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 Wisdom Concerning Gain! 

Proverbs 21:5-9

October 8, 2014

MAILBOX	  
Don’t	  forget	  to	  check	  the	  Lakeview	  
Mailbox,	  located	  in	  the	  foyer	  of	  the	  
church,	  for	  your	  Christmas	  cards.	  
There	  are	  also	  Christmas	  Card	  Lists	  

available!	  

Kevin Adams 
Ella Mae Alexander  
Sharon Augustine 
Carol & Bob Barringer 
Irene Bentley  
Martha Bolding 
Lisa Bowie 
Toby Brookshire 
Josh Brown 
Gladys Cochran 
Marilyn Cooper 
Marlene Couch 
Ben Durham 
Edna Ellenberg 
Marvin Ellenberg 
Thelma Ellenberg 
Donnie Esuary 
Cecil Esuary 
Sammy Esuary 
Chris and Cierra Fields 
Dawn Garrett 
Pat Garrett  
Ken & Cricket Gilstrap 
Pat & Roger Goddard 
David Hall 
Sandra Hanbrick 
Bennie Hanson 
Edna Hanson 
Bea Holcombe 
Sybel Holcombe 
Charlie & Patsy Hoy  
Phyllis Jewell 
Carolyn Leopard 
Sula Maddox  
Hunter Mauldin 
Cindy McCollum  
Gladys Martin 
Megen Moss 
Christine Esuary-Nabors 
Frances Nix 
Jerry Nix 
Patricia Padgett 
Linda Parrone 
Linda Peterman’s Mom 
Cindy Pilgrim 
Martha Pilgrim  
Peggy Pollard 
Jason Potter 
Perry Powell 

Connie Presnell 
Reva Presnell 
Pam Rampey 
Cury Richards 
Whitney Ridge 
Richard Reed 
Jo Ann Roper  
Caroline Ross  
Gary Roth  
Marlene & Roger Sanders 
Karen Simmons 
Tim Slattery’s Mom 
Gene Sloan 
Glenn Sloan 
Mark Staton 
Jo Stephens 
Pauline Thomas 
Evelyn Townsend 
Kent Townsend 
Scott Trotter 
Barbara Turner  
Randy Wallace 
Brinley Whitmire  
Darlene Wooten !
Deacons 
Marc Bridges  
David Ellison 
Barry Freeman 
Jack Hanson 
Jerry Nix !
Bereaved    !!
In The Hospital !
Up Coming   !!
Bold-Shut-Ins 
Italicized- Widows/Widowers !
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        The ____________________ of Gain!  
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        The ____________________ of Gain! !!!!
         
         The ___________________ of Gain!  !!!
      
       The ____________________ of Gain! !!!!
        The ___________________ of Gain!

Romans 5:8



       This past Sunday our church sang the old hymn 
“Hallelujah! What a Savior!” by Philip Bliss, a hymn 
which has become a personal favorite of mine. The 
song is fairly well known, but has never reached the 
heights of “Come Thou Fount,” “Holy, Holy, Holy,” or 
any of the 
church’s true 
“greatest 
hits.” One 
reason why it 
might remain 
on the fringe is 
because it lacks 
any mention of 
Christian 
responsibility. 
There are no 
pledges to be faithful, no requests for 
teaching. The main focus, from beginning to 
end, stays fixed on Jesus Christ, the “Man of 
Sorrows,” and each verse ends with an 
exclaimed “Hallelujah! What a Savior!” Now, I 
don’t think there’s anything necessarily wrong with 
talking about Christian responsibility. However, in my 
own experience with worship, the less I’m thinking 
about myself (and what I can or need to do), the more 
likely I am to feel a connection with God (and come 
into contact with the enormity of what he has done for 
me). “Hallelujah! What a Savior!” gives me a chance to 
think on Jesus and say little more than, “Wow!”  
 
     One of the miracles of worship is that, even if only 
for a moment, one’s mind isn’t focused inwardly. 
Martin Luther, expounding on Augustine, describes 
human nature as incurvatus in se, something that is 
“so deeply curved in on itself that it only bends the 
best gifts of God towards itself.” Luther admits that 
even worship can be turned into self-worship since our 
nature “so wickedly, cursedly, and viciously seeks all 
things, even God, for its own sake” (Lectures on 
Romans). It sounds harsh, but it’s simply true. We are, 
at our core, inwardly bent. And yet, God’s presence in 
worship allows us to look up for a change of scenery. 
At these moments, we are able, suddenly, to realize 
that the clearest perspective comes not from a fully 
realized vision of ourselves, but from a revelation of 
Christ crucified. 
 
     During the course of his hymn, Bliss walks us 

through the theology of atonement. Ruined sinners are 
reclaimed. Jesus stands in our place. He “seals my 
pardon with his blood.” He is sacrificed to set us free. 
Every line simply and methodically describes what 
was happening on the Cross. Likewise, Isaiah 53—

from which the term “Man of 
Sorrows” comes—is a continuous 
juxtaposition of our sin and 
Christ’s atonement for that sin: 
“He was wounded for our 
transgressions, He was bruised 
for our iniquities…and by His 
stripes we are healed” (Isaiah 
53:5). Both the hymn and the 
passage certainly mention you 
and me, but we are never the 
subject. We are only mentioned 

as passive recipients of grace. Rather than bringing the 
focus back on ourselves (“I will worship,” “I will 
follow”) the spotlight stays entirely fixed on Christ 
Jesus, the Man of Sorrows. As the hymn climaxes, its 
final line is simply an exclamation: an “Hallelujah!” 
that epitomizes spontaneous joy, thanksgiving and 
praise. 
 
     By definition, worship is “the expression of 
reverence and adoration.” Even as a music minister, I 
have to admit that this expression is not always deeply 
felt. Regardless of how well the band plays, worship 
often feels as uncertain as a fishing expedition. 
Granted, it is only the best kind of fishing—a well-
stocked lake full of beautiful hymns—but none of the 
songs can guarantee that one will feel a connection 
with God on a given Sunday. The Spirit goes wherever 
he chooses to swim, and the ocean is much deeper and 
darker than we like to think it is. You may try to catch 
him by turning up the volume and using a light 
display, but I’ve known times where this approach has 
backfired. In fact, to take the fishing analogy one step 
further (and perhaps one too far), it seems as if during 
my most memorable worship experiences, the fish, 
against all odds, jumped into my boat while I was 
casting off the other side. In other words, there is a 
necessary element of surprise involved during my 
personal worship. Each occasion thus leads to a deep 
humbling, a breaking-down of walls that have been 
constructed around my heart over the course of a 
week. Although I am extremely talented in building 
these walls, I am sadly inept at taking them down on 

my own. Luckily for me, my weakness is God’s 
specialty and worship is often where the demolition 
happens. Its most effective moments are when it 
catches me off guard. True worship happens when 
God takes the initiative.”  
 
     The last verse of the hymn is centered on Christ’s 
coming again, always a strange thing to imagine. 
Whether we will be filled with terror or joy (or both), I 
expect that none of us will have the mindfulness to say 
much at that time. Unlike most other days, where we 
spend our time rationalizing our actions and making 
oaths to change, on that day I’m hopeful that only a 
few words will be dare to be spoken: “Hallelujah! 
What a Savior!” At that time, more than any other, it 
might be clear that there is actually little more to say. 

Man of Sorrows! what a name  
For the Son of God, who came  
Ruined sinners to reclaim. 
Hallelujah! What a Savior! 

Bearing shame and scoffing rude, 
In my place condemned He stood; 
Sealed my pardon with His blood. 
Hallelujah! What a Savior! 

Guilty, vile, and helpless we; 
Spotless Lamb of God was He; 
“Full atonement!” can it be? 
Hallelujah! What a Savior! 

Lifted up was He to die; 
“It is finished!” was His cry; 
Now in Heav’n exalted high. 
Hallelujah! What a Savior! 

When He comes, our glorious King, 
All His ransomed home to bring, 
Then anew His song we’ll sing: 
Hallelujah! What a Savior!                         —Sam Bush

“Hallelujah, What A Savior” by Philip Bliss (1838-1876)


