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Today we begin our three-week sermon series on…JOY, which probably isn’t near long 
enough. Where is joy in your life these days? What are you enjoying? How are you 
reveling in the gifts that God has given you? How are you helping others to do the 
same?  
 
Joy is a call for us as Christians. Joy is a promise for us. Joy is an opportunity to 
remember what marks us, what we are most attached to.  
  
In this season of our social life, there has been much turmoil, struggle, hardship and 
adversity. But this is nothing new, is it? Nor is it new under the sun that the possibility 
for joy to define us is always present, palpable amidst the ground we stand upon. We 
can look at the definitive moment at the tomb when an angel met a woman weeping 
because Jesus had been crucified, “Woman why are you weeping the angel asked? Not 
because the angel was insensitive, or ignorant to what had transpired on the cross. No, 
the angel asked why she was weeping because it was time to turn from mourning to 
dancing, from wailing to singing, from tears of sadness, to tears of joy. “Don’t you know 
what has happened? Jesus is not here. He has risen. Go and tell the others,” the angel 
proclaimed.  
 
Psalm 96:11-13 
Let the heavens be glad, and let the earth rejoice; 
   let the sea roar, and all that fills it; 
   let the field exult, and everything in it. 
Then shall all the trees of the forest sing for joy 
   before the LORD; for he is coming, 
   for he is coming to judge the earth. 
He will judge the world with righteousness, 
   and the peoples with his truth. 
 

*     *     *     *     *     *     * 
 
Have you ever been in the car and had a well-loved song hit the radio? And suddenly 
your foot may start to tap. Your heart swell. Your hands begin hitting the steering wheel. 
Perhaps a hum is uttered before you grab hold of the dial for the volume to turn it up just 



a smidge. Ever been there? And with the volume now raised, a soft voice begins, where 
before there was none. And by the time the chorus comes around there is no longer a 
hum or a whisper, but a yell into the void; which is no void at all if you would but open 
your eyes and hear the honk behind you that traffic is moving again. 
 
There are songs that we get caught up in, aren’t there? Some songs are specific to 
generations. I remember driving with my family as a kid and my parents putting on the 
golden oldies and we would all sing the Monster Mash together. Other songs transcend 
generations, like the Beatles, “Let It Be” or Aretha Franklin’s “R.E.S.P.E.C.T”.   
 
In our scripture today the Psalmist declares that creation is singing a song. The song 
creation sang in the Psalmist day, may have had lyrics and it may simply have been a 
catchy melody with a hook. Whatever the words or the melody were what was imparted 
is spelled out for us: Joy, pure unabashed, unadulterated Joy. All of creation was 
singing it then: not just the rocks or the trees, the grass and the pollen, the deer and the 
dung beetle, the swallowtail butterfly and the grasshopper all were in on the song, 
yelling at the top of their lungs, singing into the void, which was no void at all if they 
would only look around to see us human beings scurrying to-and-fro. And all of creation 
sings it still.  
 
And why did creation start singing a song of joy? Because at the time, the LORD was 
coming and at this time the Lord has come. It was a song of “Joy to the world the Lord is 
come!” A song that isn’t just for Advent. A song that isn’t about the pink candle on the 
third Sunday. A song that is about more than a children’s Christmas pageant, where our 
adorable children make their way down the center aisle to help us all recall what 
happened in yesteryear. “And heaven and nature sing, and heaven and nature sing. 
And heaven, and heaven, and nature sing.”  
  
Joy is a song that heaven and nature sing that if we will but attune our ears to hear then 
no doubt our feet may begin to tap, and our hand thump, a hum may emerge before the 
dial is turned.  
 
In her book, “The Gravity of Joy”, Angela Williams Gorrell recounts her struggle to be 
joyful, even as she taught a class on “A Life Worth Living” at Yale Divinity School. She 
had gone through a season when she experienced a great deal of loss. She was 
working through her own trauma. And while she could speak knowledgably about the 
importance of joy in a life worth living, she felt alike a fake as she expounded about how 
to find joy. For Angela, she came to the conclusion that “we cannot make joy like we 
make spaghetti. It is not as if we can do this, then this, then mix that in and—ta-da!—
joy,’ she says ‘ We cannot put joy on our to-do list—it does not work that way,--but we 



can put ladders up against fences. We can be ready and prepare. We can set another 
seat at the dinner table….We can all live postured toward joy, alive to its possibility, 
even in the unlikeliest of places, even in the close proximity to our sorrow, even and 
most especially in the midst of our suffering.”i  
 
Nietzche says, “He (or she, I might add) who has a WHY for life can endure any HOW.” 
Amidst all the how can you be joyful refrains; do you know your whys? Can you think of 
them? Can you name them?  
 
Here is an opportunity. Are you ready? I want to give you a chance right now to think 
about the things you are joyful for in your life right now. Think of one, hold three or four, 
whatever they are. Don’t force it, let it bubble up.  
 
Now go ahead and close your eyes. Take a deep breath. Can someone tickle the 
ivories for a moment? As the music plays, softly in the background, I want to invite 
everyone to go ahead and softly utter the things that you are joyful for. Allow your voice 
to be added to the chorus. Do you hear those whispers? Can you decipher what is 
being said? 
 
You’re not done yet. Go ahead and keep your eyes closed. I need that piano to keep 
playing. Now go ahead and raise your voice. Turn the dial up. You don’t have to shout 
your joys, but name them in this assembly. Name them so others can hear. Shout them 
if you have to.  
  
Friends, did you hear that song we just joined in on? Did you allow your foot to tap? 
Your hands to fit the pew in front of you? Did you closer your eyes and loosen your 
vocal cords so the faint whisper was allowed to turn into a shout. It is a song we can join 
in on at any time. All of heaven and nature sing it.  
 
Amen? Amen.   
 

 
i Angela Williams Gorrell. The Gravity of Joy. Pg. 169-170. 


