
Psalm 30 

This summer we’ve started with the Book of Psalms. Three weeks ago we looked at 

Psalm 100 and the joy it brings. Today we’re focusing on Psalm 30. It invites us to dance 

in praise and thanksgiving to the Lord. 

How do we approach this? Any given Sunday we who are gathered here bring a host of 

different emotions and feelings with us. We might be happy and joyful and contented 

with our lives. But equally our health might be a problem or that of our loved ones, we 

might face financial difficulties, we might struggle with addictions or bereavement. When 

we look at the world around us, it doesn’t necessary elicit joy either – the awful fire in 

London that claimed lives of at least 80 people and left many more destitute, sex abuse 

that is rife in the society, people who suffer from stalkers, violence and war. How can we, 

in our right mind, dance when there’s so much mourning in the world? Do we have the 

right – and the strength – to do that? Would we not be like a garden gnome – come what 

may: rain, sunshine, hail or drought we would have the same smile plastered onto our 

faces? How real and genuine is that? 

It sometimes seems that crying with one another is far more important than faking joy. 

I’ve been reading a book entitled ‘To Begin at the Beginning’ by Martin Copenhaver this 

week. He includes the following story in his book: ‘Christian educator John Westerhoff 

tells of a mother whose child was late in leaving his nursery school room. The child 

explained to his mother that, as class ended, one of the other children had broken a 

pottery dish she had made. The mother asked, “So you had to stay and help her pick it 

up?” “No”, the child replied, “I had to stay to help her cry.” In Jesus God came to us (in 

part at least) to help us cry. Jesus is uniquely able to bear such burdens because, as a 

human, he has travelled the same uneven roads we have, and as God he has endless 

empathy of the divine, which is not easily worn out, as is our human empathy. 

The Apostle’s creed contains this affirmation about Jesus: “Jesus Christ was crucified, 

dead and buried. He descended into hell.” The last part of that statement used to always 

trouble me until one day someone told me that, for her, it was the most treasured part of 

the creed. When I asked why, she replied, “Because hell is where I spend most of my 

life.”’
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What does the author of Psalm 30 have to say to hell around us and within? This is not a 

naive psalm. The author of it has come through the depths when he was surrounded by 

his enemies; he has come through hell of his own. But he called to God for help and God 

healed him and delivered him – in whatever way this happened. Three weeks ago we 

spoke of a seasoned, mature and experienced joy – this joy is present with us today too. 

It’s the joy that’s seen the worst but has also seen God in action. That’s the joy that’s 

aware of his loving presence regardless of what happens.  

Last summer, you might recall, we did a series on the Book of Job. If anyone in the Bible 

was afflicted, it certainly was Job! He lost his family, he lost his wealth and his health all 
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in one stroke. Moreover the three friends who remained were not a great support to him. 

They suggested that it is somehow his fault, that he himself brought his tragedy about. 

Has Job found joy in the midst of his suffering? I don’t think so. It only shows that it 

certainly is not easy. It’s much easier to focus on the difficulties and wallow in self-pity 

than to try and find joy. 

How do we find joy in our troubles? The psalmist says: in calling out to God. It might not 

bring instant relief but it will remind us of God, of his goodness, of his provision in the 

past at every turn. It will put things into perspective for us. 

It’s not to say that our suffering and pain are not real and somehow to be ignored – no! 

But the joy – the mature joy – comes from experiencing God’s presence and love in the 

midst of difficulties. That’s how the psalm came about in the first place. 

Robert Cornwall in his blog ‘Ponderings on a Faith Journey’ writes: ‘Psalm 30 appears to 

have been written for the dedication of a Temple, to celebrate the victory of God, who 

provides the opportunity to build an altar where thanksgiving can be offered.  Israel’s 

history was one full of death and resurrection.  Three Temples were either built or 

rededicated -- Solomon’s, the Post-Exilic Temple, and the same Temple rededicated after 

the Maccabean revolt, which reclaimed the Temple after its desecration by Antiochus 

Epiphanes.  It is a Psalm of Thanksgiving that reflects recognition of having emerged 

from difficult times.’
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Martin Luther King, Jr., had a similar approach. Many wonder how he managed to keep 

on going despite the difficulties, open hostility and threats he faced as a result of his 

activity. After one such threatening phone call he sank really low. But then, as he said 

himself – and I quote: ‘It seemed in that moment that I could hear a voice saying to me, 

‘Martin Luther, stand up for righteousness. Stand up for justice. Stand up for truth. And 

lo I will be with you, even until the end of the world. I heard the voice of Jesus saying 

still to fight on. He promised never to leave me, never to leave me alone. No never alone. 

No never alone. He promised never to leave me, never to leave me alone.’
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I’m sure God never left Martin Luther King, even in his hour of death – a violent and 

cruel death. Because it’s not the circumstances that dictate whether God is present with us 

or not but his unfailing love for us. And that love propels him to be at our side regardless 

of what’s happening. For that we give thanks. For all the people through whom God 

shows us his love we give thanks. Because of that love that never leaves us we are 

prepared to dance even in the face of mourning, even as we cry with the world around us. 

Because the Good News does not negate the gift of life, love and compassion. If 

anything, it puts it into sharper contrast with the gifts of this world. Thanks be to God. 

Amen.  
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