
Psalm 108: Awake, harp and lyre 
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Psalm 108:1-5 is borrowed from Psalm 57:7-11 
and Psalm 108:6-13 is borrowed from Psalm 60:5-12. 

This gives us an idea how psalms were ‘up-dated’. It 
also gives us an indication of how careful the writers 
were in quoting their sources. 

Psalm 108 seems to belong to the Persian period (5th century 
BC?) when Judah, along with her neighbours, was part 
of a Persian province (‘satrapy’). 

Psalm 108 (107)   (Mode 3.  3….12 / 4……271)
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My heart is steadfast, O God, 
my heart is steadfast. 
I will sing and make melody.
Awake, my soul! 
Awake, O harp and lyre! 
I will awake the dawn.



He stirs himself. It is not God who needs awakening, 
it is our hearts.

‘Awake, awake, put on strength, O arm of the Lord! 
…  Rouse  yourself,  rouse  yourself !  Stand  up,  O 
Jerusalem!’(Isaiah 51:9,17). 



I will give thanks to you, O Lord, 
among the peoples.
I will sing praises to you 
among the nations. 
For your kindness is as high as the heavens; 
your faithfulness extends to the clouds. 

Rise up, O God, above the heavens. 
Let your glory fill the earth.



‘By the tender mercy of our God, the dawn from on 
high will break upon us’(Luke 1:78). 

‘Arise, shine; for your light has come, and the glory of 
the Lord has risen upon you’(Isaiah 60:1). 

Resurrection through death

‘When you have lifted up the Son of Man, 
 then you will realise that I am he’(John 8:28). 



‘Of Benjamin he said: The beloved of the Lord 
rests in safety – the High God surrounds him all 
day  long  –  the  beloved  rests  between  his 
shoulders’(Deuteronomy 33:12).

Praying this psalm as Christians we might reflect 
upon the Church as the especially loved Spouse of 
Christ, redeemed by his love.

Give victory with your right arm, 
so that those whom you love may be rescued. 



God has decreed in his sanctuary:
‘I will triumph and divide the land of Shechem.
I will portion out the Vale of Succoth;
for Gilead is mine, and Manasseh.

‘Ephraim is my helmet; 
Judah is my commander’s staff.
Moab is my washbowl; 
on Edom I plant my shoe. 
Against me, Philistia, 
hurl forth your war cry 
      if you dare!’



Who will lead us to Edom
to breach the city wall?
God, will you still hold back?
Will you desert our camp?

Grant us help against the foe, 
for human help is of no avail.
With God we will do valiantly.
It is our God who will crush our foes.


