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HIS STEADFAST LOVE ENDURES FOREVER 
Psalm 107 Rev. Dr. Katie Hays 
November 8, 2015 First Christian Church (DOC) Wichita Falls, Texas 
 

1 O give thanks to the LORD, for he is good; for his steadfast love endures for ever. 2 Let the 
redeemed of the LORD say so, those he redeemed from trouble 3 and gathered in from the lands, from 
the east and from the west, from the north and from the south.  
 4 Some wandered in desert wastes, finding no way to an inhabited town; 5 hungry and thirsty, 
their soul fainted within them. 6 Then they cried to the LORD in their trouble, and he delivered them 
from their distress; 7 he led them by a straight way, until they reached an inhabited town. 8 Let them 
thank the LORD for his steadfast love, for his wonderful works to humankind. 9 For he satisfies the 
thirsty, and the hungry he fills with good things.  
 10 Some sat in darkness and in gloom, prisoners in misery and in irons, 11 for they had rebelled 
against the words of God, and spurned the counsel of the Most High. 12 Their hearts were bowed down 
with hard labour; they fell down, with no one to help. 13 Then they cried to the LORD in their trouble, 
and he saved them from their distress; 14 he brought them out of darkness and gloom, and broke their 
bonds asunder. 15 Let them thank the LORD for his steadfast love, for his wonderful works to 
humankind. 16 For he shatters the doors of bronze, and cuts in two the bars of iron.  
 17 Some were sick through their sinful ways, and because of their iniquities endured affliction; 18 
they loathed any kind of food, and they drew near to the gates of death. 19 Then they cried to the LORD 
in their trouble, and he saved them from their distress; 20 he sent out his word and healed them, and 
delivered them from destruction. 21 Let them thank the LORD for his steadfast love, for his wonderful 
works to humankind. 22 And let them offer thanksgiving sacrifices, and tell of his deeds with songs of 
joy.  
 23 Some went down to the sea in ships, doing business on the mighty waters; 24 they saw the 
deeds of the LORD, his wondrous works in the deep. 25 For he commanded and raised the stormy wind, 
which lifted up the waves of the sea. 26 They mounted up to heaven, they went down to the depths; their 
courage melted away in their calamity; 27 they reeled and staggered like drunkards, and were at their 
wits’ end. 28 Then they cried to the LORD in their trouble, and he brought them out from their distress; 
29 he made the storm be still, and the waves of the sea were hushed. 30 Then they were glad because 
they had quiet, and he brought them to their desired haven. 31 Let them thank the LORD for his steadfast 
love, for his wonderful works to humankind. 32 Let them extol him in the congregation of the people, 
and praise him in the assembly of the elders.  
 33 He turns rivers into a desert, springs of water into thirsty ground, 34 a fruitful land into a salty 
waste, because of the wickedness of its inhabitants. 35 He turns a desert into pools of water, a parched 
land into springs of water. 36 And there he lets the hungry live, and they establish a town to live in; 37 
they sow fields, and plant vineyards, and get a fruitful yield. 38 By his blessing they multiply greatly, 
and he does not let their cattle decrease.  
 39 When they are diminished and brought low through oppression, trouble, and sorrow, 40 he 
pours contempt on princes and makes them wander in trackless wastes; 41 but he raises up the needy out 
of distress, and makes their families like flocks. 42 The upright see it and are glad; and all wickedness 
stops its mouth. 43 Let those who are wise give heed to these things, and consider the steadfast love of 
the LORD.  
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Audience participation: when I raise my hands, you say, “O give thanks to the Lord, 

for God is good. God’s steadfast love endures forever.” 

There is a time in your life when they’re just stories. Goldilocks lost in the woods, 

hungry and sleepy, needing nothing more than a bowl of porridge and a soft, warm bed to 

get her through the night. Hansel and Gretel, abandoned and endangered by sinister 

adults, their clever trail of breadcrumbs eaten up by forest creatures. Israelites on the 

loose from Egypt and its hard-hearted pharaoh, weary from wandering the badlands east 

of the Jordan, east of Eden, wishing at times they’d never traded the certainty of slavery 

for the liability of freedom. 

They’re just stories for a good long time in your life if you’re lucky, because 

nothing like that has ever happened to you, so far everything’s fine; your needs for food 

and shelter and loving embrace are being met and you do not worry about bears coming 

to reclaim the house that is just right for you, or your parents leaving you to fend for 

yourself, or God assigning a whole generation to die in the wilderness so that your 

children can inherit the promise of a good life without the pollution of your fearful 

ideology. 

Life has been good for you, and so those are just stories. They happened a long 

time ago, or they never happened at all, or they happened so long ago that it’s as if they 

never happened at all. Not to you, anyway, and so for a while, a good long while if you’re 

lucky, you can enjoy them as stories because a little part of your brain enjoys knowing 

that while bad things CAN happen to good people, they’re not happening to you, so for 

the moment it’s all good. “O Give thanks to the Lord, for God is good. God’s 

steadfast love endures forever.” 

That is the Time Before. 

Sometime later, many years later if you’re lucky, you look back at yourself in the 

Time Before as if you are watching a movie of yourself. You see yourself losing your 

first baby tooth and holding that tiny bloody chip of bone in your hand and maybe, 
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maybe your movie self has an inkling of what that means, that you are disposable, living 

and dying at the same time all the time, but maybe not. Probably not yet. 

You see yourself in the movie of yourself losing many more things: losing the 

game, losing your cool, losing your virginity, losing your lover, losing your lunch, losing 

your job, losing things that you thought made you who you are. You remember how your 

awareness of yourself as a Self began to grow, how you made mistakes and learned from 

them and figured out how to do it better next time around. 

And then, because this is a True Story, the whole story of your whole life up to now, 

you see the day or the series of days during which everything changed. You see the day 

the ultrasound technician said, “We’ll have to get a doctor in here,” and you realized that 

whatever she saw or didn’t see in your womb was beyond her pay grade to tell you. 

You see the night the phone rang and it was your kid, the one you held close while 

he was still bloody from birth, calling to say he’s in the kind of trouble he can’t get out of 

by himself. 

You see the day the serviceman rang your doorbell and stood at attention to tell you 

what you already knew from the non-expression on his face. 

You see the afternoon the doctor put on his game face and buried his nose in a file 

to read to you the results of a test your body, or the body of your beloved, had failed. 

You see your own face in a mask of feigned sincerity as you told yet another lie to 

someone you loved to keep them from finding out what kind of person you had become. 

You see the evening you came home to find that your spouse, the one you tried to 

stay with even after what they did to you, had packed their half of the records and books 

and pulled their clothes out of the closet, hangers and all, leaving you the dishes and the 

dog. 

You see the day you woke up in a place you did not recognize in the same clothes 

you’d been wearing for too many days and all you wanted was another high. 
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You see the morning your boss called you into her office and closed the door, 

always a bad sign, and explained that it’s not you, it’s the budget, and she’d be happy to 

give you a good reference when the time came. 

“O Give thanks to the Lord, for God is good. God’s steadfast love endures 

forever.” 

And because this is the Time After, because you are watching a movie of yourself 

and not living it in this moment, and because you are here, in this place, with these people, 

joining in songs of praise and bowing your head for the continuation of our prayers, 

chances are good that you have had some time to see God’s masterful work in these 

scenes of your life. These have become the stories you tell, like Goldilocks remembering 

the three bears with fondness as her grandchildren roll their eyes; like Hansel and Gretel 

self-publishing their memoirs, disagreeing on the details of what happened out there but 

in complete agreement on how it felt to escape; like the Israelites gathering for worship to 

recite the poetry of their own daring escape, first from the oppression of Egypt and then 

from the self-inflicted distress of the desert. 

Because this is the Time After, you join with the Israelites in remembering how it 

felt to wander in the desert wastes, finding no way to an inhabited town, hungry and 

thirsty, their soul fainting within them. Or not that exactly, but something very near that. 

And you remember along with them how you cried to the Lord in your trouble and he 

delivered you from your distress, and led you by a straight way until you reached an 

inhabited town. And how he turned your desert into pools of water, a parched land into 

springs of water. In the idiom of Psalm 107: “And there he lets the hungry live, and they 

establish a town to live in; they sow fields, and plant vineyards, and get a fruitful yield.” 

In the Time After, you look back at the crooked path, straightened by the Lord’s 

engineering, the straightened path that brought you here. You look around at the pools of 

water, the springs of water, that have restored your life at its most basic level. You 
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remember how hungry you once were, and how the Lord gave you land, and let you plant, 

and sent rain and sun in right measure so that your harvest was, eventually, plentiful. 

You look around at your life, your Life After, at the marriage that held together, or 

the way you learned to live happily on your own again. You look at your kids, who [after 

all that] mostly turned out okay. You look at your own body, your strong surviving self, 

not what it once was but still carrying the essential you from place to place, still 

converting energy into thought and movement. You examine your own hands, which 

have held babies, have held the hands of loved ones in the flush of health and the cool of 

death, have held the bread and the wine countless times, the gifts of God for the people of 

God. You look in the mirror and appreciate the lines that have formed here and there, 

lines that come from crying, lines that come from laughing, lines that come from 

laughing while you’re crying. And you remember: “O Give thanks to the Lord, for 

God is good. God’s steadfast love endures forever.” 

That is the Time After. 

But now here is the hard part. The hard part is, sometimes the church is ready for 

Psalm 107, the church is ready to say, “O Give thanks to the Lord, for God is good. 

God’s steadfast love endures forever,” let the redeemed of the Lord say so, those he 

redeemed from trouble and gathered in from the lands, from the east and from the west, 

from the north and from the south”; the church is ready to say that, and as long as you are 

in the Time Before, when everything is still okay and the stories are just stories; or in the 

Time After, when you know the stories are true and you already know from experience 

the redemption of the Lord; as long as you are in the Time Before or the Time After, 

you’ll join right in the singing of the Psalm. It will be fine. 

But the hard part is, sometimes the church is ready and you are not ready, because 

you are in the Time In-Between. You are still in the desert, still in the parched land, still 

hungry, still in distress, still crying to the Lord in your trouble. Psalm 107 gets stuck in 

your throat. You leave it to the church to finish the reading. 
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The hard part is, sometimes the church is ready and the world is not ready, because 

so much of the world is in the Time In-Between. So many people, bodies and souls, still 

in the desert, still hungry, still in distress, still crying to the Lord in their troubles. Cries 

of anguish and anger, cries of suffering and sorrow, cries of hunger and hatred, cries of 

isolation and injustice. Whether or not they know the name of the Lord, their cries reach 

the heavens and land in the ear of the Almighty. The Israelites in Egypt did not know the 

Lord’s name, but scripture says their cries reached the ears of God and landed in the heart 

of God. God is in the habit of listening for the cries of those who are in the Time In-

Between, not yet able to say, “O Give thanks to the Lord, for God is good. God’s 

steadfast love endures forever.” 

And so, church, reading the 107th Psalm comes with a responsibility. When we 

remember together the redemption of our lives from trouble, when we remember how we 

have been [gathered in] from the desert wastelands, let us not forget those who have not 

yet been gathered. Let us offer truthful testimony about how it is to live in the Time After, 

which requires that we tell the truth about the Time In-Between, which requires also that 

we listen to the truth from those who are still there. Let us not be glib and forgetful about 

the scorching heat of that desert, nor the terrifying inability to see the end of your own 

story when you’re in the middle of it. Let us not force our sisters and brothers in this 

room, our neighbors in this community, our neighbors in this world to sing the praises of 

the Lord IF they have not yet been rescued from their distress. Let us testify from the 

Time After, those of us who can, hoping to strengthen the hearts of those who are still in-

between, telling the truth as we know it to be: “O Give thanks to the Lord, for God is 

good. God’s steadfast love endures forever.” 

And if we are strong enough, if we are recovered sufficiently from our own desert 

wanderings, if our thirst has been satisfied and our hunger satiated, if our own crops are 

thriving and our homes are secure, then let us not cocoon ourselves in complacency. Let 

us join the Lord in the building of towns where the hungry can live. Let us join the Lord 
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in creating spaces for the sunburnt, starving refugees who wander into our corner of the 

world. Let us join the Lord in the sowing and harvesting of sustaining love, good food for 

the body and soul and mind and heart. Let us join the Lord in the work of rescue, 

redemption, the rebuilding of lives so that the chorus of those who can sing the Psalm 

will swell the sound, sending our praise to the stars, thrusting our thanksgiving beyond 

the boundaries of the cosmos. “O Give thanks to the Lord, for God is good. God’s 

steadfast love endures forever.” 

That would actually be a pretty good reason for a church to exist, wouldn’t it? Kind 

of a mission statement, actually: “First Christian Church (Disciples of Christ) of Wichita 

Falls, Texas, growing the chorus of those who can sing about the Lord’s steadfast love 

and mean it.” And you could evaluate the ministries of a church by whether they bring 

anybody any closer to singing that song, that 107th Psalm, whether they help to move 

anybody down the Lord’s straight path to the inhabited cities where he lets the hungry 

live, where the parched lands have turned into pools. 

And if you thought a church was accomplishing that, little by little, family by 

family, student by student, scout by scout, addict by addict, survivor by survivor, if you 

thought a church was adding voices to the chorus of those who praise the Lord for their 

rescue, for redemption, for steadfast love that endures forever, well, you’d want to be part 

of that, wouldn’t you? You’d want to add your voice to that song, add your energy, add 

your ideas, add your skills, add your financial resources, add your testimony. You’d want 

to join the chorus with everything you’ve got: “O Give thanks to the Lord, for God is 

good. God’s steadfast love endures forever.” 

A few Sundays from now you’re going to have the opportunity to make clear one 

piece of your commitment to this project by making your financial pledge to the 

ministries of this church for the coming year. It’s unlikely you’ve seen a budget for 2016 

yet, and that’s by design of your church leaders. The church leaders don’t want you to 
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contribute to a budget that gets bills paid and keeps the church doing business as usual – 

they would rather you let God’s generosity inspire generosity of your own. 

But if your church is like most churches these days, you’re not in the strong 

financial position the church has enjoyed in decades past. And so your church leaders 

have labored over every detail of the budget they’ll share with you soon. They have 

wondered whether to expand or contract the ways you reach out to your neighbors in this 

community. They have ground down the incidental expenses for paper clips and lawn 

care and utilities; they have built up the essential expenses for spiritual care, theological 

exploration, and neighbor love, reflecting priorities that you have voiced and supported in 

the years past. I’ll say this with confidence, without knowing the details of your particular 

congregational finances: that it is a crazy time to expect to find more money for ministry. 

It’s absurd. Nothing about it makes any sense, except for this: “O Give thanks to the 

Lord, for God is good. God’s steadfast love endures forever.” 

We can let that be the last word for this morning. We raise our voices with the 

voices of God’s faithful servants over too many generations to count, raising our praise to 

the heavens: “O Give thanks to the Lord, for God is good. God’s steadfast love 

endures forever.” 


