
Psalm 77
I cry aloud to God,
    aloud to God, that he may hear me.
In the day of my trouble I seek the Lord;
    in the night my hand is stretched out without 
wearying;
    my soul refuses to be comforted.
I think of God, and I moan;
    I meditate, and my spirit faints.
You keep my eyelids from closing;
    I am so troubled that I cannot speak.
I consider the days of old,
    and remember the years of long ago.
I commune with my heart in the night;
    I meditate and search my spirit:
‘Will the Lord spurn for ever,
    and never again be favourable?
Has his steadfast love ceased for ever?
    Are his promises at an end for all time?
Has God forgotten to be gracious?
    Has he in anger shut up his compassion?’
And I say, ‘It is my grief
    that the right hand of the Most High has 
changed.’
I will call to mind the deeds of the Lord;

    I will remember your wonders of old.
I will meditate on all your work,
    and muse on your mighty deeds.
Your way, O God, is holy.
    What god is so great as our God?
You are the God who works wonders;
    you have displayed your might among the 
peoples.
With your strong arm you redeemed your 
people,
    the descendants of Jacob and Joseph.
When the waters saw you, O God,
    when the waters saw you, they were afraid;
    the very deep trembled.
The clouds poured out water;
    the skies thundered;
    your arrows flashed on every side.
The crash of your thunder was in the whirlwind;
    your lightnings lit up the world;
    the earth trembled and shook.
Your way was through the sea,
    your path, through the mighty waters;
    yet your footprints were unseen.
You led your people like a flock
    by the hand of Moses and Aaron.  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Introduction to the Song:
‘Nobody Knows You When You're Down and 
Out’ is a blues standard written by Jimmy Cox in 
1923. Its lyric, told from the point of view of a 
one-time millionaire during the prohibition era in 
the USA, reflects on the fleeting nature of 
material wealth and the friendships that come 
and go with it.  It was popularized by Bessie 
Smith, one of the preeminent blues singers of 
the 1920s and 1930s. Since her 1929 recording, 
it has been interpreted by numerous musicians 
in a variety of styles.  The song reflects on the 
reality that without money, a person is 
disadvantaged not just in what they cannot buy 
and have, but by alienation - the lack of help and 
support from informal support networks of 
friends and families.  So with money, a person 
has an extra step up and many things get easier: 
a poorer person has more than just lack of funds 
as an obstacle.     

Bessie Smith,
 Nobody knows you when you’re down and out
Once I lived the life of a millionaire, 
Spending my money, I didn't care  

I carried my friends out for a good time, 
Buying bootleg liquor, champagne and wine
Then I began to fall so low, 
I didn't have a friend, and no place to go  
So if I ever get my hand on a dollar again, 
I'm gonna hold on to it till them eagle's grin
Nobody knows you when you down and out 
In my pocket not one penny, 
And my friends I haven't any 
But If I ever get on my feet again, 
Then I'll meet my long lost friend  
It's mighty strange, without a doubt 
Nobody knows you when you down and out 
I mean when you down and out
Mmmmm, when you're down and out, 
Mmmmm, not one penny 
And my friends I haven't any, 
Mmmmm, well I felt so low  
Nobody wants me round their door, 
Mmmmm, without a doubt, 
No man can use you wen you down and out 
I mean when you down and out
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