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Series: Soap Operas
Sermon: As the World Turns

Psalm 84
How lovely is your dwelling place,
    Lord Almighty!
2 
My soul yearns, even faints,
    for the courts of the Lord;
my heart and my flesh cry out
    for the living God.
3 
Even the sparrow has found a home,
    and the swallow a nest for herself,
    where she may have her young—
a place near your altar,
    Lord Almighty, my King and my God.
4 
Blessed are those who dwell in your house;
    they are ever praising you.
5 
Blessed are those whose strength is in you,
    whose hearts are set on pilgrimage.
6 
As they pass through the Valley of Baka,
    they make it a place of springs;
    the autumn rains also cover it with pools.
7 
They go from strength to strength,
    till each appears before God in Zion.
8 
Hear my prayer, Lord God Almighty;
    listen to me, God of Jacob.
9 
Look on our shield, O God;
    look with favor on your anointed one.
10 
Better is one day in your courts
    than a thousand elsewhere;
I would rather be a doorkeeper in the house of my God
    than dwell in the tents of the wicked.
11 
For the Lord God is a sun and shield;
    the Lord bestows favor and honor;
no good thing does he withhold
    from those whose walk is blameless.



12 
Lord Almighty,
    blessed is the one who trusts in you.

Sermon
In 1956, As the World Turns came on the air for CBS, roughly at the same time as the other soaps of that day
and age.  It had a great run, on air for 54 years until being cancelled in 2010.  It won awards and many Emmy’s
throughout its years.  It was especially notable for placing professionals – doctors, lawyers, and clergy – at the
center of their storylines.  Proctor and Gamble, the main sponsors, was a fairly conservative company and didn’t
want too many bad things going on in the show, or if it did have negative events - it would always be punished. 
An adulterer always got their comeupins, a gambler lost, abortions not in the storylines.  The main author wrote:
"As the world turns, we know the bleakness of winter, the promise of spring, the fullness of summer, and the
harvest of autumn—the cycle of life is complete."  Of all the soaps, it was the most, well, boring.  Predictable.

But it is known for one event, but not in the plot.  Maybe some remember watching the show in 1963, say
November 22 .  The show began at 1:30 Eastern Time as usual.  It was performed live in those days.  Andnd

everything was going fine - the family characters were talking about the upcoming Thanksgiving holiday - you
know, soap opera stuff.  But then Walter Cronkite came on, Breaking News, about shots being fired in Dallas,
after the initial report - when they were still trying to figure out what was going on in Texas, it went back to As
the World Turns - the actors still acting, it was live.  They didn’t know they were cut off and didn’t know about
Kennedy yet.  As the World Turns has the distinction of being the last regular U.S. network program broadcast
for the next four days as the assassination and funeral of JFK and the transition of power to President Lyndon B.
Johnson took center stage. 

As the World Turns.  Things happen in predictable stages, but every now and then, you get interrupted. 
Something’s different.  I love the predictability of life - everything on a schedule.  Monday, kids are in school,
Tuesday, they’re in dance, in band.  Wednesday one has piano, another in debate, Wednesday night dinner -
each day has it’s thing.  Each of us have our activities.  Its simple.  It’s predictable.  But I also love surprises - at
least the good ones.  Someone is flying into town.  You get a vacation, There’s a show you wanted to see and
this is the week.  Birthdays or holidays - a little bit of flavor and variety in the ho-hum of your everyday
schedule.

This morning, I want to take a look at Psalm 84, maybe the words were familiar to you.  It is about variety in the
weekly rhythm of worship.  These are church people, well, synagogue people, week in and week out going to
the synagogue, but this is the big one - looking forward to going to the Temple in Jerusalem.  This is a Psalm of
Pilgrimage. Every year, the Jewish people were required to travel to Jerusalem to worship God in the temple. As
they journeyed from wherever they were living, they would sing songs. Music always makes a journey shorter,
that is why many of us listen to music in the car. And they did the same thing, only, since they didn’t have the
MP3 players and walkmans on their donkeys, they would sing songs as they traveled.

And the Jewish songbook, as you all know, is the book of Psalms. And from this songbook, they had some
favorites that they liked to sing when they were traveling to Jerusalem.  The first part of the Psalm is a longing
for God.  Longing.  Turn to your neighbor and say, I Can’t Wait.  How lovely is Your tabernacle, O Lord of
hosts!  My soul longs, yes, even faints for the courts of the Lord; My heart and my flesh cry out for the living
God.  The word soul is a Hebrew term for the innermost being. For the Psalmist, deep down inside, at the very
depths of his being, even his heart and his flesh, they cry out to be able to spend time with God.  The Hebrew
word for cry has the picture of a child who cries out when it is hungry. I am sure you have all seen it. An infant
cries with the whole body. Their hands clench into fists, their legs kick up and down and their face scrunches up
into seeming agony. This is how we should cry out for God: with our whole beings.  The feeling being



expressed is similar to when you are about to see a loved friend or family member that you have not seen or
talked with in a long time. Imagine if you had to leave them and were not sure if you would ever see them
again? Would you cry out with longing to be able to see them? Or, imagine if you only got to see the stars only
once every ten years. How much would you long for and look forward to the opportunity to see the stars again?
After seeing them, you would begin to count the days until you might gaze upon them.  Similarly, the genuine
worshiper of God longs to spend time in the courts of the Lord. The writer of the Psalm only gets to worship
God in the temple a couple times a year, and he is excited to the point of yearning, thirsting, longing, even
fainting to worship God again.  This is how we should feel about church too! On every Sunday, we should be
thinking, “Wow, what a great thing it is to be the presence of other Christians singing praise songs to God, and
hearing the Word of God! Oh man is this great! The only bad thing is that I’ve got to wait another week to do it
again!”  Well, wherever you are on your excitement level, hopefully, you want to have the excitement the
Psalmist has. 

The second part of the Psalm is Traveling to God.  Not just longing, but actually making the trip.  Turn to your
neighbor and say, “Lets get going.”  In this second section of the Psalm, the writer correctly realizes that
however much he would like to spend all day, every day in the temple praising God and learning about God’s
Word, that is not realistic for him. Sure the birds get to do it, but they don’t have jobs. And sure the priests and
temple officials get to do it, but that is their job. The Psalmist realizes that he is not a bird nor a priest, and so as
long as he is on this earth, it is not possible for him to spend as much time in the temple as he would like. He
must work so that he can live and provide food and housing for his family.  In essence, the Psalmist says, “Well,
if I can’t live there, at least I get to go there occasionally.”  Now, the Psalmist wants to do this, to worship God
with all of his heart. To go and get his gas tank filled up by God. To get strength from God. And for him to do
this, he had to travel to Jerusalem. He says here that his heart is set on pilgrimage. He is going to go on a
journey.  They even give a landmark in the Psalm, the Valley of Baca.  We’re not sure where the Valley of Baca
is, but it is somewhere along the route.  Showing that they are getting close.  I remember on some of our
journeys, we have landmarks to know that we are getting close.  My kids remember a single billboard on the
interstate that showed that we were getting close to grandma’s.  We’re getting close.   And in verse 7, the writer
of the Psalm tells us that the long journey to Jerusalem is made up of these little rest stops on the road. He calls
them places of strength.  They go from strength to strength; Each one appears before God in Zion.  Rest stop to
rest stop, until they get there.

And at long last, they make it.  They are in the presence of God.  Tell your neighbor, we made it.  Verse 10,  For
a day in Your courts is better than a thousand. I would rather be a doorkeeper in the house of my God than dwell
in the tents of wickedness.  This verse is the climax of the Psalm and is a favorite verse for many. The Psalmist
realizes that even though his time is short, and he cannot remain long in the temple, it is better to spend only one
day in a lowly position in the temple than it is to spend 1000 days anywhere else.

Says the Psalmist, in today’s language, One day in church worshiping God is better than a thousand days
anywhere else doing anything else. That is how great church can be!  We’ve all seen bumper stickers that say
things like “I’d rather be fishing,” or “I’d rather be driving my Bayliner,” or “I’d rather be sewing.” If the writer
of this Psalm lived today and had a bumper sticker on his car, it would say, “I’d rather be in church.” When
church is the way God wants it to be, church is the best possible place to be.

We all have our happy places.  Close your eyes and think, if you could magically transport yourself to
somewhere and spend a day, guilt free, nothing else on your calendar.  Snap your fingers and you’re there. 
Everyone have their happy place?  Let me ask you: When’s the last time you were there?  When is the last time
you made a point to go?  Maybe for some of you it is the beach, or the mountains, or your childhood home.  
Maybe it’s a State Park you have fond memories of, or a special place in your past.  I’ve got two special places
in mind, and it’s been 6-7 years since I’ve been.  Maybe its time for a pilgrimage.



We have ordinary time, where the calendar and weekly schedule dictates to us where we are, what we do. 
Albeit it is up to us to pick those things.  I hope worship is in there.  Every Sunday.  Like clockwork.  Part of our
routine.  As the world turns, it is predictable and comfortable.  But I also hope that you have those special
moments where grace and variety come into your lives - surprises along the way - those special trips, a
meaningful pilgrimage.  That adds excitement and longing and traveling and arriving into the soul.  

This Psalm closes with a summary thought at the end of the psalm.   Psalm 84:12. O Lord of hosts, blessed is
the one who trusts in You!  And this is the truth of all that we have seen in this chapter. There is great blessing
in store for the person who trusts God. And the more you trust Him, the more blessing you will receive. If you
long for God, you will be blessed.  And when we get to where God is, we get the greatest blessing of all.  And as
the World turns, it is better to spend one day near God than a thousand anywhere else.  And the family of God
said, Amen!


