
Remembering that God, in Christ, is our self-emptying God who lets be our evolving earth, let us pray Psalm 147 as the first Franciscans did daily.
 Sing to the Lord with thanksgiving;
     make melody to our God upon the lyre!
He covers the heavens with clouds,
     he prepares rain for the earth,
     he makes grass grow upon the hills,.
He gives to the beasts their food,
     and to the young ravens which cry.
‘Praise the Lord’.
His delight is not in the strength of the horse,
     nor his pleasure in the legs of a man.
           . . . . . . . . . . . .
He makes peace in your borders;
     he fills you with the finest of the wheat.
He sends forth his command to the earth;
     his word runs swiftly.
He gives snow like wool;
     he scatters hoarfrost like ashes.
He casts forth his ice like morsels;
     who can stand before his cold?
He sends forth his word, and melts them;
     he makes his wind blow, and the waters flow.
Psalm 147. 7-10; 14-18.
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