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Psalm 62 
 
 
I was a senior in seminary and the Associate Pastor of Amlin United Methodist on the northwest 
side of Columbus, Ohio. I was given the topic of hope to preach on that Sunday. I can 
remember feeling the challenge and weight of preaching on that topic. Now, it should have 
been easy, I realize, be hopeful, pick a hopeful verse of Scripture, no problem. But for whatever 
reason, I began with a litany of all the challenges we face in our world. I began with talking 
about homelessness just a few miles down the road in the city and the violence that plagued 
our streets. I brought up the threats we face at home and abroad and our own personal 
challenges navigating all of this while we face illnesses, work, and family life. I acknowledged all 
of the challenges of the world, but there was one thing I forgot to bring up. Hope. I just never 
really got there. 
 
After I ended the sermon that day I felt like I had done a decent job. My wife Candace looked 
at me and said, “That was most hopeless sermon on hope I have ever heard!” It was true. Even 
the Sr. Pastor that I worked with, who was the most positive and nice guy ever, who would never 
say anything mean or critical of anyone said, “That sermon could have used a little more, um, 
hope.” Today, I don’t plan on making the same mistake. I hope! 
 
Archbishop Desmond Tutu once wrote, “Hope is being able to see that there is light despite all of 
the darkness.” The Dalai Lama wrote, “There is a saying in Tibetan, 'Tragedy should be utilized as 
a source of strength.' No matter what sort of difficulties, how painful the experience is, if we lose 
our hope, that's our real disaster.” I use these two men as examples of hope for two reasons. First, 
they both endured great hardships. Archbishop Tutu in the fight against apartheid in South 
Africa and the Dalai Lama in the exile from Tibet and persecution and still they endure with 
great hope. They also came together to write the book titled The Book of Joy. 
 
Hope and joy are intricately related. To have hope is to find joy and to find joy is to have hope. 
Archbishop Tutu writes that “hope is quite different from optimism, which is more superficial and 
is easy to become pessimism when the circumstances change. Hope is something much 
deeper. I say to people that I’m not an optimist, because that, in a sense is something that 
depends on feelings more than actual reality. We feel optimistic, or we feel pessimistic. Now, 
hope is different in that it is based not on short-lived feelings but the firm ground of conviction. I 
believe with a steadfast faith that there can never be a situation that is utterly, totally hopeless. 
Hope is deeper, and very, very close to unshakable. It’s in the pit of your tummy. It’s not in your 
head. It’s all in here.” I really appreciate this last part of Archbishop Tutu’s quote, “To choose 
hope is to step firmly forward into the howling wind, baring one’s chest to the elements, knowing 
that, in time, the storm will pass.” 
 
Is that what David experienced with the psalm that we heard this morning? It was a storm, an 
assault, a never ending threat of violence. Clearly this psalm indicated that David was terrifyingly 



shaken, so much so he is a ‘tottering wall or a leaning fence.’ Rev. Patrick Woodhouse writes, 
“That life has been fragile for the psalmist. He has feared collapse.” It is clear that David is 
experiencing the heaviness of the storm. For him, it was offering all of his emotions in prayer. He 
offered his trust and fear, his faith and reservations, and in doing so, he remembered what God 
had done and what God will do. You, O God, are strong and You, O Lord, are loving. He placed 
those words at the center of his soul, his heart, and his life. 
 
Where do you go to find hope? When life has you down and you can’t seem to find your way, 
where do you turn? I was visiting with a close clergy friend of mine in mid-January. We were 
talking about our families and I must have said something about my little guy, I don’t really 
remember, but he looked at me and said, “Wait, are you guys pregnant?” I paused and 
reluctantly said, “We were.” I couldn’t find the words to tell him that in late December, Candace 
and I experienced the loss of a miscarriage. It was hard to find the language for this loss and it 
still tends to be today as well. Candace and I talked, we prayed, we cried, we struggled how to 
grieve this loss. In mid-January, as a way to heal, Candace wrote, 
 
“In a doctor’s office, waiting to see the first images of our baby, there are four little words no one 
wants to hear, "There's no heart beat." It was late December. On that Tuesday, Matt and I 
arrived to see the first images of the 9 week old I was carrying. Yet this room and that screen 
were both dark.  Where the spark of life had once begun to grow, it was no more. Whisked from 
the darkness to a blinding room of fluorescent lighting, we waited to hear what we already 
knew in our hearts. The baby had stopped growing a few weeks before, but my body was 
holding on to it for a little while longer. Miscarriage. The word is whispered in quiet circles, spoken 
between close friends or mothers and daughters. Some people choose not to tell anyone they 
are pregnant until after their first trimester for fear of miscarriage.  It seems to carry shame with it. 
Through no fault of my own, my body had failed. I was caught in between the hope of what 
could have been and the knowledge of what was coming, left to wait in the darkness. But this is 
not a story of death. It is a story of how life persists. Though I did not hear the audible voice of 
Jesus, because of the faith of my family and friends I know my body heard a voice say, “You are 
not alone. Rise, their faith has made you well.” Where my body had been broken, I began to 
sense healing. Where tears had flowed freely, I began to feel whole. In the midst of the darkest 
time, I had been carried to Jesus. It was there that I found hope again.”  
 
We turned to each other to find hope. We turned to our love and God’s love to find hope. We 
also turned to others and their prayers to find hope. As I said it was hard to find the words for this 
loss, it was also true that it was hard to find the words to pray. It’s not that I was angry at God, 
that wasn’t it; I just didn’t know how to pray in this new storm we found ourselves in. There was 
another place I turned to find hope. I turned to the psalms. 
 
When I shared our news with our church staff in late December, I remember a Scripture verse 
that I shared at the end. I wrote to them, “It's hard to find the words to share this, but we have 
reached out to others for prayer, as we trust that God can speak through our collective prayer. I 
have been allowing the words of the psalms to be my prayer, especially from Ps 62: 
 



For God alone my soul waits in silence, for my hope is from him. He alone is my rock and my 
salvation, my fortress; I shall not be shaken. On God rests my deliverance and my honor; my 
mighty rock, my refuge is in God.” 
 
This entire Psalm spoke to me. It became my prayer when I couldn’t find the words; it offered 
hope when I didn’t know where to turn. It became personal. I became that leaning wall, that 
tottering fence, feeling like I would fall over at the emotional weight that I tried to carry for 
Candace and myself. I felt nearly toppled. I felt like David, the psalmist, who cries out to God 
and yet was able to pray, “My soul finds rest in God alone. God is my rock, my salvation, my 
fortress, I will never be shaken. My hope comes from God.” This psalm became my reminder that 
God has spoken and reminded me that God is strong and loving. 
 
Next week, we will celebrate Palm Sunday and prepare to end our Lenten journey. It will be a 
powerful Holy Week I’m sure. We have a few days after Sunday of course, where we wait; we 
prepare for our Easter celebrations. We get to Holy Thursday and we eat the Lord’s Supper, Holy 
Communion, with Jesus. We watch and pray in the Garden of Gethsemane and we walk the 
Via Delorosa or the way of suffering with Christ. We end the journey with the cross and Jesus’ 
death. And we wait. We wait at the tomb. We wait for Sunday. We wait for hope to spring forth 
again. We hold onto hope in the waiting. 
 
In the New Revised Standard Version of the Bible, the very beginning of Psalm 62 reads, “For 
God alone my soul waits in silence; from him comes my salvation.” This version gives the image 
of God moving toward us. Isn’t that true? God is always active, always moving, always loving us; 
there are times we have to wait, not for God to speak or to be present, but to wait for our own 
soul’s to be open enough to experience the rest that God alone provides. Let me say that if you 
are feeling the heaviness of grief, hurt, loss, brokenness, shame, guilt, or you’re just plain down, 
you are not alone. There are others who want to walk with you, there are others who are praying 
for you, there are others who love you for simply being the child of God that you are. We worship 
our God who not only looks upon the suffering and hurt of our world and our lives, but we 
experience our God who suffered long ago on the cross and suffers alongside us today, offering 
us hope in every moment, in the challenges and the joys, in the sorrow and in the peace and in 
every moment in between. 
 
I have to go back to Archbishop Tutu one final time. “Hope is being able to see that there is light 
despite all of the darkness.” Hope is not a false optimism believing that the darkness will just 
simply vanish. It is facing the darkness and seeing how it begins to fade as the light shines 
brighter and brighter. Hope gives us the strength to weather the storm. I have to ask my wife 
Candace a question, “Did I do better this time?” Now, I realize this has still been a heavy sermon, 
especially for me to preach, but I also recognize that suffering and hope go hand in hand. Hope 
doesn’t take away the hurt and brokenness, but it does give us strength to carry on and find the 
healing that comes when we wait for God in silence. 
 
It is my prayer that if you are looking for the words to pray or the words to center your life on in 
this moment, that you will reach out to others for prayer and that you will reach for the psalms 
and specifically Psalm 62. Pray with all your might and desire, “My soul finds rest in God alone; 
my salvation comes from God. God alone is my rock, my salvation, my fortress, I will never be 



shaken. God is strong. God is loving. My hope comes from God.” Every single day, may you 
pray, may you receive the gift of the psalms, may you choose God, may you find hope. 
Author Jan Richardson has a beautiful prayer reflection based on Paul’s words in Romans, 
“Hoping against hope.” Let this be our prayer as I close. 
 
Hope nonetheless. 
Hope despite. 
Hope regardless. 
Hope still. 
  
Hope where we had ceased to hope. 
Hope amid what threatens hope. 
Hope with those who feed our hope. 
Hope beyond what we had hoped. 
  
Hope that draws us past our limits. 
Hope that defies expectations. 
Hope that questions what we have known. 
Hope that makes a way where there is none. 
  
Hope that takes us past our fear. 
Hope that calls us into life. 
Hope that holds us beyond death. 
Hope that blesses those to come. Amen. 
 


