
 My dad and I have a running joke about Psalm 8. In fact, if 

he were here today instead of back home in Myrtle Beach, there 

would have been a moment during the chanting of today’s psalm that 

he would have looked up and tried to catch my eye so that we could 

share a little secret grin. You see, my dad was an usher in the church 

that I grew up in, and the rule was that the head usher always had to 

lead the others in a brief meditation before their work began. (This is 

not a bad idea – Mike Trumbold, I’m lookin’ at you.) Dad always took 

this responsibility very seriously. The trouble was that in that church, 

as in many, people’s unpredictable schedules and travel and illness 

often meant that there were last-minute substitutions, and so on more 

than one occasion my dad found himself responsible for the weekly 

meditation with only a moment’s notice. 

 Enter Psalm 8. For whatever reason, Psalm 8 was the psalm 

my dad started turning to when he was in a pinch. O Lord our 

Governor, how exalted is your Name in all the world! When I 

consider your heavens, the work of your fingers, the moon and the 

stars you have set in their courses, what is man that you should be 

mindful of him? the son of man that you should seek him out? 

Nobody to lead the morning meditation? No problem, my dad would 

say, and turn in the Bible to his old stand-by. What is man that you 

should be mindful of him? Sunday in mid-summer? What is man that 

you should be mindful of him? Christmastime? What is man that you 

should be mindful of him? Easter morning? What is man that you 

should be mindful of him? It’s a longstanding and hopefully not-so-

irreverent truth that whenever my dad and I hear What is man that 

you should be mindful of him? we usually have to fight off a fit of 

church giggles.  

 One could have a worse go-to psalm than Psalm 8. One could 

do worse than to hear again and again these words of God’s majesty 

and power. The psalmist’s description of the hands of God weaving 

the fabric of the universe and then stitching the moon and the stars 



within its warp and woof evokes the same feeling in us that we might 

experience on a starry night in the open desert, at the lip of the north 

rim of the Grand Canyon, or on the shore looking out over the ocean. 

The world is large, we think, and grand. The created universe is more 

wondrous and more enormous than we could possibly imagine, and 

the knowledge of this, the visceral recognition of the immensity of 

these worlds without end, helps us to find our center, our priorities, 

and our place. 

 But this psalm does not just remind us of how small we are. 

This psalm also reminds us of how beloved we are. For is it not true 

that when we stand beneath a sky full of stars and feel some piece of 

God’s breadth and depth and height, we also often feel an incredible 

intimacy with God? How many of us have felt a sudden and sparkling-

clear sense of God’s presence as we stand by a lake or on a hilltop? 

This connection between place and God’s presence is so enduring 

that we call these moments where immanence and eminence meet 

mountaintop moments, wherever they might actually happen. They 

are moments when, in the words of the Godly Play curriculum, God 

comes so close to us, and we come so close to God, that we know our 

place in the world. When I consider the heavens, the work of your 

hands, O Lord, who am I that you are mindful of me?  

 And yet, the psalm assures us, God is. God is mindful of us, 

God has made us just a little lower than that angels and adorned us 

with the glory and honor of our bodies, our minds, our souls. God 

has given us mastery over all of this Creation, and God has put all 

things under our feet – sheep and oxen and wild beasts and birds and 

fish and every single living thing that Adam named in the Garden 

from the black-footed ferret to the whale shark to the hawksbill turtle. 

All of this God has given to us because he is large enough to do so, 

and because he loves us enough to do so. 

 This is a great blessing, and a great mystery. But it is also a 

great responsibility, and one that we as human beings regularly 



ignore. For whatever God imagined in putting all things under our 

feet, it was surely not that we would tromp about the planet crushing 

his gifts like too-big toddlers smashing gifts on Christmas morning. 

Whatever God imagined in putting all things under our feet, it was 

surely not that through our negligence, cruelty, and greed we would 

destroy this planet to the point that the black-footed ferret and the 

whale shark and the hawksbill turtle would end up on the point of 

extinction. Whatever God imagined in being mindful of us and 

seeking us out, it was not that we would be so careless and so callous 

with all he has put under our feet.   

 And whatever God imagined for us in this world he gave us, 

it was not that we would get so used to having things under our feet 

that we would start throwing each other under there as well. 

Whatever God imagined for us, it was not that we would indulge a 

sinful sense of superiority and ignore those getting trampled beneath 

our heels. It was not that we would put women under our feet, 

especially those who dare to challenge the systems that abuse and 

oppress them. It was not that we would put children under our feet, 

especially those who are vulnerable because their parents carried 

them across a border without papers. It was not that we would put 

black men under our feet, or black teenaged boys, or transgendered 

persons, former felons, survivors, those who speak inconvenient 

truths. It was not that we would start putting anyone we felt like 

under our feet if we had enough privilege, if we went to the right 

schools and knew the right people, if we had enough money, if we 

happened to have a gun in our hand. Whatever God imagined when 

he was drawing the contours of our cheeks with the very same hand 

that drew the range of the Rockies and hung the seven stars, it was 

not this. Whatever God imagined, it was surely not a broken heart.   

 What God could imagine was how to help us. God could 

imagine a Savior. God could imagine sending his Son to be among 

us, to be himself made just a little lower than the angels. God could 



imagine sending Jesus Christ to be born of the Virgin Mary to redeem 

and restore not only you and me, but the whole of creation, from the 

Rockies to the coastlines to the ferrets to the whales to the turtles to 

the pets sitting in our pews today. God could imagine a new Creation, 

where the powers of this world are conquered by the power of life 

and love. God could imagine bringing us into that new Creation with 

holy water and oil; God could imagine sustaining us in this new 

Creation with holy food and drink. God could imagine transforming 

us by the life, death, and resurrection of his Son into the women and 

men he has always been mindful of, the people he has always sought, 

the children he has always loved.    

 And that holy imagining is still going on. God still imagines a 

world where you and I join in the care and stewardship of all that is, 

not out of fear, or self-preservation, but out of love. God still imagines 

a world where the voices of the vulnerable are the clearest, where the 

wounded are honored, believed, and healed. God still imagines a 

world where justice does not come once in a while as a great relief but 

every second of every hour as a great assurance. God still imagines a 

world where all people, all living things, are seen and loved for their 

infinite variety. God still imagines a world where all people love one 

another as Christ loved us – sacrificially, whole-heartedly, and 

faithfully. 

 This world that God imagines is nothing less than the 

kingdom of heaven, which is a great blessing and a great mystery. In 

Christ, this kingdom has already come very near to us, and yet we do 

not live in its fullness. But it is our responsibility, as Christians, not 

only to proclaim the good news of that kingdom but to live like we 

mean it. It is our calling to live each day in the light of that kingdom, 

to see that kingdom under our feet and to know that we are walking 

on holy ground. Who are we that God should be mindful of us? We 

are they who stand together and pray, Come, Lord Jesus. Thy 

kingdom come. 


