
 

 

 

   

Dear Reader, 

We’ve reached week six of Praying the Psalms. For six weeks, we’ve slowed 
down to meditate on one Psalm a week. I wonder: what line has made an 
imprint on you? 
 
Before we get to this week’s Psalm, I want to tell you what’s next: On 
September 21, we will launch our next Bible Reading Plan in the Book of 
Genesis. Our team is so excited to go back to “the beginning” and mine the 
earliest stories of our faith for meaning. I’ve been reading for a few weeks now, 
and Genesis is not for sissies. It’s full of family dysfunction, deception, drama 
— and profound encounters with God. I hope you join us for this. You 
can purchase your book here or pick up one for FREE in the baskets by the 
doors of the covered drive at the church! 
 
Now, back to your regularly scheduled programming. This week, we’re 



 

reflecting on Psalm 40. 
 
This email includes a personal reflection and audio recording of the 
Psalm. Listen to it and read the reflection as you prepare for the week ahead. 

 

Week 6 - Psalm 40 
On Monday: Read Psalm 40:1-3 

On Tuesday: Read Psalm 40:4-8 

On Wednesday: Read Psalm 40:9-12 

On Thursday: Read Psalm 40:13-17 

On Friday: Read Psalm 40 in its entirety 

 

As you read, consider these questions: 

• What does this make me think? 
• What does this make me feel? 
• How might God be speaking to me through this?  

I asked Alex Johnston to choose her favorite Psalm and write about it because 
Alex is passionate about Scripture. As in, she loves the Bible, and I love 
hearing her talk about what she’s reading and learning through seminary. Alex 
is our Content Manager, which means she curates everything that goes up 
online (webpage, social media, stories, videos, etc.) Let’s face it — that’s 
basically everything that you see since we’re doing church virtually. So really, 
you know Alex well; now it’s time you get to know the person behind the 
(digital) curtain. 

Grace and peace, 



 

 
 

 
Hannah Buchanan 
Director of Cornerstone & Adult Ministry 

 

A Reflection on Psalm 139: 
I didn’t grow up in the Church.  
 
In fact, most of my family still wouldn’t identify as Christian. I attended a 
Methodist church in my hometown of Sanford, NC for a brief time in high 
school. But, if I’m honest, going to church at that time was less about 
worshiping Jesus and more about getting to spend time with a cute boy I liked. 
 



I didn’t attend church while in college at Florida State University either. Except 
for one semester. That is until a faith-based sorority I wanted to join asked me 
to sign a contract about all the things I would and wouldn’t do. I knew I 
wouldn’t uphold their pious demands. So I withdrew my request to be initiated 
and left the church. If I couldn’t live up to the so-called “standards” of the faith, 
then God probably didn’t want me in His club either. 
 
A few years later, however, I moved to Abilene, TX, and met the man who 
would become my husband. He invited me to church, and even though I was 
sure a bolt of lightning from heaven would strike me down when I walked 
through the door, I went.  
 
That Sunday changed my life forever. 
 
I didn’t realize it at the time, but I was stuck in the “mud and mire.” I had a new 
career as a TV Meteorologist and Reporter and loved the idea of being a young 
professional on the rise. But I struggled with the idea that God wanted nothing 
to do with me. I’d messed up too many times for God to ever truly love me. 
And I wasn’t worthy.  
 
That Sunday morning, sitting in a new church in a new town, I felt the still small 
voice of God whisper to me that He wasn’t finished with me yet, and the dam 
began to break. For the first time in years, I felt the reality of God’s love for me, 
and the possibility that I could be forgiven. 
 
God turned to me and heard my cry. (v. 1) 
 
And it may sound cheesy or overdramatic, but over the next few weeks, God 
really did begin to lift me out of the slimy pit (v. 2), so much so, that my college 
friends would probably find me unrecognizable. That party-girl, the same one 
who was scared to step foot in church now works in full-time ministry and is 
about to graduate from seminary!  
 



 

Psalm 40 reminds me how powerful God’s love and mercy really are. God 
doesn’t care where you are or what you’ve done in life. He only wants to lift you 
up and set your feet on solid ground.  
 
The psalmist writes in v. 4, Blessed is the one who trusts in the Lord.  The word 
“blessed” can more closely be translated to the English word for “happy.” My 
life is evidence that happiness and meaning truly come from trusting in God, 
allowing Him to shape your thoughts, purposes, and desires.  
 
God doesn’t want our empty religious practices — our “burnt offerings” if you 
will (v. 6). What He wants is people who are willing to turn their hearts over to 
Him, who trust in God’s goodness and faithfulness, and are willing to let him 
reshape their lives, in faith that what He can do is far better than what we could 
do on our own. 
 
Most days, I still feel “poor and needy” (v. 17). But I know that the Lord still 
thinks of me, just as He still thinks of you, each and every day. God is our help 
and deliverer. And if you’re ready and willing, He will lift you up, set your feet on 
solid ground, and put a new song in your mouth.  
 
He’s done that for me; more so than I could have ever asked for or imagined. 
And my hunch is God wants to do something similar for you. 
 
The question is, will you let Him? 
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