
Verses from Psalm 104 
 

Bless the Lord, O my Soul. 
O lord my God, how excellent is your greatness! 

You are clothed in majesty and honour 
Wrapped in light, as in a garment. 
The sun knows it’s time for setting. 

You make darkness that it may be night. 
O lord, how manifold are your works. 
In wisdom have you made them all; 
The earth is full of your creatures. 

When you send forth your Spirit they are created, 
and you renew the face of the earth 

May the glory of the Lord endure for ever; 
may the Lord rejoice in his works; 

I will sing to the Lord as long as I live 
I will make music to God while I have my being. 

 
These wonderful words were the opening of evening prayer yesterday evening. 
They struck me forcibly as I read them, for more than one reason.  Verses from 
this psalm are always used at our Harvest Festival – especially 14& 15 –  

you cause grass to grow for the cattle 
and plants for people to use, 

to bring forth food from the earth, 
and wine to gladden the human heart, 

oil to make the face shine 
and bread to strengthen the human heart. 

 
At the heart of these ancient words is an understanding that everything we need 
to live comes from the generosity of God. In the busyness of modern life, we tend 
to see all this provision as something we do. It’s only when things go wrong that 
we suddenly realise how precarious life is, how easily we can slip from capable 
management of resources to fearful subjection to disease.  Suddenly our 
dependence on our community becomes apparent, the good nature and 
reliability of neighbours becomes paramount, the competence of government is 



tested.  We are forced back onto ancient understandings of what it is to be 
human, not self-reliant but acting in co-operation for the best outcome for us all. 
 
The people who wrote the psalms had no doubt that they existed through God’s 
generous provision, his grace and his love. They knew that his law insisted that 
they treated their neighbours fairly – as they would want to be treated –the law 
which stated – love your neighbour as yourself. 
 
But they also knew that the first part of that law was about loving God – with all 
their hearts, souls, minds and strength. This reminded them that all they 
possessed was theirs thanks to God and it put their striving into perspective.  
Jesus certainly understood how people thought about their own generosity – he 
contrasted the wealthy Pharisee making a great show of dropping his offering 
into the Temple coffers and the elderly widow who quietly surrendered a tiny 
coin – which of these, he asked his disciples – gave the most. 
They laughed at him – of course it was the rich man. But he surprised them by 
saying no – what he gave was a negligible part of his wealth – but she gave a far 
greater proportioning of her income – probably much more than she could 
afford. 
And I expect the psalmist who wrote psalm 104 was thinking about people like 
that elderly lady and her massive giving when he wrote   

I will sing to the Lord as long as I live 
I will make music to God while I have my being. 

It isn’t just what we give from our pockets – it’s what we give from our hearts 
that counts. 
 
 
Prayer  
I’m glad to be alive – to breathe and walk; to. Laugh and cry; to see life’s beauty 
and its grandeur.  I know too its beastliness, squalor, poverty, disease and hate. 
As I give thanks for my blessings, give me Lord, the will to share with others what 
I have so undeservedly been given. Make me loving, courteous, considerate; give 
me a listening ear, a compassionate heart and a generous mind. Let me live my 
life in your sight for others so that they, too, may find you and give thanks. 
Brother John Charles Vockler 



 


