When I was in Seminary in Vancouver, 


we were under the Canadian Healthcare system 


and it was the first time for a number of my U.S. Classmates 



that they had healthcare coverage as an adult.  

As a high cost dependent since 5th grade on my parents 


and then other programs, 


having my own policy in my early 20s, 



this was mind boggling to me.  

But as they explained their logic, 


it soon made practical sense.  

Most of them were in peak physical condition, 


some running 5 miles a day before I woke up, 


they were seldom sick, 


and had been students 


or working for various churches on low income jobs.  

They made the natural assumption 


that if they lived healthily,


 they would not need health insurance.  

At least not right now, 


as many of them were still in their late 20s and early 30s.

But our psalm today points out, 


and our current pandemic is reinforces, 

there are limits on what we can do for our health and well-being.  


There are lifestyle choices that we can make, 


and families that we are born into with lousy genetics.  

But sometimes 


there is no way of explaining what is going on 


or why it happened.  

As some are finding out 


that have had the corona virus 


and didn't show symptoms 

and then others who did 


and are no longer with us, 



health is a fickle thing.

Or as the psalmist has come to realize 


and speaks of in verse 6, 

their health was dependent upon the grace of God 


and not a work of their own 


or because of their own merit. 

The Psalmist had foolishly thought that.  


Thinking that they would never be shaken.  


They had prospered so far, 



why should that change?  

But then the Lord turned his face from them 


and the world was shaken.  

In the place of the health, 


came an illness 



that left them feeling like they were in the realm of the dead.  



They were in the depths.  




They were bargaining with God 





and saying that their death would do God no good.  



That was where the illness had taken the psalmist.

God heard the cries of help from the psalmist 


and lifted the poor man from the realm of the dead.  



From Sheol.  

It was not a physician 

or great medical cure that is given credit, 


but God alone.  T

he psalmist was brought from his place of pride 


to a place of humbleness 



because of the great illness.  

He no longer thought the world was flourishing because of his presence.  


He now knew that the beauty happened 



because of the Lord's work in it.  


The goodness was there 



because the Lord is kind and gracious.  


That his unshakable health and well-being 



was a gift from the Lord, 



not a right of the King.

He also acknowledges 


that God was doing something through the sickness.  

He was bringing about a change in the psalmist.  


Causing him to change the way his life was heading.  

We have heard of people having these eye-opening, 


near death experiences 

and having their life transformed because of it.  


Movies have been made about some of them.  


A large part of the New Testament 



is Paul talking about his brushes with death.  

But we don't have to wait until the New Testament to hear these truths.  


They are right here in the prayer book of the people of God.

But sometimes 


we can get lost in what the prayers are saying, 

because we want to read them on our terms 


rather than the terms in which they are written.  

I at first 


tried to read this story linearly. 

Praise God, 


he rescued me, 

sing praises 


because his anger is temporary 


but favor last a lifetime.  

But then I hit verse 6 


and was trying to figure who would be saying this?  

Why are you praising the Lord 


if he is hiding his face from you?  


Now you are back to being okay again? 

But this reading does not give the psalmist any credit 


as a human being 


or as a story teller.

Then I remembered some of the basic story lines in Eva's books 


and the ones I enjoy 



very seldom have a linear storyline.  

Some follow the path of our storyteller today.  


Starting off with the take away,



 that the Lord is worthy to be praised or exalted.  



This is because he was near death 




and after calling out for help, 





was healed.

While that makes a nice story, 


it is not the full story.  

So the psalmist now has us hooked, 


we ask something similar to 



“what happened grandpa?”  

At which point, 


grandpa invites us in to snuggle in 



and get ready to hear the full story 



and walk the journey with him.  

In our case, 


in verse 4, 



the psalmist starts again 



with the second call to praise the Lord.  

In verse 5, 


the plot thickens 



as we find out that the writer has done something to anger God.  



Something that led to weeping.  


But in the course of it, 



in the end he found himself back in God's favor and rejoicing.

Verse 6 starts the explanation of what that was.  


It was the arrogance of the Psalmist.  



Thinking that the blessings he was experiencing, 



the life he was living, 




was because of his own brilliance, 




hard work, 




and natural blessedness.  



He gave all credit to himself 




instead of his God 




and the situation his God had placed him in.  



As this thinking grew larger and larger, 




God did a quick reality check.  




Something like what many around the world





 are experiencing right now.  


God hid his face for a moment 



and everything came tumbling apart.  


All of the pieces that had just so easily come together 



just as easily slipped apart.  


Things he had taken for granted 



were not available anymore.  

Prior to last week, 


it had been quite some time 



since we as a community had gathered at the docks 




to thank the barge service.  


With no direct access to Whitehorse or Juneau,



 we appreciated the mail 



and the local stores that much more.  

I remember how nice it was to walk into another building for the first time 


after our two week quarantine.  

For the Psalmist, 


he was feeling the effects of a health issue.

Verses 8-10 


tell of how far this sickness recalibrated the Psalmists pride and self-reliance.  

He went from being mighty and strong 


to knowing that his only real value was singing God's praises, 



which is the one thing he was good for 




that the dust can not do.  

That is the psalmists call for preservation.  


For he realizes that everything it appeared he did, 


it was actually the Lord who did it 



and provided it.  


His contribution was to praise God for what he has done.

And so he does.  


He adjusts his mourning into dancing.  


He takes off the sackcloth 



and finds himself filled with joy instead.  


He resumes his praises once again, 



knowing that God is good.  



That God is all sufficient.  



That when he starts with praising God, 




everything else will come together in its proper place.

This is why we haven't stopped meeting together.  

This is why churches are still operating as best they can.  


Because even if all services, 



including essential services were to stop, 


we would still have reason to give God thanks.  

Even when we find ourselves suffering, 


God is at work in that moment too.  

There is not a situation that we can find ourselves in, 


that God will say, 



“That is not my area of expertise.”  


That is the beauty of the omnipotence of God.  



His all-knowing, 



all-doing power 




make him qualified to help us in any and every situation.

The only thing left to figure out is, 


what does the prelude have to do with this Psalm. 

 Why does the Psalm start with, 

“A psalm. 


A song. 


For the dedication of the temple. 



Of David.”  

The first immediate bump we hit 


is the fact that David did not build the temple, 



Solomon did after him.  

So it is possible 


that when the David drew up the temple plans, 



he also wrote some songs 




to help with the future dedication.  


But there is no written history of that happening.


It also seems a little excessive in the planning.  

What there is history of 


is this psalm being used during the Hannukah 



by the Jews after they had dispelled a false King 



and brought about a new era of religious life.  

It is possible this was also used 


after the return from exile.  

As we are the Diaspora, 

the scattered faithful of God, 


how wonderful will it be to sing this psalm 



on the day we return to gathering together in this building?  
The final wild card 


is the fact that the word for temple 


can also mean house.  

So if David would have found himself sick, 


on the edge of death, 


and then found himself well again, 

he could have rededicated his house, 


or household to the service of the Lord.  

But we will not know for sure, 


because of what is lost in translation.

What is not lost in translation 


is our health and welfare is dependent upon the Lord.  


That the Lord sometimes uses sickness 



to call us back to himself, 




as he did with David 




and has done with many in this pandemic.  

And most importantly, 


as David learned again and again, 



all that God does is worthy of praise in every setting.  

So let us join in the procession of people praising God.
