People sometimes ask about the way |
sign my name on my paintings. | almost
always sign “Psalm 104” after my name
to avoid “spiritual plagiarism”. God
deserves the credit for all the joy,
wonder, and awe that inspire my
paintings.

| like how this Psalm reminds me of our
Creator’s continuing preservation, care,
and provision for all of us creatures. He
works through His created provisions of
land and water, day and night, life and
death. It summons me to be grateful to
Him for these things, and stand in
amazement at His greatness. He
Himself is constantly at work in and
through all these things.

Towards the end of this Psalm there is a
discordant note: “Let sinners be
consumed from the earth, and let the
wicked be no more!” This is disturbing
when | think about it. If God cleansed
the earth of all sinners, where would |
be? | still fall far short of loving Him with
all my heart, soul, mind and strength.
Surely this psalmist knew that about
himself too. But He also knew about
this great and good God’s gracious
provision for his sin. So he could go on
exhorting himself: “Bless the Lord, O my

soul! Praise the Lord!” He could say
this as a forgiven sinner, assured of the
love and forgiveness of His God.

| have to talk to myself in similar ways as
| paint. | can get distracted by the
mechanics of painting, design, art
career, success, failure, and ego. | can
forget the joyous reason | was originally
attracted to a subject. Realizing that |
am one of these “wicked sinners”, now
forgiven and under spiritual construction
by my heavenly Father, frees me to seek
to honor Him in my painting, my living,
loving, dying, tax paying, etc.
Constructive internal dialogue about the
mechanics of painting, design, and
meaning can then thrive in this
atmosphere of love, forgiveness and
acceptance - all toward the goal of
expressing my original impression of joy,
wonder, awe, etc. “Bless the Lord*, O my
soul! ...” (Bless the Lord, O my brush
and my canvas) ... “Praise the Lord*!”

Below is Psalm 104 in its entirety:



Bless the Lord*, O my soul!

O Lord* my God, you are very great!
You are clothed with splendor and majesty,
covering yourself with light as with a garment,
stretching out the heavens like a tent.

He lays the beams of his chambers on the waters;
he makes the clouds his chariot;
he rides on the wings of the wind;
he makes his messengers winds,
his ministers a flaming fire.
He set the earth on its foundations,
so that it should never be moved.

You covered it with the deep as with a garment;
the waters stood above the mountains.
At your rebuke they fled;

at the sound of your thunder they took to flight.

The mountains rose, the valleys sank down
to the place that you appointed for them.

You set a boundary that they may not pass,
So that they might not again cover the earth.

You make springs gush forth in the valleys;
they flow between the hills;
they give drink to every beast of the field;
the wild donkeys quench their thirst.
Beside them the birds of the heavens dwell;
they sing among the branches.
From your lofty abode you water the mountains;
the earth is satisfied with the fruit of your work.
You cause the grass to grow for the livestock
and plants for man to cultivate,
that he may bring forth food from the earth
and wine to gladden the heart of man,
oil to make his face shine
and bread to strengthen man's heart.

The trees of the Lord™ are watered abundantly,
the cedars of Lebanon that he planted.
In them the birds build their nests;
the stork has her home in the fir trees.
The high mountains are for the wild goats;
the rocks are a refuge for the rock badgers.



He made the moon to mark the seasons;
the sun knows its time for setting.

You make darkness, and it is night,
when all the beasts of the forest creep about.
The young lions roar for their prey,
seeking their food from God.

When the sun rises, they steal away
and lie down in their dens.
Man goes out to his work
and to his labor until the evening.

O Lord*, how manifold are your works!
In wisdom have you made them all;
the earth is full of your creatures.
Here is the sea, great and wide,
which teems with creatures innumerable,
living things both small and great.
There go the ships,
and Leviathan, which you formed to play in it.
These all look to you,
to give them their food in due season.
When you give it to them, they gather it up;
when you open your hand, they are filled with good things.
When you hide your face, they are dismayed;
when you take away their breath, they die
and return to their dust.
When you send forth your Spirit, they are created,
and you renew the face of the ground.

May the glory of the Lord* endure forever;
may the Lord™ rejoice in his works,

who looks on the earth and it trembles,
who touches the mountains and they smoke!

I will sing to the Lord* as long as I live;
I will sing praise to my God while | have being.

May my meditation be pleasing to him,

for | rejoice in the Lord™.

Let sinners be consumed from the earth,
and let the wicked be no more!
Bless the Lord*, O my soul!
Praise the Lord*!

(Psalm 104 is quoted from the ESV. But | rendered God’s covenant name as “ Lord* ” with the asterisk
instead of ESV’s rendering in all caps as “LORD”.)



