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My Strength  
     and My Song 

 
 
1) I might be exhausted and the children might 
be cranky, but I will be going to church on 
Sunday. Don’t know who is preaching, doesn’t 
matter – the sermon may be helpful or not, 
holds my attention or doesn’t – it’s the singing.  
I go to sing. 

Unknown 
 
2) I make pleasant songs, and weave verses, 
because my soul longs for You. To know Your 
deepest secret, to be in Your hand’s shade,  
is my soul’s strongest wish. 

Gates of Prayer 

3) And God said, “Go and stand on the 
mountain before the Lord, and, look, the Lord  
is about to pass over, with a great and strong 
wind tearing apart mountains and smashing 
rocks before the Lord. Not in the wind is the 
Lord. And after the wind an earthquake. Not in 
the earthquake is the Lord. And after the 
earthquake—fire. Not in the fire is the Lord. 
And after the fire, a sound of stillness.”  
And it happened, when Elijah heard, that he 
covered his face with his mantle and he went 
out and stood at the entrance to the cave,  
and, look, a voice came to him and said,  
“What are you doing here, Elijah?” 

1 Kings 19:11-13 

 
4) In a flower bed, at the foot of a crape myrtle, 
stands a shrub with an interesting name: 
Duranta repens.  Sky-flower. This dazzling 
creature is dressed, at the moment, in rich 
green. And she is graced with masses of the 
most exquisite flowers—deep purple, edged in 
white. The brightness of her beauty draws me 
close. I’m not the only one.  As I approach, 
what should I see on Duranta but a host of 
butterflies. Five monarchs, regal in orange and 
black, wings opening and closing in ecstasy … 
How close can I get without disturbing them? 
Soon I’m practically standing in Duranta.  
All around me the exuberant nectar-feasting 
continues.  I can hear the rustle of their wings. 
Well, this is almost too much joy. 

P. Dishman, “A Host of Butterflies” 

 
5) What is this dark hum among the roses? 
The bees have gone simple, sipping, that’s all. 
What did you expect? Sophistication?  
They’re small creatures and they are  
filling their bodies with sweetness,  
how could they not moan in happiness? 

Mary Oliver, “Hum” 
 

6) The Lord, the Lord  
is my strength and my song. 

Isaiah 12:2 
 
7) Because You are my help, I sing in the 
shadow of Your wings. My soul clings to You. 

Psalm 63:7-8 
 
8) When I called, You answered me.  
You made me bold and stout-hearted. 

Psalm 138:3 
 
9) The heavens declare the glory of God;  
the skies proclaim the work of His hands. 

Psalm 19:1 
 
10) The seas have lifted up.  
O Lord, the seas have lifted up their voice;  
the seas have lifted up their pounding waves. 

Psalm 93:3 

 
11) Let every instrument be tuned for praise! 
Let all rejoice who have a voice to raise! And 
may God give us faith to sing always, Alleluia! 

“When In Music Our God Is Glorified,” Fred Pratt Green 
 
12) And did not Jesus sing a psalm that night 
when utmost evil strove against the light? Then 
let us sing, for whom he won the fight: Alleluia! 

“When In Music Our God Is Glorified,” Fred Pratt Green 
 
13) All creatures of our God and King,  
lift up your voice and with us sing,  
O praise ye! Alleluia! 

Frances of Assisi, ca. 1225 
 
14) All ye who are of tender heart, forgiving 
others, take your part, O praise ye! Alleluia!  
Ye who long pain and sorrow bear,  
praise God and on him cast your care!  
O praise ye! Alleluia! Alleluia! Alleluia! 

Frances of Assisi, ca. 1225 



15) Let the heavens be glad,  
and let the earth rejoice;  
let the sea roar, and all it contains;  
let the field exult, and all that is in it.  
Then all the trees of the forest  
will sing for joy before the Lord,  
for He is coming. 

Psalm 96:11-13a 
 
16) Around me the trees stir in their leaves 
and call out, “Stay awhile.” The light  
flows from their branches. And they call again,  
“It’s simple,” they say, “and you too  
have come into the world to do this, to go easy,  
to be filled with light, and to shine.” 

Mary Oliver, “When I Am Among the Trees” 
 
17) There are no creatures you cannot love.  
A frog calling at God from the moon-filled ditch 
as you stand on the country road  
in the June night. The sound is enough  
to make the stars weep with happiness. 

Tom Hennen, “Overlooked” 
 
18) Meanwhile the wild geese, high in the 
clean blue air, are heading home again. 
Whoever you are, no matter how lonely,  
the world offers itself to your imagination, calls 
to you like the wild geese, harsh and exciting—
over and over announcing your place  
in the family of things. 

Mary Oliver, “Wild Geese” 

 
 
19) He wakens me morning by morning, 
wakens my ear to listen, like one being taught. 

Isaiah 50:4 

20) Then a wren in the privet began to sing. 
He was positively drenched in enthusiasm, 
I don’t know why. And yet, why not. 

Mary Oliver,  “I Happened to Be Standing”  
 
21) To be in that place, by the Pacific,  
in the sort-grass dunes, in a pleasant shrub, 
God’s breath in his nostrils!  
And so he smiled, he sang, he trilled,  
he made his offering to the new day. 

P.Dishman, “Song Sparrow” 
 
22) He begins early,  
and makes up his song as he goes. 

Mary Oliver, “Catbird” 
 
23) Let the rivers clap their hands;  
let the mountains sing together for joy before 
the Lord, for He is coming to judge the earth;  
He will judge the world with righteousness,  
and the peoples with equity. 

Psalm 98:8-9 
 
24) I found that what animated him was a little 
electrical eye sunk into his breast, such that 
any motion he detected would set him off into 
raptures of pretty, pretty, pretty, and cheer, 
cheer, cheer. He put his whole body into it, his 
whole mechanical being. As he sang he 
gestured decisively with head and tail. He had 
a kind of nervous tic, interspersing his song 
with a strange and wonderful clicking noise. 
When he finished what he had to say, he 
closed his red beak firmly. How could I resist? 

P. Dishman, “Mechanical Redbird” 
 
25) I will arise and go now, for always  
night and day I hear lake water lapping  
with low sounds by the shore; while I stand on 
the roadway, or on the pavements gray, 
I hear it in the deep heart’s core. 

William Butler Yeats, “The Lake Isle of Innisfree” 

26) Trapped inside my two hands,  
she still had a mighty weapon: her voice.  
Her long beak protruding,  
she gave me the full benefit of what was on her 
mind. She poured forth speech. In what the 
bird-book rightly calls a high, petulant tone,  
she commanded me to let her go. 

P. Dishman, “Hummingbird”  
 
27) Some Pharisees from the crowd told him, 
“Teacher, get your disciples under control!”  
But he said, “If they kept quiet, the stones  
would do it for them, shouting praise.” 

Luke 19:40 
 
28) Do stones feel? Do they love their life? 
Or does their patience  
drown out everything else? 

Mary Oliver, “Do Stones Feel?” 
 
29) One final curiosity about the pelican. 
Although he is obnoxiously noisy in the nest, 
when he grows up he takes a vow of silence. 
The adult pelican has nothing at all to say, 
other than an occasional grunt. Kind of like 
some people I know, before they get their 
breakfast. 

P. Dishman,  “Brown Pelican”  
 
30) The meadows are clothed with flocks,  
and the valleys are covered with grain;  
they shout for joy, yes, they sing. 

Psalm 65:13 
 
31) In the woods this weekend,  
at the retreat center, spring was in full song … 
First prize for volume went to the cardinals … 
Such elated clarion courting from predawn to 
after dark competed with my “silent retreat.”  
Ah well, spring will have its way. 

P. Dishman, “American Goldfinch”  
 


