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TEXT: Psalm 84:2 "My soul longeth, yea, even fainteth for the
courts of the Lord: my heart and my flesh crieth out

for the living God."

The title for this evening's sermon comes from a touching
moment at the close of Shakespeare's great dramatic tragedy,
Anthony and Cleopatra. Following the death of- her beloved Mark
Anthony, the Queen of Egypt, now finds life unbearable and is
determined to end it. As she prepares to die, she says to her
maid, Iras, "Give me my robe, put on my crown; I have immortal
longings in me."

"I have immortal longings in me." If the truth be known, so
have we all. For we alone, of all God's creatures, are spiritual
amphibians. Unlike any others, we live one foot on earth, the
other in heaven. As Jesus said, we are "in, but not of, the
world." Our earthly nature, of course, is very real, and we
read in the second chapter of Genesis that ". . . The Lord God
formed man of dust from the ground . ..." But we hardly need
to be reminded of that. If anything, the world is too much with
us, as the poet says. Less obvious, however, though just as
real, is our celestial side, symbolically expressed in Genesis
one, verse twenty—seven: "So God created man in His own image.
In the image of God created He him; male and female created He
them." Whether we like it or not, we can never really deny that
imprint of the eternal. As Augustine prayed, "Thou hast created
us for Thyself, 0 God, and our hearts are restless till they find
their rest in Thee."

But God is not only our source of life. He is also its only
adequate resource. W. Francis Gibbons writes, "How helpless we
are unless we have God to sustain, strengthen, and support us!
In sorrow, it is his consolation that helps us to endure; in
bereavement, it is his loving hand that wipes the tears from our
eyes; in temptation, it is his grace that enables us to overcome;
in loneliness, it is his friendship that cheers us; in sickness,
it is his strength that heals us; in doubt, it is his truth that
guides us; when we fall, it is his mercy that lifts us up. Who
is sufficient for these things? Our sufficiency is of God, and
only of him." So the Psalmist cries, M"My soul longeth, yea,
even fainteth for the courts of the Lord: my heart and my flesh
crieth out for the living God." And Job, in the midst of
despair, laments, "Oh, that I knew where I might find Him that I
might even come before His presence."






