
Songs of Life: Love’s Gonna Carry Me Home

A Song of Joy: Psalm 92:1-4, 12-15
It is good to give thanks to the Lord, to sing praises to your name, O Most High; to declare your steadfast love in the morning, and your faithfulness by night, to the music of the lute and the harp, to the melody of the lyre. For you, O Lord, have made me glad by your work; at the works of your hands I sing for joy. The righteous flourish like the palm tree, and grow like a cedar in Lebanon. They are planted in the house of the Lord; they flourish in the courts of our God. In old age they still produce fruit; they are always green and full of sap, showing that the Lord is upright; God is my rock, and there is no unrighteousness in God.
A Story of Joy: David

An unlikely candidate for king? That would probably be an understatement.


It was a surprise when word spread that Samuel, the most famous priest of our time, was coming to Bethlehem. It was even more surprising when we learned he was going to visit our home.


Of course, I wasn’t even there. I was out with my father’s sheep. You see, I’m the baby of the family, so taking care of the sheep falls to me. But I’ve never minded that work. It lets me be outdoors and gives me a break from my seven brothers.


Plus, while I’m out in the fields  I can practice my music. Boy, do my brothers love to tease me about that. In their eyes, no real man would be caught dead singing or playing the harp.


It doesn’t seem to matter that I’ve killed a bear and a lion to protect our father’s sheep. They still think of me as a puny excuse for a man.


Let me brothers laugh all they want. Music has always given me joy. And it’s helped me feel connected with God.


Oh, well, back to Samuel. By the time I arrived at our house, Samuel had looked over my older brothers, but he didn’t seem to find what he wanted. Just before the priest was about to leave, I was shoved in front of him.


I could see my brothers smirking. Yeah, right, like Samuel’s going to pick the runt for anything.


But that’s exactly what happened. Samuel announced that God had selected me as the next king—the one who would replace Saul.


King David. I thought it had a nice ring to it, but I’m not sure anyone else was buying it.


Our family isn’t from the Hebrew people’s priestly line, and I’m not aware that any royal blood runs through my veins. On top of that, I was really just a kid whose only work experience was protecting and serenading sheep.


But Samuel assured me of God’s decision. So I decided to take the old priest at his word.


I’m still not king. But two unusual things have happened since Samuel’s visit.


For one thing, I’ve been asked to play my harp for King Saul. He seems to be in pretty bad shape these days. The gossip is that he has trouble sleeping and thinking clearly. He says my music helps him feel more relaxed. Playing for the king seems like a big step up from playing for Dad’s sheep.


The other thing seems even stranger. My three oldest brothers are members of King Saul’s army, which was getting ready to fight the Philistines. My dad sent me to take them some supplies. When I arrived at their camp, I found out the army didn’t think it could win the battle.


It seemed to have to do with the leader of the Philistine army—a giant of man named Goliath. Maybe all of the king business had gone to my head, but before I knew it I blurted out that I thought I could beat Goliath. (If you think my brothers had laughed at my music, imagine what that did when they heard me say that.)


Saul tried to get me to wear his armor and carry his weapons, but I couldn’t even move with all that weight. So I took my slingshot and five stones I found at the river. With one shot, Goliath was history—and his army soon experienced the same fate.


So now I’m waiting. I still believe what Samuel said about my becoming king. But I’ll also be OK if that never happens.


These days I find deep joy in simply being who I am—whether that’s a shepherd, a musician, a king, or something else. For at the end of the day, I’m a person created and loved by God—and that alone is reason enough for joy.

Sermon


Each of us has giants we must face. But we don’t have to face them alone.


That’s the argument Max Lucado makes in his book Facing Your Giants: A David and Goliath Story for Everyday People.

He writes: “Goliaths still roam in our world. Debt. Disaster. Dialysis. Divorce. Deceit. Disease. Depression. These super-sized challenges swagger and strut into our lives, pilfering our sleep, embezzling our peace, and robbing us of our joy. . . .


“You know your Goliath. You recognize his walk, the thunder of his voice. He taunts you with bills you can’t pay, people you can’t please, habits you can’t break, failures you can’t forget, and a future you can’t face. But just like David, you can face your giant, even if you aren’t the strongest, the smartest, the best equipped, or the holiest.”


Hunger was the giant that JoAnn Pike recognized. The hunger wasn’t her own but that of people throughout her home state of Maine. She saw food being wasted locally, but she couldn’t imagine how to connect that waste with feeding people. Not until 1981 when she read a newspaper article about a food bank in Kansas City.


Pike and her husband, Ray, shared information about the Harvesters Food Bank in Kansas City with members of a small prayer group they hosted in their home. Why couldn’t they create a similar food bank in Maine?

The approach would be simple. They’d contact Maine’s food industry and explain the benefits of contributing products to a central distribution point. They’d also contact local churches and a few nonprofit programs in their area to see if they’d be willing to distribute the donated food to needy people.

The Good Shepherd Food Bank’s first home was in an apartment and garage of the Pikes’ home. But after only eight months the food bank had to move because of the large quantities of food that were being donated by Maine companies such as B & M Beans and Snow’s Clam Chowder.

A major breakthrough came about a year later when the Hannaford Brothers Company, which operates supermarkets throughout the Eastern United States, studied the process of retail companies contributing’ products to major food banks and decided to contribute their products to the Good Shepherd Food Bank.


As the quantities of donated food increased, the food bank reached out to nonprofit agencies in the Portland and Augusta regions. Then arrangements with a trucking company and the addition of a second distribution center allowed Good Shepherd to begin to serve the entire state.


The food bank’s main site had moved from the Pikes’ home to 3,000 square feet of space in an old mill. After outgrowing the 21,000 square feet the food bank ultimately occupied in the mill, Good Shepherd moved to 30,000 square feet in a former food warehouse. That space was increased by another 10,000 square feet several years later.


Almost eight years ago, Good Shepherd moved into a newly constructed warehouse designed specifically for its operations. The facility, which is thirty-four feet high, has 53,000 square feet of usable space. The freezer will hold twelve trailer truckloads of frozen foods, and the cooler holds more than five truckloads of fresh produce and dairy products.


But those aren’t the statistics about which the Good Shepherd Food Bank most deeply cares. Instead those involved with the food bank care about the thousands of people in Maine who work hard but are still living at or near the poverty level. People who depend on emergency food supplies to survive. The working poor, children, seniors on fixed incomes, people with disabilities, the unemployed. Many who are new to food pantries or social agencies and never expected to face the difficult choices of either paying for housing or medicine or buying food to eat.

Those at the Good Shepherd Food Bank also care that this year they’ll be able to distribute more than ten million pounds of food to every county in Maine through more than 600 food pantries, soup kitchens, shelters, and other assistance programs. Those partner agencies, in turn, will feed about 70,000 people each month.

Those of us who were fortunate enough to work at the Good Shepherd Food Bank last week during our Maine mission trip can testify to the amazing nature of what happens there. Volunteers sorting and packing boxes and boxes and boxes, forklifts and computers, food stacked as high and far as you can see.


But just as amazing is that all of this began less than thirty years ago with the recognition of a giant problem—hunger in Maine—and a simple idea about how a small group of people could confront this giant in their own way—and with God’s help. For at the heart of the Good Shepherd’s work is a commitment to sharing God’s love and joy in a concrete way and a trust in God’s ability to transform that commitment into something unexpected and life changing.

And that transformation impacts not only those receiving food through this ministry, but also those who help make this food distribution possible. The Good Shepherd Food Bank exemplifies how joining together in the work of God—about which the psalmist writes—helps spread God’s love like a song that’s made stronger and more beautiful as various voices unite in its singing. It reveals how offering who we are and what we have as humans—as David did—allows God to orchestrate those offerings into a symphony of joy that carries us to a new place.


The singer/songwriter Pierce Pettis partnered with Sally Barris to write about this process of transformation. Here’s a portion of their song:


Amazing grace, big surprise
Hits you right between the eyes
Hits you hard
Like a small, flat stone
Slays your giants and leads you home

These days
Life is a song
It’s not very long
So I sing it that much louder . . .
Love’s gonna carry me home


Today may we commit ourselves to facing the giants around us and may we trust in God to carry us to a place where we may join in a song of love and joy. Amen.
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