
 

             

 

 

 

 

 

HOMILY by Father Robbie Low 
 
30th Sunday in Ordinary Time - Year B 
 
What marvels the Lord has worked for them 
Readings:  Jeremiah 31:7-9, Ps 125, Hebrews 5:1-6, Mark 10: 46-52 
 
 
 

At every Mass, tucked between the reading and the Gospel, there is a 

portion of Psalmody. Said or sung it can often come across as an irrelevant 

delay on the way to the ‘real meat’ of the service. Sometimes, in churches, 

you hear it mumbled or sung half-heartedly or set to a tune that fails to 

catch the mood of the words. For much of the time, in too many of our 

churches, the Psalm is a ‘lost cause’. So I wanted, today, just to reflect on 

this vital but neglected part of our offering of worship. 

 

We sing a lot of hymns in the modern Mass, many of them from a narrow 

time frame – things we have heard and enjoyed in our own lifetime. The 

Mass, while it may rejoice in the use of good hymns, has never needed 

hymns as such. The Mass was there to be sung and, as one Sister said to 

me many years ago, ‘Father, I was brought up to believe that Protestants 

had hymns because they didn’t have the Mass.’ 

 

Of course the Mass contains its own hymns from the Kyrie to the Gloria to 

the Sanctus to the Agnus. These are fixed.  But there is the ever changing 

diet of Psalmody. For the Psalter is nothing less than the hymnbook of the 

Church. Part of the Canon of Holy Scripture, it is truly the Word of God 



and, thus inspired by the Holy Spirit, has always lifted up the hearts of men 

to enable them to express their deepest longings, fears, joys, hopes and 

their accession to the will of God and the destiny of the faithful. 

 

It is no accident that the offices, to which a priest commits his daily life, 

are 75% Psalmody. It is no accident that the offices of Eastern Orthodoxy 

are the same – or, for that matter, home grown Anglican liturgy. It is to 

this reservoir of spirituality that the pilgrim soul turns again and again on 

the road to Heaven. It is from this fountainhead of prayer that the liturgy 

sprinkles our path from the Old Covenant to the New. 

 

It does so because, by His inspiration, God has given us, in this collection of 

150 hymns, a rich feast of prayer that opens the heart, both to self-

knowledge and to the Divine Wisdom, illuminating the Way of Salvation. 

Today’s psalm is a piece of just such spiritual brilliance which, in a few 

short verses, takes us from the actualities of salvation history into the very 

extremities of our own life and death, joy and sorrow and the sacramental 

road from slavery to liberation. 

 

The setting for today’s psalm is the Exile. At the turn of the sixth century 

before Christ the little remnant kingdom of Judah had been smashed by 

the might of Babylon, its king blinded and led away in chains with the 

flower of the land – but not before witnessing the execution of his children 

and heirs. The Temple looted and smashed, the Jews were, apparently, 

just one more defeated people who would merge into the mongrel melting 

pot of an alien empire, just as the kingdom of Israel had done a century 

earlier under the merciless hand of the Assyrians. The disobedient, 

reckless, idolatrous chosen people of God were about to vanish forever. 



They had ignored the prophets. They had ignored God. This was their 

promised fate. 

 

Yet time and again the prophets had told them that, ‘if only they would 

turn back to God’ all was not lost. Now in exile they held together. They 

studied God’s Word. They returned to their prayers. They mourned for 

Jerusalem. And God heard their prayer. 

 

Against all human odds and defying all historical precedent, the Jews were 

set free by the conquering Persian emperor, Cyrus, and sent back to their 

own land and told to rebuild the Temple. 

 

God’s words, via Jeremiah, were fulfilled, ‘See. I will bring them back.’ 

Listen to the glorious joy of that moment. ‘It seemed like a dream’. Can 

this really be true? Pinch me. Am I awake? ‘Our mouth was filled with 

laughter. On our lips there were songs’. 

 

What an image of radiant joy overflowing the heart and bubbling up like a 

torrent, a babbling brook of irrepressible wonder and happiness. 

Freedom has come like water in the desert to the dying man. The long 

nights of mourning and suffering and pining and spiritual famine have 

vanished in the dawn of a new day and in a harvest we can scarcely carry 

home. It is, a few short verses, a wonderful description of that moment of 

liberation and celebration and hope. The people of God are coming home. 

And so, two and a half thousand years on, we sing it still. 

 

We sing it because we are the People of God and this is our history. But we 

sing it also because, though we know of this part of our history, we are 

also hymning a much greater story of this fulfilment.  



Faced with the eternal exile of sinful man from Eden and the Presence, 

doomed to die far from our home, God has kept His promise. 

 

In Christ, those who turn to Him and obey His Word and worship in 

sincerity of heart, will find that the slavery to sin is overthrown and the 

exile is ended and the Temple, in all its glory, has been raised up and we 

are to be restored, not just for a season or a millennium but forever. 

It is for this reason that Christian worship centres on the Prayer of 

Thanksgiving (the Eucharist) and the sowing of tears at Calvary reaps joy 

and life and liberation and hope on the Third Day. It is why, as followers of 

Jesus, that joyous laughter and triumphant song - both in our worship and 

the way in which we live our lives -  is part of our witness. 

 

So those who hear it can truly say, ‘What marvels the Lord has worked for 

them.’  And wonder, perhaps, ‘Could He do that for me?’         
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