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I rejoiced with those who said to me, “Let us go to the house of the Lord.”


“Not again.” This was the response I gave my Mother when she said, “Come on, it’s time to get

ready for church.” I was at the age that I found church services boring, repetitive and lasting

much longer than necessary. In our case attendance at church services was further

complicated by the fact that we didn’t own a car. My Mother didn’t even have a license to

drive and we had to count on the generosity of others for transportation. Our family went at

least twice a week and many more times if there were any special services scheduled. Hence

the reply, “Not again.”


Beyond all this, our Sunday evening services started at seven. The Wonderful World of Disney

went from six to seven PM on Sundays. This created a serious conflict as Disney was one of 
the few TV programs that was considered OK to watch for children and families. I distinctly

remember that most Sunday evenings the majority of church attendees seemed to arrive about

ten minutes to fifteen minutes after seven. I can remember many times that the congregation

was chastised about the dangers of television and the sin of worshipping at the feet of

Disney rather than the feet of Jesus. No one dared suggest that much conflict could be

resolved by moving service to seven-thirty. I do remember one congregation fixing the problem

by moving evening church services on Sunday to six-thirty figuring that missing a half hour of

Disney would make it impractical.


During those care-free days of youth, I never thought I would ever miss church. I had no grasp

of why a Psalmist would ever make the statement found in the first verse of Psalm 122. In the

intervening years I have sometimes “excused” the Psalmist by thinking that the Jewish people

only had to attend services in Jerusalem once a year at Passover. Once a year seemed fine to

me. My mother told me that was not a legitimate comparison. Our church was just a few short

kilometers away and we had someone drive us. It was not a long, tiring, and hot humid walk

over rough terrain. She was right.


Now, the Covid-19 pandemic arrives and we are unable to meet for services. It is interesting

how quickly we find ourselves wishing we could meet. Several have told me how much they

miss the people and the services. One even told me how much he misses the building. He

went on to explain that he missed the building because it was the place that God had done

many things in his life. the lessons he was taught by the Spirit of God reinforced his fond

memories as a place of spiritual growth.

Today I admit that the above verse has begun to make perfect sense to me. I miss the church.

Not so much the church building as for the person above. I have not been associated with the

building in Morris in the way so many have. I miss the people. I miss the singing. It lifts my


spirits when God’s people raise their voices together in praise. It is not the same as when I sing

by myself. I miss the comradery and the interaction between friends and family. I miss going

out to lunch as a group and laughing together over sometimes silly things. I miss seeing the

responses on people’s faces as I break the Word of God into bite sized morsels. I wait for the

day when someone will say, “Let us go to the house of the Lord.”


Prayer: Lord how long? How long till we hear the glad sound? Of people singing? Hallelujah!

Hallelujah, Amen


