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Hallelujah 

Readings from the New Testament: Ephesians 5:18b-20; Hebrews 10:19-25 

Reading from the Old Testament: Psalm 150 

If you look up to the balcony, you’ll see a railing system composed 

of metal and wood topping the front of the parapet. Occasionally, it can 

obstruct your view in the front row, but the alternative was 

unacceptable. It is the product of a late-night phone call I made to Guy 

Gosnell, the chair of the building committee, as he was driving back 

from Atlanta. When Guy mentioned that phone call recently, I 

remembered it clearly, because, unless I’m mistaken, I was both 

impressed and envious that his car radio was able pick up the far 

distant signal of KMOX in St. Louis, and thus, the voice of Mike 

Shannon announcing a St. Louis Cardinals baseball game.  

Yes, it could be labeled a sacrilege for me to interrupt a Cards 

game, but I panicked. I may have been standing right up there (to my 

left) when I made the call. The parapet had just been sheet-rocked 

according to code and design, same height you’ll find at Blumenthal and 

Knight theaters, but from where I was standing, at 5’7”, my knees were 

knocking at the thought of tumbling over the edge. And if it was knee 

level for me; why that would mean it would be near ankle height for 
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many of you; and even a five-year-old could easily lean over the edge. 

So, that just wasn’t going to work.  

Well, about three meetings and four phone calls later, that rail 

system is what we came up with. It’s not perfect, but I do sleep better at 

night. We even went to a third design to give it the wood cap for a more 

finished, less industrial look. I don’t know how many baseball games I 

interrupted, but Guy was patient, thoughtful and thorough through it 

all, and when I say all, all equals a whole lot.  

The roster of the communion of the saints window; the colors 

accenting the Cross window; the seating capacity; the distance from the 

Lord’s Table to the back pew; the craftsman for table, pulpit, and font 

(He was a philosophy major at Chapel Hill and a cabinet maker in 

Hickory. This, along with the chapel furniture, is the only liturgical 

furniture he ever made. After getting frustrated with the questionable 

quality of what we were seeing in all the church catalogues, it hit me. 

Wait a minute! We live in North Carolina. Furniture makers for the 

world. Why are we looking through these cheesy catalogues? We can 

find our own craftsman; and by God’s grace and to our surprise, we did.)  
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Along the way there were architect interviews; contractor 

selection; begging for bankers; carpet designs; the panic over permeable 

space; not to mention the briefest of dalliances with a marvelous and 

graciously understanding pipe organ builder. He had this lyrical 

French/Canadian accent. “We can build an (how do you say it) adequate, 

basic instrument for, um, $700,000.” … How does one speak when all 

oxygen has left the room? … “Well, it has been so nice to meet you. 

Have a safe trip … We’ll be in touch,” I lied. However, thanks to Audrey 

and Zach, I think the alternative worked out quite well. 

Folks like Guy, Susan, Michael, Ann, Pat, Charlie, Ben, Leisa, 

Mary Katheryne and a host of others invested themselves fully and 

offered countless hours to allow us to gather in this sacred space, for 

now, ten years. Yet, to what end? There wasn’t a trophy, medal, plaque, 

or even an endorsement contract. “Hi, I’m Guy Gosnell, attorney and 

church pew expert, and I’d like to introduce you to our new line of 

cushions.” With three, soon to be four, kids in college, that may have 

been a welcome opportunity. But, alas, no endorsements were 

forthcoming for our building committee. So, to what end? Why the 

effort, the hours? Why the investment? 
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The answer, I believe, is summed up in one word – Hallelujah. It 

is a word we’ll often use without connecting it to its actual meaning. 

The Cards beat the Braves! Hallelujah! The friend, who is always late, 

shows up on time. Hallelujah! You won’t need a colonoscopy for another 

five years! Hallelujah! We use it to rejoice when the news is good, when 

the team wins, the package arrives, the exam is passed, the grant is 

won, the shoes are kicked off. Hallelujah! 

But do you know what it literally means? Halal is the Hebrew 

word meaning praise. Jah (Yah), in Hebrew, is the abbreviated name of 

God, Yahweh, which, when reading aloud, the Hebrew people, believing 

the name of God was too sacred to utter, would instead say Adonai, 

which means, the Lord. So, hallelujah, is actually much more than a 

word. It is a prayer that, in our text sums up the central import of all 

the psalms preceding it. Hallelujah! Praise the Lord! 

The Psalmist exults, “Praise God in his sanctuary; praise him in 

his mighty firmament! Praise him for his mighty deeds; praise him 

according to his surpassing greatness!” That’s why we’re here. That’s 

why the effort was made, why the investment continues to be made. 

That’s why this building is here, enlivened by the Spirit, energized by 
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the choir, illumined by word and sacrament – to praise the Lord, to 

utter our prayer of hallelujah.  

Sure, it’s a novelty to see how those old churches have been 

repurposed for condos and restaurants, but I weep a bit on the inside 

when I think of the faithful hands and hearts, laying the brick, sanding 

the hardwood, coming together for that first worship service, watching a 

child being baptized and later watching that same child preach during a 

youth service.  

When we neglect the praise of God, it’s just another building. It 

may be useful, comfortable, even kitschy, but without the purpose of 

praise, without the hands and voices of faith, the Spirit of life in the 

woodwork fades in much the same way that a life is diminished when it 

loses its purpose for praise. If our hearts can only be lifted no higher 

than self, so much is lost. As voices like Harry Emerson Fosdick 

observed, a life wrapped up in itself makes a very small life. Thus, the 

Reformers counseled that our chief purpose is to glorify God and enjoy 

God forever. In other words, Hallelujah! Praise the Lord! 
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The Psalmist takes it even further. The last jussive of the last of 

the 150 Psalms is this: “Let everything that breathes praise the Lord! 

Praise the Lord!” It’s what we sang to begin worship this morning, All 

that hath life and breath, come now with praises before him.   

Remembered as one of the great scholars of the Psalms, James 

Luther Mays, said, “In the OT vocabulary, breath more than any other 

term designates the vitality of the physical life of the human being that 

comes from God … All human beings have life by God’s gift of breath 

that brings vitality and reason. In Job, it is written, “If he should take 

back his spirit to himself, and gather to himself his breath, all flesh 

would perish together, and all mortals return to dust.” Mays suggests, 

“No other use of breath could be more right and true to life than praise 

of the Lord. No other sound could better speak the gratitude of life than 

praise of the Lord.” 

The book of Psalms that began with a commendation of the word 

of the Lord as the way of life ends here with an invitation to praise the 

Lord as the use of life. With the language of praise, we proclaim our 

dependence upon the Lord and express our obligation and gratitude to 

the Lord. 
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Psalm 96 begins, “O sing to the Lord a new song; sing to the Lord, 

all the earth. Sing to the Lord, bless his name; tell of his salvation from 

day to day.” Mays suggests that music performed, sung, enacted is “so 

much a dimension of praise that words of praise without music need to 

be musical in rhythm and elegance if they are to serve as praise.”  

And so, it is appropriate that on this 10th anniversary of worship 

in this sanctuary, we dedicate our new hymnal that you will notice 

carries as its title our very purpose in life and worship – Glory to God. 

Our words, our songs, our acts of praise offer us the reminder of 

who we are and whose we are. And how blessed we are to understand 

that as we greet the day and look to tomorrow.  

Why sanctuary? Why worship? Why hymns, choirs, and that pint-

sized bald guy in a pulpit pointing to ideas and ancient stories 

seemingly so alien to a Snapchat, Reddit, wired and media driven 

world? Is it relevant?" Come on! Why do we mope around? This is 

irrelevant, boring, keeping me from tailgates, term papers … tacos. It’s 

the same complaint Isaiah heard long ago, “My way is hidden from the 

Lord, and my right is disregarded by my God" Come on! “Have you not 



 

 

8 

8 

known? Have you not heard? The Lord is the everlasting God, the 

Creator of the ends of the earth. He does not faint or grow weary; his 

understanding is unsearchable. He gives power to the faint and 

strengthens the powerless.”  

Is it worth our time, effort? Is worship, is church relevant today? 

Come on!  You know, I’d like to be kind and pastoral, and assure you 

that there is no such thing as a stupid question, but I’d be lying. Is 

worship/the church relevant today? That is … a stupid question. 

It is the most relevant thing you will encounter this week, not 

because of me, or Guy, or Zach, or Whitney, or Rebecca, or the elders or 

Ann … well, maybe Ann … but not because of hymnals, windows, 

organs, and robes. No, all these people and things constitute a shared 

effort to point us to the most relevant One in all of our lives. Look at 

our affirmation, “the Church’s ministry emerges from the font, arises 

from the table, and takes its shape from the Word of the Lord. 

Therefore, the worship of the triune God is the center of our common 

life and our primary way of witness to the faith, hope, and love we have 

in Jesus Christ.”  
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Isn’t that beautiful? The very One who has given us the breath of 

life and strengthens us throughout our lives has called us here, that we 

may remember who and whose we are. Isaiah said it well, “those who 

wait for the Lord shall renew their strength, they shall mount up with 

wings like eagles, they shall run and not be weary, they shall walk and 

not faint.” So, may our prayer always be, Praise the Lord. Hallelujah. 

Amen.       

     


