A Song of Spring.

Bless the Lord, O my soul. O Lord my God, thou art
very great; thou art clothed with honour and majesty.

Who coverest thyself with light as with a garment: who
stretchest out the heavens like a curtain:

Who layeth the beams of his chambers in the waters:
who maketh the clouds his chariot: who walketh upon the
wings of the wind.

He sendeth the springs into the valleys, which run
among the hills.

They give drink to every beast of the field: the wild ~
asses quench their thirst.

By them shall the fowls of the heaven have their habita-
tion, which sing among the branches.

He watereth the hills from his chambers: the earth is
satisfied with the fruit of thy works.

He causeth the grass to grow for the cattle, and herb for
the service of man: that he may bring forth food out of the
earth.

O Lord, how manifold are thy works! In wisdom hast
thou made them all: the earth is full of thy riches.

—PSALM 104.



