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Raindrops on roses and whiskers on kittens; bright copper kettles and warm 
woolen mittens; brown paper packages tied up with string; these are a few 
of my favorite things.

It was not a normal thing for my parents to take me and my sister to the movies.  Other aunts and uncles drew that task.  But when I was nine or ten years old my entire family went to see the Sound of Music.  As we sat in the darkened theatre I remember the screen filling with the story of the Von Trapp family; a family that had lost so much, struggled so hard, and ultimately, by the film’s end, had found freedom, love and joy.  While the movie left me with feelings of elation, the best moment was my introduction to the song, My Favorite Things.  I never understood why, for 40 years, I remembered every line of this song until I crossed paths with this morning’s lectionary and My Favorite Thing took on new definition and depth.
If you do not remember or have not seen the Sound of Music, let me set this particular song in context.  In the movie a thunderstorm is raging, and the Von Trapp children are frightened.  They gather around their governess, a character played by Julie Andrews, and to calm their fears she begins to sing about her favorite things.  Raindrops on roses and whiskers on kittens . . . . 
Just like Julie Andrew’s character, each of us has our favorite things.  Each of us can name restaurants whose food tastes like ambrosia, books that seem filled with new insight each time we open them, vacation spots that soothe our souls; bags of coffee or cups of tea with which we can scarcely do without – each of us can name those butchers, and bakers and candle stick makers that occupy the realm of our favorite things. 
What are your favorite places, experiences, people; your favorite things?  Bring them to your heart and mind.  How do they make you feel?  Is it a little like Julie Andrews sang, “When the dog bites, when the bee stings, when you’re feeling sad” these memories, these thoughts, these people, these favorite things transform circumstances making them less trying, less bad?  Think about your favorite things; think about what they mean to you, what they do for you and how easily you share information about them with others.
It seems to be within our human nature to want to share our favorite things.  In seems so easy to find moments in conversations when that which we much love just naturally enters the conversation.  Talk to me for 15 minutes and I am willing to bet Andre’s name will come up.  Or, if you mention that you are going to Boston within seconds I will tell you about the best sushi chef God ever placed on Earth.  His name is Otto and he works at a Restaurant named Skip Jacks located in Boston’s Back Bay.  If I opened my Palm Pilot, right now I would be able to give you his work, home and cell number.  Otto is a sushi genius.  
I am sure there are those things that are among your favorites; those things about which it is easy, even natural, for you to speak.
Well, the same is true for the writer of this morning’s Psalm.  The Psalmist has a favorite thing and he is in no way hesitant to speak about it.  In his words we hear, “Oh God, how lovely is your dwelling place.  My soul yearns, even faints, for you my God.  And my heart and my being cry out for the living God.”  The Psalmist is a pilgrim on his way to Jerusalem for a festival.  He is among the throngs of men and women who are in the midst of making an annual, or a once in a life time, trip to the courts of Zion.  The Psalmist is in the midst of those who have come from all over the Diaspora; those who have traveled from near and far just to stand within the gates of the Lord, to enter God’s courts with praise.  
The psalmist is a sojourner on his way to the Temple, this is his destination.  Now one might ask what’s so special about the Temple; why is it the Psalmist longs to be there?  This question has a singular answer.  The Psalmist, and all those who press their way to Jerusalem’s highest point do so because they have been taught God dwells within the Temple; they has been taught the surest place to encounter the presence of the living God is in the Temple.  All who make this journey do so because they want, they aspire, they desire to be in the presence of the living God.  In fact to be in God’s presence is the Psalmist’s favorite thing!
You and I are now left to ask why is being in God’s presence the Psalmist’s favorite thing.  I am so grateful he himself provides an explanation to our query.  Being in the presence of God is his favorite thing because in God’s presence there is protection.  The text says it, even the smallest creature; the swallow, is safe to raise her offspring near God’s altar.  In the presence of Yahweh there is an abiding sense of home.  There, even the sparrow finds the joy of a secure home.  And the Psalmist knows if protection and home are available for the little bitty birds, then in God’s presence, they will be available for him as well.  In God’s presence there is connection, there is communion, there is comfort.  For in God’s presence, the writer of Psalm 16 says, “. . . there is fullness of joy; and pleasures forevermore.”  
The presence of God is the Psalmist’s favorite thing and he is quick to tell all who will listen, blessed, happy are those who come into God’s presence; happy, blessed are those who find God in God’s house.  Yes, he is quick to tell others, to tell them about his favorite thing.  
I wonder what our lives would look like if being in God’s presence was even among the things we counted as our favorites.  What would be different if each day we were found seeking to be in God’s presence?  What if I longed to hear God’s footsteps, God’s voice each day as much as I long to hear Andre’s.  What if God’s presence brought you as much joy and happiness as does your favorite person or thing?  What if we, like the Psalmist, were so excited to be in God’s presence that we felt faint with anticipation?  

This may sound quite strange to some; for to come into God’s presence may seem too mystical or too out of the ordinary to be possible on a regular basis for regular people.  But it need not be so.  To come into God’s presence is as easy as positioning the heart to welcome God’s Spirit.  It’s as simple as welcoming God’s presence to sit with us, to commune with us, to dwell with us.  Coming into the presence of God does not require ritual or perfection; it does not require admission or even another invitation.  For the once and for all invitation was extended in Revelation 3:20 we Jesus said I stand at the door and knock and I will come in and dine with anyone who simply welcomes me in; anyone who desires to be in the presence of the Almighty; anyone who will answer simply, yes my God, come in.  The invitation has been extended and the admission price was paid, long ago with two beams of wood.

Like the psalmist all we must do is to come to the place where God has promised to dwell.  And though for the Psalmist that meant a trip to the Temple Mount in Jerusalem, for us the journey has been shortened.  For Paul tells us in I Corinthians 3:16 that there is no more need for a Temple in Jerusalem.  The new temple of the living God is you, is me.  We are God’s precious, holy temples and God’s spirit already resides in us.  So to come into God’s presence, to come and dwell with the holy of holies, you and I need only to quiet ourselves and feel what is already inside.  Raindrops on roses and whiskers on kittens not withstanding, you and I must be among God’s favorites for God has placed his spirit in us so that we might find it oh so very easy to access and to know.

What if we really held as our favorite thing being before the Lord?  What if we would quiet ourselves each day and just welcome God’s spirit to guide us, to love us, to keep us, to be present with us all of the day?  What would we be like, what would be able to do, what would the outcome be if we counted God’s presence among our favorite things and like the Psalmist entered in with joy, with yearning, with anticipation, with hope?  

And what if we, like the Psalmist, knew how to talk about being with God with those whom we meet; because it is human nature to want to talk about our favorite things.  What if we knew how to say I find strength in God’s presence, I find peace in God’s presence, I find love in God’s presence, I find my place in God’s presence.  Because in God’s presence I do not have to pretend . . . I may come simply with all that I am and all that I am not; knowing that as I yield God will help me become all I am meant to be.  In God’s presence I am held as the image and likeness of God.  In God’s presence I am forgiven and reconciled.  In God’s presence I am welcomed and wanted.  

What if being in God’s presence was among our favorite things and we knew how to share what it means to be in this place?  Beloved of God, I believe you and I can move into both of these positions, first as one who treasures God’s presence and then as one who can without imposition, without hubris and with love and grace speak to others about God as our favorite thing. 
How, well first we must find and take time to be in the presence of God.  Each day when I come to work I come and sit in this sanctuary.  Sometimes I sing, sometimes I sit in silence, sometime for 3 minutes sometimes for 30.  But each day I try and find time to be quiet before my God.  And I listen, not with dogmatic adherence to a plan.  I just listen and I ask God to speak to me with images, with words, with memories.  I ask God to come and be with me so that I might go into my day with him.  There is not magic way to come into God’s presence, for God is in you.  Just quiet yourself for a few minutes and ask God to be with you.  
Find God’s presence in your time alone and find God’s presence when we gather in this place.  Find God’s presence in you, for God’s presence is always with you. 
Then in language that is offered as welcome and invitation ask those whom you know to join you here some Sunday morning to experience the fellowship, to experience the worship, to experience the presence of your God, our Savior, because it is better than raindrops on roses, better than whiskers on kittens, it is as the choir sang the perfect love close in my breast, it is our God of all things best.  May God’s presence and you place within it be one of your favorite things.
Let us pray. 
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