
 
 

 

 
Rev. Christ Taylor – 04.26.2020 

Psalm 139:1-18 

In Our Mother's Womb 

Our text offers one of the most astounding claims in all of Scripture: that the God who brought 

all things into being – the sun, the stars, the galaxies that sweep across the universe – that this 

same God knows us intimately and is very much a part of each one of our lives. 

When Bonnie and I were on our boat during my sabbatical five years ago, it was very easy to 

believe in this kind of God.  There weren’t a lot of people around.  It was us and this gorgeous 

creation that God has given to us.  In my devotions each morning, sitting alone with a cup of 

coffee up in the cockpit, God felt very near.  I could believe that he knew me; I could believe 

that he was intimately involved. 

I remember the shock I felt traveling into New York City during a pause on Long Island.  After 

months of relative isolation, suddenly here I was surrounded by this noisy, crowded mass of 

people.  The experience was almost overwhelming.  I remember wondering how God could 

possibly know every one of them – these thousands upon thousands of complete strangers – the 

same way that God knows me?   

It expanded my sense of God.  Any tendency I might have felt to anthropomorphize God – to 

imagine a God in my own image: me but just much greater – was crushed.  Yes, it is a personal 

God revealed to us in Scripture, but God is so much greater, so much larger, than we can even 

begin to grasp.  “Such knowledge,” as the psalmist says, “is too wonderful for me; it is so high 

that I cannot attain it.” 

But that’s the miracle of it all: that this same God beyond imagining is also profoundly personal: 

a God who knows us, is in relationship with us, and who has revealed himself to us in the gift of 

His Son.  God’s ways, God’s thoughts, God’s nature will always lie beyond our capacity to fully 

grasp, but there in Jesus we catch a glimpse of God’s essence.  There, in Jesus, we see God’s 

heart for the poor and the oppressed and those in need.  There, in Jesus, we catch a glimmer of 



 
 

 

just how much God loves us – like seeing the sun reflect off a diamond somewhere there in the 

distance. 

I used to wonder what people meant when they spoke of a personal relationship with God.  I 

wasn’t sure that that’s what I had at all.  But that, in fact, is exactly what the psalmist is 

describing: “it was you who formed my inward parts; you knit me together in my mother’s 

womb.”  Who knows us better, more personally, more intimately, than that one who brought us 

into being? 

I don’t think the psalmist is necessarily speaking here of this outward form that you see before 

you.  There are too many other elements that come into play there: my parents’ genetics; the 

influences of the world as this physical being took shape.  I’m not sure, in other words, that I can 

really blame God for being so bad at golf – a shortcoming I’ve never understood, never quite 

come to grips with.  But my essence, my soul – that deep core of who I am that transcends the 

merely physical; that’s a different matter.  That, I can believe, is very much of God.   

Being aware of that essence, listening to what it has to tell us, that to my mind is when we begin 

to live into the person that God created us to be.  That essence, our soul, is meant to be the 

integrating center of our lives: connected to God and out of that relationship ordering our body, 

mind and will into a coherent, harmonious whole.  Live out of that center and there is integration 

and harmony.  Lose it, and we move towards dis-integration. 

As many of you know, one of the great heroes of my faith was a man named Dallas Willard.  

For years the Chair of Philosophy at the University of Southern California, Willard profoundly 

influenced my understanding of Jesus and what this walk with him is all about. 

Pastor John Ortberg wrote an entire book (Soul Keeping) about Willard’s impact on his own 

faith journey.  Ortberg speaks, at one point, about a couple of people he knew who had moved 

away from that integrating center.  The first, surprisingly, was a well-known pastor.  His best-

selling books lined his office, and on the walls there were numerous pictures of the pastor with 

famous people.  But he stayed too long.  His church had begun to shrink, and he was miserable.  

The empty seats haunted him.  He blamed his congregation and lashed out at his critics.  He had 

become bitter in his old age.  The second person Ortberg spoke of was a businessman who had 

devoted his life to making money: 

His children always knew that they had less priority than his job.  He never said so, of course, but 

our deepest devotions simply leak out of our bodies by how we spend our time and what makes 

us smile and what claims our energy.  The man built a corporate empire, but his employees all 

felt sued. 

He and his wife bought a magnificent home overlooking the ocean in Southern California.  He 

had a stroke, yet no one came to visit him.  He sits in a wheelchair now, breathing from an 

oxygen tank, alone in a mansion cage. 



 
 

 

He still obsesses over what he owns and remains incapable of gratitude or generosity.   

This is the ruined soul. 

There is nothing wrong with wanting a packed sanctuary.  There is nothing wrong, as I’ve said on 

countless occasions, with making money.  Where we get into trouble is when we try to fill the 

great longing of our soul, the consuming desire of that center, with anything other than God.  

Only God can fill that longing.  Only God can meet that desire.  As Augustine famously put in his 

Confessions so long ago, “Thou hast made us for thyself, O Lord, and our heart [our essence] is 

restless until it finds its rest in thee.” 

Dallas Willard was all about that essence, our soul, and Ortberg’s book is a record – along the 

lines of Tuesdays with Morrie – of his conversations with him through the years.  The end, as one 

would expect, records his final conversation with Willard before his death in 2013.  A few 

special friends had gathered to pray with him just before an operation.  Someone asked 

Willard if he regretted anything.  “I regret the time I have wasted,” he replied.  The comment 

made no sense; anyone knew Willard knew his extraordinary work ethic.  But thinking about it 

later, Ortberg wrote: 

I think Dallas said he regretted all the time he wasted, not because he compared himself to other 

more efficient people, but because he began to see what life could be.  I remember a phrase I 

had heard from him years ago, about how all of us lost souls allow ourselves to live in worry and 

anger and self-importance and pettiness when life with God is all around us… I watched him 

and thought of what a redeemed soul can be: 

• To be able to say yes or no without anxiety or duplicity 

• To speak with confidence and honesty 

• To be willing to disappoint anybody, yet ready to bless everybody 

• To have a mind filled with more thoughts than could ever be spoken 

• To share without thinking 

• To see without judging 

• To be so genuinely humble that each person I see would be an object of wonder 

• To love God 

This is what it looks like to live out of that essence, that center created by God.  It is to be 

shaped not by what others might think or might expect of us, but shaped rather by that person 

that we were meant to be from the very beginning of time: in right relationship with God, with 

ourselves, and as a result, in right relationship with the world and those around us. 



 
 

 

How do we find our way back to that essence?  Part of the beauty of this psalm is that it points 

the way: by turning back towards that One who brought us into being in the first place and 

knows us better than we know ourselves.  We find our way back through Jesus Christ; through his 

forgiveness, through his unmerited grace, and through his boundless love. 

How goes it with your soul?  If you haven’t checked in lately, maybe now is the time. 

 


