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Psalm 63– FaithMC – 3/3/13 – “Footprints of Love--Refreshment” 

 

When things are going badly, when your life seems out of control, 

when everything is falling apart, 

 have you ever said to yourself, “I wish I were king. THEN I’d fix things”? 

Bad news:  even kings have problems; king-sized problems. 

 

David, the King, God’s Golden Boy, the brave shepherd, the mighty warrior,  

the man after God’s own heart, the all-powerful king, 

 is hiding in the desert, cowering, afraid, alone. 

 

Psalm 63 is his desert prayer, his wilderness prayer of longing, yearning, 

 thirsting for God in a situation that felt utterly hopeless. 

  

David’s problem?  His son was trying—quite successfully—to steal his job as king. 

If you want all the details, you need to read the book of 2 Samuel. 

 But here are the basic facts that lie behind the dryness of 

  David’s heart in Psalm 63: 

 

David’s oldest son Amnon has been assassinated by the third son, 

  Absalom, as revenge for Amnon’s rape of their sister Tamar. 

 And you thought YOUR family was dysfunctional! 

 

In spite of what Amnon had done, David mourned his oldest son Amnon, 

 and Absalom—for the crime of killing his brother, the king’s son— 

  was not welcome in the king’s court. 

 

Now you need to understand that Absalom was gorgeous. 

 Not a word often used of a man, but Absalom, with his long, flowing hair,  

 was gorgeous.  And he was ambitious.  

  

Absalom wanted his father’s job, so he regularly bad-mouthed his father.  

Absalom would meet a traveler going down the road toward Jerusalem 

 in order to seek justice from the king and tell them, 

 “Too bad you’re trying to get justice from King David. 

  He’s too busy for you. 

  He doesn’t care about common people like you. 

  You’ll get no justice from him. 

  Now on the OTHER hand,” Absalom would continue, 

 “if I were king, I’d make sure you would get what’s coming to you.   

I’d fight for you.  I really care.  David—he’s a lost cause.” 
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Absalom gathered friends, influenced people, and recruited soldiers 

 to fight for him. 

  

David heard of the rebellion, heard of the armed force ready to move 

  against him, and became afraid. 

He was afraid Absalom would march to Jerusalem, conquer the city, and kill him. 

 

So David fled the city. 

 David left the palace and took the rest of his family and his inner 

  circle of friends of supporters away from Jerusalem, 

  across the Jordan River, and out into the wilderness where 

   he hoped Absalom would not find him. 

 

There in the desert, there in the dry wilderness, 

 with his son in rebellion against him, 

 not knowing if he would ever see Jerusalem or his palace again, 

  David recognized his emptiness, pouring out his heart to God 

  in the words of Psalm 63: 

 He tells God, “It is YOU I thirst for.  It is YOU I long for.  It is YOU I need.” 

 

I won’t tell you the details of the REST of the story, 

 except to say that it is Absalom’s gorgeous hair that does him in, 

  and that again, David is filled with grief at the loss of a son. 

 

But here’s the key point for us today:  Out in that wilderness,  

 what mattered MOST to David was not to have his throne back, 

 but to have his relationship with God back. 

What mattered MOST to David was not his physical thirst, but his thirst for God. 

 

He realized that even if he got everything back—his job, his throne, and his stuff— 

they would not satisfy, would not fill his emptiness, would not renew and refresh. 

 

What do people really need?  What do YOU really need?   

What’s the only thing that really matters?  What’s the one thing that refreshes? 

 

A man was stranded in the desert. 

He was crawling across the burning sand, dying of thirst, 

 when in the distance he saw another figure approaching. 

 Hoping for a drink of water, he crawled to the man— 

  who turned out to be a necktie salesman. 
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“Can I interest you in a nice new tie?” the salesman asked. 

“Are you crazy?” the man gasped.  “I’m dying of thirst 

  and you want to sell me a necktie?” 

 

The salesman just shrugged his shoulders and moved on through the desert, 

 and the dying man resumed his crawling. 

Finally, just past a particularly large sand dune, he came upon an unbelievable sight: 

 There, in the middle of the desert, 

 was a huge restaurant with neon lights and a parking lot filled with cars. 

 

The desperate man crawled to the front door of the restaurant. 

He whispered to the doorman,  

 “Please, help me in, I have to have something to drink.” 

 

The doorman replied, “I’m sorry, sir.  Gentlemen are not admitted without a tie.” 

 

Two lessons for the church in this story: 

First, if our church tries to sell anything other than God to our neighbors, 

 we’re like that salesman trying to sell a tie to the man dying 

  of thirst in a desert. 

 Let’s not try to sell our pastor, our building, our constitution,  

  or our music.  We offer God, because that’s what people need. 

 

Second, we dare not be that restaurant, 

 requiring thirsty people to meet OUR arbitrary standards before they 

  can gain admittance to the water of refreshment. 

 

 Let us not require a certain level of income, a certain level of education, 

  a particular background, race, language, or political viewpoint,  

or the ability to sing 4-part harmony. 

 We simply say, “If you’re thirsting for God, welcome.” 

 

But it’s so easy to start making those smaller things the big thing. 

We tend to get distracted from the important by the trivial. 

 

We’re like the new hunting dog a man bought. 

The man was really eager to see how the dog would perform, 

 so he took him out to track a bear. 

Well, no sooner had they gotten into the woods than the dog picked up 

 the trail of the bear. 
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But suddenly he stopped, sniffed the ground, and headed in a new direction. 

He had caught the scent of a deer that had crossed the bear’s path. 

 

A few moments later he halted again, 

 this time smelling a rabbit that had crossed the path of the deer. 

 

And so on and so on it went until finally the breathless hunter 

 caught up with his dog, only to find him barking triumphantly down the hole of  

  a field mouse. 

 

I suppose we can argue about whether or not all the stuff we discuss and argue 

 about in church is a field mouse, a rabbit, or maybe a deer. 

  Worship style, governance, how we do small groups,  

   windows and sanctuary renovation, the personality of 

   the next pastor, service projects, whether staffing should 

   be 1.25 or 1.5, or whatever. 

 

 But the hunt is for the bear:  God. 

 Thirsting for God, encountering God, saying “yes” to God. 

 

Let us not be that dog, cornering a field mouse and calling it success, 

staking our claim on lesser issues, 

 forgetting that the only thing that really matters is knowing that great and  

  awesome mystery called God. 

 

All that trivial stuff rusts and decays and gets lost and is stolen from us. 

 Nothing else satisfies.  Nothing else ultimately matters. 

 Only God provides refreshment, 

  and that truth is why this church—or any church—exists. 

 

We do not proclaim the false gospel of prosperity that says, “Be religious 

 and nothing bad will happen to you.” 

 

We simply say, “We’re here to help people find God, 

 the God who enters the messiest, most broken situations and  

 provides refreshment, and hope. 

 

That’s why you’re here this morning, because of your thirst for God. 

 Oh, I’m sure you didn’t say that consciously to yourself this morning, 

  but you wouldn’t be here if you weren’t thirsting. 
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We have neighbors, too, who are thirsting—neighbors who aren’t in a house 

 of worship this morning. 

Perhaps they can’t name their thirst. 

Perhaps they’re not even conscious of what they lack. 

 But deep down they wonder if this is all there is to life. 

  They wonder if they’re missing something. 

 

We have something to offer them. 

We don’t offer neckties in the desert. 

We do offer a community of 150 imperfect people with an imperfect constitution 

 with imperfect pastors in an imperfect building   

 who are united in one thing:  a passionate desire for God, 

 a deep thirst, a longing for something that satisfies, and refreshes. 

 

Let’s bow for prayer.  In this quiet time, 

I invite you to become aware of your own wilderness, your dry place, 

 your king-sized problems that seem unsolvable. 

I invite you to admit your tendency to give major attention to minor things, 

 and to forget the only thing that really matters. 

If you opened your heart to God long ago but today are thirsting in the wilderness, 

if you opened your heart to God long ago but realize you’ve been just chasing 

  field mice, 

 this may be a moment for you to decide to bring God back again to the center, 

  and to claim God once again as the only lasting source of refreshment. 

 

Perhaps you’ve never admitted or realized your need for God. 

But now you’re ready to say, “God, you’re what’s missing.  I don’t really know 

 who or what you are, but I’m thirsty—I long for something more.” 

If that’s you, open your heart for the refreshment that comes only from God.” 

 

Lord, there are lots of thirsty people here this morning. 

We understand what a wilderness is. 

And we call out to you for help, for hope, and for your love that fills and 

 heals and refreshes. 

Strengthen all the hearts that have said “yes” to you this morning, 

 whether it’s one of many yes’s, or whether it’s the first one. 

Unite us in you, for you are all that really matters. 

Amen 


