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Psalm 138  Getting a Little Irrational Rev. Robin Long 
 

I give you thanks, O Lord, with my whole heart; before 
the gods I sing your praise; 
I bow down toward your holy temple and give thanks to 
your name for your steadfast love and your faithfulness; 
for you have exalted your name and your word above 
everything. 
On the day I called, you answered me, you increased my 
strength of soul. 
All the kings of the earth shall praise you, O Lord, for 
they have heard the words of your mouth. 

They shall sing of the ways of the Lord, for great is the 
glory of the Lord.  
For though the Lord is high, he regards the lowly; but the 
haughty he perceives from far away. 
Though I walk in the midst of trouble, you preserve me 
against he wrath of my enemies; you stretch out your 
hand and your rights hand delivers me. 
The Lord will fulfill his purpose for me; your steadfast 
love, O Lord, endures forever.  Do not forsake the work 
of your hands. 

 
Someone once asked why I don’t preach on the Psalms.  I didn’t have a ready answer for him at the time, but 
given a chance to think about it, I’ve determined the reason—the Psalms do not, for the most part, tell a story.  I 
like prose, stories, narratives—storytelling.  I’m excited when I can research a passage and share with you the 
who, what, when, where, why, of it and then explore the how of how it affects our lives today.  I like the parables 
of Jesus—wrestling with the meaning and determining the significance of them.  And Paul’s letters—while they 
sometimes rub me the wrong way, I can at least understand that they are a kind of “how-to” book of Christianity 
and that, for the most part, the guidance they offered 2000 years ago is still relevant today.  But the psalms—
most of them were written by or attributed to David.  Sometimes the notes tell us that a particular psalm is song 
of praise or a psalm of lament and occasionally the commentators will throw us a bone by telling us that it’s a 
psalm of thanksgiving for victory in battle.  But, for the most part, they are not narrative, they do not tell a story, 
rather, they are a form of poetry and the meaning is left up to our own interpretation. 
 
Well, there’s a reason I read very little poetry.  When I read something, I want to know what it means.  I want to 
know where they author was coming from, what the author is saying to me.  But, concrete meaning is rarely the 
poet’s objective.  I heard a poet interviewed on NPR last week and he said that if he wanted people to know the 
meaning of his poems, then he would reveal the meaning of his poems in his poems.  Instead of deriving 
meaning from the poem, the poet wants people to feel something when they’re reading a poem. 
 
Now, this is quite contrary to our western Christian tradition in which sermons are intended to teach or make 
meaning.  Sermons are supposed to be logical and rational.  Preachers are more focused on people learning 
something than we are on people feeling something.  And yet, the great poet Maya Angelou writes “I’ve learned 
that people will forget what you said, people will forget what you did, but people will never forget how you 
made them feel.” 
 
And so, today, the goal is not for you to learn something, but rather for you to feel something.  I, for one, want 
you to feel like you are worshipping God—to be so moved by the psalm and the music that is to come that you 
actually feel something—and not just a feeling of appreciation for the musicians—but feel something that makes 
you, like the psalmist, sing of the ways of the Lord, for great is the glory of the Lord.  Indeed, if I may be so bold 
as to say it, I even hope that things in this sanctuary might get a little irrational for a change—maybe you’ll 
laugh, maybe you’ll cry, maybe you’ll clap, maybe you’ll smile, maybe you’ll even, dare I even hope it—shout 
out an amen—but whatever you do, please, let yourself feel—feel the love, the grace, the mercy and feel the 
thump of your grateful heart as together we worship our God who is so worthy to be praised. 
 

I give you thanks, O Lord, with my whole heart; before the gods I sing your praise; 
 
I Thank you Jesus  Hymn  Insert 
 
I bow down toward your holy temple and give thanks to your name for your steadfast love and your faithfulness; for you have 
exalted your name and your word above everything. 
 
Majesty   Special Music Mom 



On the day I called, you answered me; you increased my strength of soul. 
 
You Just Call  Special Music Band 
 
All the kings of the earth shall praise you, O Lord, for they have heard the words of your mouth. 
They shall sing of the ways of the Lord, for great is the glory of the Lord.  
For though the Lord is high, he regards the lowly; but the haughty he perceives from far away. 
 
 
 
Though I walk in the midst of trouble, you preserve me against he wrath of my enemies; you stretch out your hand and your 
rights hand delivers me. 
 
Wade in the Water Special Music Band 
 
The Lord will fulfill his purpose for me; your steadfast love, O Lord, endures forever.  Do not forsake the work of your hands. 

 
 


