
 
 

Before I moved to Pittsburgh, I lived for 
many years in Elk County, Pa.  Our town 
was surrounded on all sides by forest.  I 

could quite literally walk about four blocks 
from my house into the forest.  I spent 

hours walking in the forest.  The 
mountainside south of town was zig-
zagged with 100-year-old logging roads 

and lots of paths and trails.  It was also 
strewn with big boulders.  I’m not talking 

about rocks as big as a car.  I’m talking 
about rocks as big as a house  or even 
bigger like a tall office building.  I was 

younger, more flexible, and less 
breakable than I am today, and I loved 

climbing these boulders.  

But I had heard of one rock in particular 
that I really wanted to climb.  I forget 

what it was called, but it was so high a 
person could see for miles and miles. 
From what friends had told me, I knew 

roughly where it was but I had to find the 
exact right trail to get to it.  I might have 

been close a time or two but still it eluded 
me.  One day I tried a different trail and 
came to a big rock.  It was bigger than 

any I had seen before, but it sure looked 
able to be climbed.  Up I went.  It took a 

while.  It was a big rock.  It’s top was 
relatively flat, but someone had gathered 

smaller rocks to make a mound of rocks on the big rock.  And on top of that someone had 

placed an old metal chair.  Nobody would be walking around for miles carrying an old metal 
chair, so being the genius that I am,  I figured somebody had purposely put it there for me to 

stand upon.  It didn’t look all that sturdy, but it looked adequate for the job.  I knew that if 
someone would fall off of that chair and hit those rocks, something bad could happen.  Again, 
being the genius that I am, I climbed up on the chair. 

Suddenly my head popped out of the forest.  I was looking at miles and miles of forest from 

above.  I could tell from certain landmarks, like a water tower or other towers, exactly where I 
was. I could tell exactly where everything was!  The mystery of this hilly and hidden terrain 

opened before me.  It was breathtaking! 

I think of that experience whenever I read Psalm 61, verse two: “lead me to the rock that is 
higher than I.”  I live my life seeing only what is in front of my eyes.  Hidden behind what I see 

is so much more.  But without the rock, which is higher than I am, I will never see it.  So where 
is that rock that is higher than I am?  That rock is Jesus, so it is wherever or whenever we 

Psalm 61:  Of David. 

1 Hear my cry, O God; 

    listen to my prayer. 

2 From the ends of the earth I call to you, 

    I call as my heart grows faint; 

    lead me to the rock that is higher than I. 

3 For you have been my refuge, 

    a strong tower against the foe. 

4 I long to dwell in your tent forever 

    and take refuge in the shelter of your wings. 

5 For you, God, have heard my vows; 

    you have given me the heritage of those who 

fear your name. 

6 Increase the days of the king’s life, 

    his years for many generations. 

7 May he be enthroned in God’s presence forever; 

    appoint your love and faithfulness to protect 

him. 

8 Then I will ever sing in praise of your name 

    and fulfill my vows day after day. 

 



 
 

encounter Jesus.  Jesus said, in Matthew 18:20, “For where two or three gather in my 
name, there am I with them.”  On this past Sunday, we read about how the two disciples on 
the road to Emmaus encountered Jesus, but they didn’t recognize Jesus until He made Himself 

known in the breaking of the bread.  We, too, encounter Jesus when two or three of us are 
gathered in His name.  We, too, encounter Jesus in the breaking of the bread at communion.  

We encounter the Word made flesh when we encounter Jesus Christ.   
 
But remember that old metal chair I was telling you about.  Sometimes we encounter Jesus in 

something plain and ordinary.  Something like a book.  Something called the Bible.  The Bible 
lifts our eyes above what we simply see around us and gives us the picture of the whole terrain 

of our Creator’s handiwork.  When we read the Bible, it is like climbing onto that chair and 
seeing everything clearly.  God’s purposes.  God’s plans.   God’s promises.  They are all in there.  
And then, after showing us this vista of God’s loving purpose for us, the Bible becomes for us a 

fortress, a stronghold where our faith can be nourished and protected.   

If we read Psalm 61 for what it is—David’s declaration of his faith in the God and God’s 

providence—we find that place where we can truly forever abide. 

In Christ’s service, 

Pastor Brian Shirey 

 
 

 

 

Post Scripts: 

† Our lessons for Sunday, May 3 are: 

First Lesson: Acts 2:42-47  

Psalm: 23 

Second Lesson: 1 Peter 2:19-25 

John 10:1-10 

† Thanks to all who have been tuning into the live streaming of Sunday Worship at 10:10 

am.  I am preaching this week (May 3) so connect on up.  One advantage to live 

streaming is that you can say whatever you like about the sermon and nobody can hear 

you.  And thanks to Pastor Shawn Smith and the good folks of St. Paul’s for sharing their 

service time and their expertise with us. The service is also available for viewing later. 

† Hopefully the world around us will soon be opening up.  Keep praying for one another and 

pray for our President, Governor and other leaders.  And trust in our strong Fortress to 

get us through this crisis. 

† Sunday, May 10th, is Mother’s Day.  You will be hearing more about this as we explore a 

novel way to celebrate this special day in our current circumstances. 


