrica-praetorius-michael/
Volumes 5 and 8 do not have prayers in them. Translated by Pastor Andrew Richard

T he following prayers were printed in the 14 volumes of Polyhymnia Caduceatrix et Panegyrica,
a collection of complex Lutheran choral works by Michael Praetorius, published in 1619. In

his prayers Praetorius draws from the Psalms, the liturgy, ancient hymnody, and existing prayers, and
he also includes his own words (for his source material, see Appendix IV.E in Heaven Is My
Fatherland, mentioned below).

Praetorius enjoyed word and number play, and he built some clever devices into the printed
volumes of the Polyhymnia. He was born in Creuzburg, Germany, and thus his initials were M.P.C.,
Michael Praetorius Creuzbergensis. However, he also made these intials stand for Mihi Patria
Coelum, “Heaven is my Fatherland.” Looking at the title page of the Polyhymnia, you can see the
Latin inscription under the image of Praetorius clinging to Christ Crucified.

As for the number play, Praetorius built dates into Latin phrases. At the top of the title page
is the phrase “VenIte aD nVptIas agnI ab InItIo MaCtatI,” that is, “Come to the marriage of the
Lamb sacrificed from the beginning.” Note that the letter V served both for V and U at this time
(whence the name “double-V” for W). Also note the strange capitalization of letters. If you know
Roman numerals, you can add up the totals: M=1,000, D=500, C=100, V=5, and I=1 (also L=50
and X=10, which will come in handy later). The number that Praetorius built into the Latin phrase
is 1617, probably the year in which he wrote it. The inscription to the right of the crucifixion says,
“MIhI in agone mortis, sVbsIDIo VenI o ChrIste,” that is, “Come, O Christ, as my help in the
agony of death.” The numerals add up to 1616. Such Latin inscriptions accompany the prayers in
the volumes, and each one adds up to a year. The prayers in volume 2 are particularly clever.
Interestingly, some of the phrases add up to years after Praetorius’ death in 1621. The Latin phrase
in volume 12 adds up to 1622, those in volume 13 to 1623 and 1624, that in volume 14 to 1627.
These volumes were all published in 1619 while Praetorius was still alive. It seems he simply worked
ahead.

As for the remaining Latin phrases on the title page, there’s no more math, but I’ll give the
translations. Above the crucifixion is, “F.I.I.A.” which stands for, “Faxit Iehova Iesus. Amen,” that
is, “May the Lord Jesus do [it]. Amen.” Below that is, “Amor meus crucifixus est,” or, “My love is
the Crucified.” To the left is, “Da bene posse mori si non bene vivere possum Christe tuo famulo,
qui potes ambo dare,” or, “Grant me to be able to die well if I am not able to live well, O Christ,
who art able to give both to Thy servant.” On the organ to the right is, “Cantabant canticum Agni,”
that is, “They were singing the song of the Lamb,” which comes from Revelation 15:3,
“cantantes…canticum Agni.” The verb form “cantabant” comes from Rev. 5:9, 14:3, “cantabant
canticum novum,” that is, “they were singing a new song.” At the bottom is, “Gaudeamus & exultemus,
quia venerunt NuPTIAE AGNI,” or, “Let us be glad and exult, for the marriage of the Lamb
has come,” which is from Rev. 19:7.

A brief biography of Michael Praetorius follows, then the prayers. For a full biography of
Michael Praetorius, pick up a copy of Heaven is My Fatherland: The Life and Work of Michael
Praetorius by Siegfried Vogelsänger, translated by Pastor Nathaniel J. Biebert. May these prayers
be a help to you and spur you on to ask many and great things of our gracious Lord Jesus Christ.

Pastor Andrew Richard
Trinity 7 A+D 2024
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M ichael Praetorius was born in 1571 in
Creuzburg, Germany. His father was a

Lutheran pastor who was often persecuted for his
faithful confession, especially against the compromis-
ing Philippist Lutherans. The family moved to Tor-
gau, where Praetorius began his studies under
Michael Voigt, the successor to the first Lutheran
cantor, Johann Walther. At school, Praetorius
learned to sing hymns and motets in the choristry.
He also began composing pieces of his own.

At the death of his parents, Praetorius moved
to live with his oldest sister Maria, and then with his
brother Andreas, who was a pastor in Frankfurt.
When Praetorius was about sixteen, Andreas died.
The church in Frankfurt gave Praetorius pay and
housing to serve as their organist, and for awhile he
continued his studies at the university, planning to
eventually become a pastor. At age nineteen, he chose
to leave these studies and instead become an organist
for Duke Heinrich Julius in Wolfenbuttel. Re-
garding this decision, Praetorius later wrote, “Never
in my life have I aspired to great honor and dignities;
at the time when I became an organist, I could have

easily become a great doctor, but it has always been better for me to live in fear and humility than
in honor and distinction.” After his death, Praetorius’s pastor stated that he had “greatly desired to
pursue that profession [of pastor], and he often regretted the fact that he did not devote himself to
the public ministry.”

For the next twenty years, Praetorius served as chamber organist and eventually court music
director for Duke Julius. Besides playing organ in the chapel, he arranged for music at meals and
recreation, composed pieces for festivals, and taught music to the duke’s children. While in Wolfen-
buttel, he also met and married Anna Wernighof, with whom he had two sons.

Praetorius treasured the organ as an instrument that aided the responsive nature of the liturgy.
“It is a very lovely and pleasant thing to hear,” he said, “when the entire assembly joins in together
with the choir and organ like this, and shows and portrays to some extent what it’s going to be like
in heaven when all the dear angels and saints of God intone and take up the Sanctus, Sanctus, Sanctus
and Gloria in Excelsis Deo.” Praetorius knew how to build and maintain organs, and he wrote his
own manual on organ construction and repair.

Praetorius’s strong Lutheran confession is evident throughout his compositions. He published
fifteen installments of sacred music, titled Musae Sionae or Muses of Zion, in which he modified
Latin works to be doctrinally sound and arranged an abundance of Lutheran hymns. He wrote for
various numbers of voices, so that choirs of any size could use his work. He carefully chose which
phrases to repeat in a given piece, depending on which theological point should be emphasized. Even
in his secular work, such as the dances in his collection called Terpsichore, Praetoruis’s design was to
give listeners enjoyment and rest with decency, separate from the music of pagan worship.

After Duke Julius died, Praetorius continued his work in Wolfenbuttel, but he also traveled
as a nonresident music director in other German cities. In Halle, he met Samuel Scheidt, and in
Dresden, he collaborated for a time with Heinrich Schütz. He published another series of sacred
music titled Polyhymnia, consisting largely of concerti for festivals of the church year. His use of

Biography of Michael Praetorius
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multiple choirs and groups of instru-
ments in a performance, stationed in dif-
ferent places within the room, astounded
and moved his listeners. Before he com-
pleted his vast aspirations for the Poly-
hymnia project, Praetorius died at age
forty-nine and was buried beneath the
organ at Wolfenbuttel.

In a dedication to a collection of
choral music for ordinary congregations,
Praetorius explains the purpose of music:
to proclaim God’s Word, and to move
the human heart to love that Word. He
wrote:

“God the Lord has placed the
knowledge of musical harmony in
human hearts and has always had
his divine doctrine and the glory of
his holy name recorded in songs,
thereby prompting worship to be
rendered to him, primarily for these
two reasons: First, that his holy
Church might all the more joyfully
and gladly proclaim his grace and
truth and praise and honor him
with spirit and mouth. To do so ‘is
a precious thing’ (Psalm 92:1). And
secondly, that the doctrine about the
true God and all divine exhorta-
tions, comfort, praise, and thanksgiving contained in the psalms and in harmonious settings
might be that much more easily and deeply inculcated in hearts, so that they might be
kindled and roused to the burning zeal of true godliness. For since the Holy Spirit has
seen that the human heart is difficult to bend toward godliness and virtue, while being all
too greatly inclined to sensuality, he has blended God’s commands with the loveliness and
pleasure of melody, so that together with its sweetness the knowledge and praise of God
and of all Christian virtues might be poured into their hearts.”
In the back of each installment of Polyhymnia, Praetorius included a prayer, and each one shows

evidence of his deep Christian piety. In the third installment, for example, he wrote:
“O Lord Jesus Christ, the eternal sweetness and song of those who love Thee, the salvation and

lover of penitent sinners, by whose grace I am what I am [1 Cor. 15:10], by whose mercy I live,
move, and subsist [Ac. 17:28]: O sweetest Jesus, grant me comfort and patience in every time of my
tribulation, especially in the straits of my death. Hide me in the holes of Thy wounds from the face
of Thy anger until Thy fury passes by, O Lord [Ex. 33:22-23]. Strengthen me to resist the devil,
the world, flesh and blood, that dead to the world, I may live to Thee alone. And in the final hour
of my departure, receive my spirit as it returns to Thee, and lead me into eternal joys. Amen.”

Biography by Anna Hahn. Source, including quotations (used with permission): Heaven is My Fatherland: The Life
and Work of Michael Praetorius by Siegfried Vogelsänger, trans. Pastor Nathaniel J. Biebert. Final prayer translated
by Pastor Andrew Richard.
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Epigram
From volume 1
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N TO the open light dost thou at last, PRAE T O RIUS, send forth
T he work of thy boundless faith and skill?

T hat which we have all hoped for with such great desires,
Which is worthy of enduring and lasting cedar,

Rightly thus thine inspired excellence shines more and more,
T hus it flies through all regions of the world.

T he Emperor has heard; the king has listened, with his ears—the one and the other—
T hunderstruck at thee conducting the choirs.

T he great nobles of the government were frequently astounded.
T hey declared thee to be the instrument even of God Most High.

So go on, PRAE T O RIUS: thine excellence will stand forever,
And darts of envy will not be able to harm thee,

No arrows of the archer, however thick they may be,
T hee with whom is the breath of the Lord; He has power to strike.

Let the bowels of Momus burst by thy sacred Music.
PRAE T O RIUS, it will live while the Elbe holds its waters,

And hereafter, joined with angelic psalmists and cantors
T hou wilt sing pleasing songs in heaven.

letDIVIneMVsIC floVrIsh.

Epigram
From volume 1

These things were written out of sincere affection by
Matthias Hoë vonHoënegg,Doctor of SacredTheology
to theMost Serene LordElector, from the foremost

princely assemblies, the sacred confessions, and the ecclesi-
astical councils
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C ome, O Holy Spirit, and send forth the ray of Thy heavenly light. Come, O Father of the poor; come, O
Giver of gifts; come,OLight of hearts.O greatestComforter, sweetHost of the soul, sweetRefreshment,

in labor Repose, in heatMildness, in weeping Solace. Omost blessed Light, fill up the inmost parts of the heart of
Thy faithful.WithoutThywill there is nothing inman, there is nothing innocent.Washwhat is dirty,waterwhat
is dry, healwhat iswounded.Bendwhat is rigid,warmwhat is cold, guidewhat is erring.Give toThy faithfulwho
trust in Thee Thy sevenfold holy gift. Give the merit of Thy strength, give the conclusion of salvation, give
everlasting joy.

TomyGod and Jesus alone be the glory. 1609.

M. P. C.

Vol. 1
The sequence for Pentecost, Veni Sancte Spiritus
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Vol. 2
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Vol. 2

T he worldwill certainly perish: 1613.
Godwill free the righteous from evil,

But the wickedwill be confounded;
Come,ORedeemer, Jesus Christ;
I am surely coming now, and I will not delay:
The comets, meteors, stars, sun, andmoon testify to this,
ThereforeChrist will not tarry for long,
The dead in the earthHewill revive,
That HeHimself may judge all.
The dead on that daywill quickly rise again,
Bywhom an account will have to be rendered at that time;
But let not judgment frighten the good;
The piousmanwho believes will have life,
For the pious are saved by faith alone,
Christ has redeemed them byHis blood,
He has chosen them; therefore theywill possess the kingdom of glory;
To the one and onlyGodmay glory be given.

Intervene,OGod, and havemercy on us. 1614.
LetThymercy be upon us,
Just as I have hoped inThee,OLord [Ps. 33:22].
He is wise who bears Jesus in his heart.
MyHelper is Christ.
To the oneGod be praise and eternal glory.

My
Fatherland is Heaven;
Father is God;
Brother is Christ;
Comforter is the Spirit;
Glory is theTrinity.
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Vol. 3

O Lord Jesus Christ, the eternal Sweetness and Song of those who love Thee, the Salvation and Lover of
penitent sinners, bywhose grace I amwhat I am [1Cor. 15:10], bywhosemercy I live,move, and subsist [Ac.

17:28]:O sweetest Jesus, grantme comfort and patience in every time ofmy tribulation, especially in the straits of
my death. Hideme in the holes ofThywounds from the face ofThy anger until Thy fury passes by,OLord [Ex.
33:22-23]. Strengthenme to resist the devil, the world, flesh and blood, that dead to the world, I may live toThee
alone. And in the final hour ofmy departure, receivemy spirit as it returns toThee, and leadme into eternal joys.
Amen.

Come,Redeemer, Jesus Christ. 1613.

M. P. C.
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Vol. 4

O Lord God Almighty, who art three and one, God blessed forever, into the hands of Thine unspeakable
mercy I commendmy soul andmy body, my thoughts andmywords, my plans and all my actions, all things

necessary to my body and soul, my coming in and my going out, my dealings, the course and end of my life, my
departure, my rest and resurrection withThy saints and elect forever. Teach me today and at all times to doThy
will.What Thou hatest in me put far from me. Take away from me what is harmful and provide what is helpful.
Pardonmy soul today and always, pardonmy sins, pardonmy faults. Giveme a heart that fearsThee, amind that
loves Thee, thought that understands Thee, ears that hear Thee, eyes that see Thee. Give me, O Lord,
discernment to distinguish between good and evil, and guard me from every evil. O merciful God, kind God,
compassionateGod,whosemercies are over all Thyworks because ofThy holywounds and because ofThy bitter
death, grantme to die the death of the righteous, grantme a good and holy death, and grant that I never die unless
I be perfectly pleasing toThee, andwith the reception ofThymost holy body and blood, so thatwith a right faith,
with a firm hope I joyfully pass over toThee, who art blessed and to be praised forever. Amen.

Come,OChrist God, and havemercy on us. 1614.

The blood of Jesus Christ has redeemed us. 1615.

M. P. C.
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Vol. 6

O Love of the Divine Will, of the Father Almighty, and Holy Conceiver of the most blessed Seed, O
AlmightyParaclete, Spirit,most blessedComforter of thosewhomourn: now flow into the inner chambers

ofmy heart withmighty virtue and pierce the secret places of the innermanwith the javelin ofThy love.Makeme
todrink from the river ofThydelight [Ps. 36:8], that nothing ofworldly thingswith poisoned sweetnessmaynow
be pleasing to taste. Come, O most friendly Comforter of the aching soul and Helper in tribulation. Come, O
Cleanser of crimes, Caretaker of wounds. Come, O Strength of the weak, Upholder of the slipping. Come, O
Teacher of the lowly,Destroyer of the proud. Come,O gracious Father of orphans, sweet Judge of the destitute.
Come, O Hope of the poor, Reviver of the disheartened. Come, O Star of sailors, Harbor of the shipwrecked.
Come,Thou onlyGlory of all the living,Thou sole Salvation of the dying. Come,OMost Holy Spirit, come and
have mercy onme, fit me toThee and graciously condescend to me, that my smallness may please Thy greatness,
andmyweaknessThy strength, according to themultitude ofThymercies, through JesusChrist,mySavior,who
with the Father inThy unity lives and reigns forever and ever. Amen.

Thou art myHelper,OChrist, in a favorable time [Is. 49:8]. 1616.

M. P. C.
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Vol. 7

O Lord Jesus Christ, Son of the living God, mymost kindRedeemer and Liberator, who hast come into this
world to save sinners, I ask Thee through the most indulgent bowels of Thy mercy: correct my life, order

my conduct, pour the abundance ofThy sweetness and charity intomy breast, that nothingmay pleasemewithout
Thee, that nothing precious or splendid delightme besidesThee. I beseech, let all things apart fromThee become
worthless tome; let everything be base; what is opposed toThee, let it be offensive tome.May it disgustme to be
glad without Thee, and may it delight me to be afflicted for Thee. Let Thy name be refreshment to me and
remembrance of Thee a comfort. I ask Thee, OmyHope, for the sake of all Thymercies, that Thou atone for all
my ungodliness. OmyHope, Christ God, Thou sweet Lover of men, the Light, theWay, Life and Salvation, I
implore, beg, and ask Thee that I may walk through Thee, arrive to Thee, rest in Thee. Lead me back, OLord,
from destruction; redeem me from punishment; call me by Thy name; mark me with Thy blood, that Thy
memorial may always be with me and may never depart from my heart, Thou who for my sake didst not depart
from theCross.O sweetChrist, good Jesus,Charity,myGod, inflameme entirelywithThy fire,withThy love,
with Thy charity, that I may love Thee, my Lord, frommywhole heart, through all my life, that I may bless and
worshipThee forever and ever. Amen.

OurWatchman does not sleep. 1617.

O Jesus, inThee I hope; let me never be confounded [Ps. 30:1]. 1618.

Make it be,O Jehovah Jesus God,Amen.

M. P. C.
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Vol. 9

O Lord, do not deal with us according to our sins, nor repay us according to our iniquities [Ps. 103:10]. O
Lord, do not remember our former iniquities; let Thy mercies anticipate us quickly, for we have become

poor beyondmeasure. Help us, our savingGod, and for the glory ofThy name,OLord, free us, and be gracious
with our sins for the sake ofThy name [Ps. 79:8-10]. Amen.

Wemust repent; Christ will draw near. 1619.

M. P. C.
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Vol. 10

H avemercy,OLord, havemercy; havemercy onme, themostwretched sinner.Helpme,OLord, inmy life,
lest I perish in my wickedness. For my merits did not, my credit did not drive Thee to create me, but Thy

most bountiful goodness and kindness. Let Love itself compel Thee to save, the Love that compelled Thee to
create, because it is no less now, since Thou Thyself art Love itself, Thou who art always the same. Thy hand is
not shortened,OLord, that it cannot save; nor isThine ear burdened so as not to hear [Is. 59:1]. Hear, therefore,
andmostmercifully saveme,OFather, throughThy Son, our Lord and Savior. Amen.

Arise,O dead; come to the throne ofChrist. 1620.

M. P. C.
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Vol. 11

O h come, let us exult in the Lord; let us shout joyfully to God, our Salvation. Let us come before His face in
confession, and let us shout joyfully toHimwith psalms. For theLord is a greatGod, and a greatKing above

all gods. Oh come, let us worship and fall down before Him; let us cry out before the Lord who made us, for
Himself He is the Lord ourGod [Ps. 95:1-3, 6-7a].

In Jesus theRedeemer is our righteousness and life. 1621.

M. P. C.
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Vol. 12

O Holy Father, attend to this: Fix the wounds of the Crucified firmly in my heart. Make my heart fervent in
loving Christ God, that I may be pleasing to Him. Make me carry the death of Christ, to recall His lot of

suffering and His wounds. Make me to be wounded with these wounds, to be drunk with this Cross, for the love
ofThy Son.Makeme to be guarded by theCross, fortified by the death ofChrist, supported by grace.Whenmy
body dies, grant that the glory of Paradise be given tomy soul. Amen.

King of dreadful majesty, Remember, O kind Jesus,
Who freely savest those who need saving, T hat I am the reason for T hy journey,
Save me, O Fount of Pity. Lest T hou destroy me on that day.

Repent; Jesus is coming to judge. 1622.

M. P. C.

The poetic stanzas are from Dies Irae
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Vol. 13



19

Vol. 13

H oly,Holy,Holy,Holy ofHolies, Father of our fathers, theGodofAbraham,Godof Isaac,Godof Jacob,God
of the Apostles, God of the Prophets, God of those who believe, the God and Father of our Lord Jesus

Christ, Thy Son, I call upon Thee humbly and I likewise beseech: as I pray, deign to grant me longing of soul and
integrity of heart, that by the saving Bath the renewed heart may remain unharmed by fleshly transgressions; and
that Thou wouldst grant us in Thy holy Church to flourish in undiminished faith, in uncorrupted mind, in
steadfast devotion, in continual labor or love. Bestow on me a sound mind, innocence, devout sincerity, a holy,
pure, sober, guiltless conscience that wages war against every plot of the world by a glorious faith. Against the
threats and fleshly enticements of the Devil grant a fortified heart, lest we be entangled by violent and bloody,
lethal snares, thatwemaybear the seal of eternal salvation unharmed.Drive frommeevery luxury anduncleanness
of theworld, and every persuasion of theDevil,OThouwho sittest above theCherubim and above the throne at
the right hand of the Father.Grantmy heart to desireThee, by desiring to seekThee, by seeking to findThee, by
finding to loveThee.Extinguish inme the desires of the flesh, and kindle the fire ofThy love.Drive out ofme the
spirit of pride, and graciously grant the treasure ofThy humility. Remove fromme the fury of anger, and kindly
bestow on me the shield of patience. Grant me a solid faith, a corresponding hope, constant charity. Turn away
frommevanity ofmind, inconstancy, reproaches of neighbors,misfortunes of slanders, desire for riches, appetite
for vainglory, the evil of hypocrisy, the poison of flattery, contempt of the poor, oppression of theweak, the flame
of greed, the rust of envy, the death of blasphemy. O God, my Mercy, I pray Thee through Thy Beloved Son,
grant me works of mercy, zeal for piety, to have compassion for the afflicted, to have concern for the erring, to
bring help to the unfortunate, to bring relief to the destitute, to comfort the sorrowful, to lift up the oppressed, to
refresh the needy, to release debtors, to pardon those who have sinned against me, to love those who hate me, to
repay good for evil, to despise no one, but to show honor, to imitate the good, to beware the evil, to embrace
virtues, to shun vices, patience in adversity, temperance in prosperity, a watch for mymouth and a door of guard
formy lips [Ps. 141:3], to scorn earthly things, to thirst for heavenly things.OLord, the Strength ofmy salvation,
make it that I not be among the number of those who believe for a time and in time of testing fall away [Lk. 8:13].
Overshadowmy head in the day of affliction andmy salvation in the time of trouble. Behold, OLord, my Light
andmy Salvation [Ps. 27:1]: I ask for what I need; I make knownwhat I fear. Grant what I ask, throughThy Son,
our Salvation, blessed forever. Amen.

Inmy agony come tome for help,OChrist Jesus. 1623.

This Christ Jesus is myHelper. 1624.

M. P. C.
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Vol. 14

H avemercy onme,OChrist; havemercy,OSonofGod; havemercy,OMercy-giver, for truly I am a sinner.
DoThou destroy my sins and create in me a clean heart. Give firm hope, right faith, and perfect love. And

grant a good end, which is above every gift, that I may be so prodded inmy heart that I may be joined toThee,O
Christ.Makeme to eatThy salutary bodyworthily. Let notThine angerweigh down onme.LetThy bloodwash
me thus: my bodywithout andmy heart within, from sins and from filth; andwhen the hour of death draws nigh,
let a strong angel then stand by, a guard given by Thee to me, to place me among the righteous. If death should
break my flesh, let the second death not touch me. Although my flesh rots, let my spirit rest in Thee, that until I
rise to seeThee, I may always remain withThee, never to depart fromThee, through the eternal ages. Amen.

Come and free us, O our God:
T hou hast come, O Desirable One.

I have seen the Lord face to face,
And my soul has been saved. [Gen. 32:30]

Glory be to the Father who has created us. Glory be to the Son who has redeemed us. Glory be to the Holy Spirit
who has sanctified us. Glory be to the highest and indivisible Trinity, whose works are inseparable, whose reign
continues without end. Praise befitsThee, a hymn befitsThee, toThee is owed all honor, toThee be blessing and
splendor, toThee be thanksgiving, toThee be honor, power, andmight, to ourGod, forever and ever. Amen.

Behold, I am coming quickly, quickly.O come, come now,myChrist. 1627.

M. P. C.


