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NO GOOD THING WILL HE WITHHOLD 

Psalm 84: 1-12 and Isaiah 60: 1-5 – Pastor Richard P. Carlson 

 

Perhaps in all the world, there is no sight more precious, and more refreshing for 

the hungry and thirsty believer than the gathering and the gathering place of 

believers for worship. All my years I have been faithful to the house of God, but 

there came a time in 1974 when I became so sick I was out of the house of God, 

out of the pulpit for seven weeks. I thought it was going to kill me. One 

Wednesday night, as I lay at home in Bloomington, Illinois at 218 Magnolia Drive, 

I decided that despite how sick I was, I was going to slip in the back of the EFC of 

Bloomington-Normal, Illinois. I couldn’t stand up because it seemed like every 

time I tried to stand, someone laid me low, hitting me over the head with a cast 

iron skillet. I only crawled to bed and to the bathroom. But this Wednesday night I 

crawled to the Chevrolet Caprice outside the door. Jinny and Amy and Heather 

were at church. My pulse was racing between 140 and 200 beats per minute. I was 

a sick man, and others in our area died of this Port Chalmers A-strain flu. But 

something was gnawing on my mind and on my brain, on my soul and on my 

spirit, on my heart and on my hopes. It was Psalm 84: 10. “For a day in Your 

courts is better than a thousand elsewhere. I would rather be a doorkeeper in the 

house of my God than dwell in the tents of wickedness.” I ventured in my spirit 

that if I could only get to the back door of the church and be there alone for a few 

moments, then I could go on living.  

 

Beloved, there are some strange preferences we believers have. I read in Hebrews 

11: 24, 25, “By faith Moses, when he was grown up, refused to be called the son of 

Pharaoh's daughter, choosing rather to be mistreated with the people of God than 

to enjoy the fleeting pleasures of sin.” He would rather be leading the disobedient 

Israelites out of bondage and dwelling on the threshold of the tabernacle of God 

than to be second in command in Egypt. Believers have strange preferences. 

George Beverly Shea sang Rhea F. Miller’s hymn she wrote in 1922. He made that 

hymn famous with one of these strange preferences we believers have. You know 

the words. “I’d rather have Jesus than silver or gold; I’d rather be His than have 

riches untold; I’d rather have Jesus than houses or lands; I’d rather be led by His 

nail-pierced hand. I’d rather have Jesus than men’s applause; I’d rather be faithful 

to His dear cause; I’d rather have Jesus than worldwide fame; I’d rather be true to 

His holy name. He’s fairer than lilies of rarest bloom; He’s sweeter than honey 

from out the comb; He’s all that my hungering spirit needs; I’d rather have Jesus 

and let Him lead, Than to be the king of a vast domain Or be held in sin’s dread 

sway; I’d rather have Jesus than anything This world affords today.” Beloved, I 

was sick of being at home for seven weeks, almost sicker of not being in God’s 

house than I was flu sick, and I was deathly sick. So I crawled in that old Caprice 
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and laid the seat back a ways to keep from putting my head up. I drove the couple 

miles to church. I parked the car and I crawled on the ground up to the side door of 

the church. I eased in the door. I crawled up the steps. I crawled to the back of the 

church, eased open the door. I couldn’t stand, and nobody saw me. I laid there with 

the door open. It was prayer meeting night and the church had divided into seven 

prayer circles for prayer. I listened and tried to focus on the prayers. I listened until 

I heard every group praying for me, their pastor. I started to weep so I slowly 

crawled back down the steps and out to the car and drove home. I wasn’t healed in 

my body, but my sick heart and soul and spirit was renewed. I started to hope 

again, just hearing so many lift me up to Jesus in prayer.  

 

It tells volumes about our walk with the Lord if we don’t long to be faithfully in 

the house of God as often as possible. The writer of this Psalm 84 is one of the 

sons of Korah. He was lost in wonder just thinking about worshipping the Lord in 

His house. He was consumed with longing for corporate worship with fellow 

believers in God’s house. He felt he would waste away and pine away, almost 

ready to faint, waiting for the next opportunity for worship in the house of the 

Lord. One of the sweetest joys I have witnessed as a pastor over the past 48 years 

of pastoring, 38 years here, has been having new believers come to me and beg me 

to have church services every day, because they can’t get enough.  

 

If I were to divide this psalm of 12 verses up, it would be into 3 stanzas or 

strophes, divided by the two well placed Selahs. Stanza 1—The Believer’s 

ambition—to be with God in His house – v. 1-4. Stanza 2 – The Believer’s 

approach—to be with God in His house – v. 5-8. Stanza 3 – The Believer’s 

arrival—to be with God in His house – v. 9-12. In Stanza 1, the psalmist finds God 

and His house so intimately related to God Himself that he associates finding God 

with being in His house. The psalmist appears to almost envy the sparrows and the 

swallows that were nesting in the eaves of the temple of the Lord all the time. As 

believers, we know our hearts are Christ’s home, but coming to worship 

corporately ought to be for us as believers one of our major ways to be with God—

v. 1-4. In Stanza 2, the psalmist is a pilgrim no longer longing merely to be in 

God’s house, but he is on his way, a pilgrim and a traveler going there. He is on his 

way to Zion, Jerusalem to the temple. The temple now was in his heart. The 

journey has tears and trials along the way, but he has learned how to turn his tears 

into a spring of joy, into a fountain so his sorrows have become a source of 

refreshment for others. v. 5-8. In Stanza 3, the psalmist, representing us as 

believers who trust in the Lord alone, has finally arrived home at the temple, in 

God’s presence, where he is satisfied. He’d rather be in the lowest spot as 

doorkeeper in the house of the Lord, than having the mightiest post in the devil’s 

house, in the tents of wickedness. He would rather be the least of the saints than 
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the life or the host of the devil’s party. It’s is like a love song that this son of Korah 

sings—“I’d rather spend one bad day with you than a 1000 good days with anyone 

else, without you.” The psalmist says, “I choose to be with God.” What is it that 

gives value to time? It is not how much time we have, but what we do with the 

time we’ve got. He would rather keep the doorway swept clean in God’s house 

doing what matters, than wasting his time with things that don’t matter at all. This 

third stanza is about the conscious choice of a true and growing believer. Now let’s 

turn to the blessedness of those who have the same longings of this son of Korah. I 

see so many blessings here. What are they? 

THE BLESSED MAN’S HEART LONGS TO DWELL IN THE HOUSE OF 

THE LORD. (I.) Psalm 84: 1-5 is beautiful. “How lovely is your dwelling place, 

O LORD of hosts! My soul longs, yes, faints for the courts of the LORD; my heart 

and flesh sing for joy to the living God. Even the sparrow finds a home, and the 

swallow a nest for herself, where she may lay her young, at your altars, O LORD of 

hosts, my King and my God. Blessed are those who dwell in your house, ever 

singing your praise! Selah.” In each of these three stanzas, there is a special 

blessing on those whose mind is stayed on the Lord. I am reminded of the words of 

the prophet Isaiah in Isa. 26: 3, “You keep him in perfect peace whose mind is 

stayed on you, because he trusts in You.” When our minds are stayed on Jesus, we 

cannot get enough of His house. The word lovely in verse one is yed-eed. Yedeed 

means loved, beloved, and well beloved. Here is one of the trademarks of our 

hearts, beloved as we grow in Jesus. This trademark is love for God and each other 

that breaks out in longing for His house. That should be our ambition. Bill 

Crowder wrote in “Our Daily Bread” this past Wednesday about Family 

Trademarks. He wrote: “The Aran Islands, off the west coast of Ireland, are known 

for their beautiful sweaters. Patterns are woven into the fabric using sheep’s wool 

to craft the garments. Many of them relate to the culture and folklore of these small 

islands, but some are more personal. Each family on the islands has its own 

trademark pattern, which is so distinctive that if a fisherman were to drown it is 

said that he could be identified simply by examining his sweater for the family 

trademark.” Beloved, I believe with all my heart that this longing for the house of 

the Lord is a tell-tale trademark and ambition of God’s people as we grow in grace 

and in the knowledge of our Lord and Savior, Jesus Christ.  

These sons of Korah wrote, in v. 2, “My soul longs, yes faints, for the courts of the 

Lord. My heart and flesh sing for joy to the living God.” Literally, the psalmist is 

saying, “My whole nature, both my body and my soul, all my desires and 

aspirations, all the longings of my heart cry out for communion with other 

believers in God’s house.” So often I hear folk speak of Wyoming’s big out of 

doors as their sanctuary. Truly we can worship God out in the trees and hills and 
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beside the rivers and lakes in Wyoming. But this longing is not just for God, but 

for the gathered body in the courts of the Lord. v. 2. In verse 3, the psalmist is 

saying that his desire is even shared by the sparrows and the swallows. He is not 

envious of the birds, but as they find rest in the eaves of the temple, so he seeks for 

refuge and rest and restoration near the altars of the Lord. The word the psalmist 

uses for nest is tzippor which means a twittering spot, a chirping nest. Like a 

sparrow or a swallow, the psalmist wants his own singing spot in God’s house. 

Then, the psalmist breaks out with this first blessed. “Blessed are those who dwell 

in Your house, ever singing Your praise! Selah.” Are you a blessed man or woman, 

boy or girl who is blessed because you ever long for the courts of the Lord, longing 

to be in fellowship and in song and worship in the house of the Lord. Secondly,  

THE BLESSED MAN’S STRENGTH IS IN THE HIGHWAY TO ZION. (II.) 

Look at Psalm 84: 5-8. “Blessed are those whose strength is in You, in whose heart 

are the highways to Zion, As they go through the Valley of Baca; they make it a 

place of springs; the early rain also covers it with pools. They go from strength to 

strength; each one appears before God in Zion. O LORD God of hosts, hear my 

prayer; give ear, O God of Jacob! Selah.” Is your heart not only in longing for the 

courts of the Lord, but also, is your strength found in making this approach to 

God’s house? How many folk feel well until it comes time for church, and then 

they feel weak and tired and worn out and well-excused from going to church?  

Now don’t think for a moment that this blessed man’s strength comes in a 

masochistic way—as if he is hoping and looking for trials and troubles and 

afflictions. No! Notice verse 6—as it speaks of the valley of tears or Baca. Who 

wants to be on the highway to Zion if it leads us through the Valley of tears? Who 

wants life to beat up on us? Beloved, as life beats up on us, God provides hidden 

springs of refreshment in the most unlikely deserts. Why do we want to be on this 

highway to Zion? It’s the narrow road that leads us home to God. The blessed 

man’s heart is not on the by-paths, off in the bushes in the tents of wickedness, but 

it’s on the King’s highway, on heaven’s highway. Notice, v. 6 that our valleys hold 

springs of rejoicing. The word Baca means valley of weeping. But God is into 

spiritual currency exchange. He turns parched valleys into springs and into oases 

for other troubled hearts to drink from. God finds a way to use our very tears to 

water fallow ground in the lives of others. As Psalm 126: 5 declares, “Those who 

sow in tears will reap in joy.” Fanny Crosby understood this though she was 

physically blind. She wrote, “All the way, my Savior leads me, what have I to ask 

beside? Can I doubt His tender mercy, who through life has been my guide? 

Heavenly peace, divinest comfort, Here by faith in Him to dwell. For I know 

whatever befall me, Jesus doeth all things well (2x)”  

 



5 

 

Yet, notice that when we are blessed with strength in God, and our heart is in the 

highway to Zion, our strength increases, v. 7 as we get nearer home. It’s like a 

weary horse feeling or tasting ahead of time in his mind what’s coming—oats in 

the barn. Every one of us who are true believers in Jesus will make it home to the 

end of the journey. Like that thoroughbred unmatched, that won the Triple crown, 

Secretariat, we will win our race, going away. I love to watch that final race at 

Belmont Stakes for Secretariat who won by 31 lengths going away on June 9, 

1973. But something about it makes me cry, it is so unbelievable. There’s never 

been a greater horse. Beloved, that’s the picture the sons of Korah give us here. We 

go Home to God with greater spiritual strength by far than we started out with. 

Secretariat won the earlier Kentucky Derby and the Preakness coming from behind 

at the last minute. But in the third race, the Belmont Stakes, he won going away, 

leading nearly from the start. Notice the picture. We each (they go) from strength 

to strength; they each one appear before God in Zion. Beloved, it’s a conscious 

choice that brings us to go from strength to strength. It’s because our hearts long to 

dwell in the house of the Lord, and our strength lies in whose highway we are on. I 

love that old spiritual-“IT’S A HIGHWAY TO HEAVEN. NONE CAN WALK 

UP THERE, BUT THE PURE IN HEART; IT’S A HIGHWAY TO HEAVEN, I 

AM WALKING UP THE KING’S HIGHWAY V. 1 MY WAY GETS 

BRIGHTER , MY LOAD GETS LIGHTER WALKING UP THE KING’S 

HIGHWAY; THERE’S JOY IN KNOWING WITH HIM I’M GOING, 

WALKING UP THE KINGS HIGHWAY. V. 2 DON’T HAVE TO WORRY, 

DON’T HAVE TO HURRY WALKING UP THE KING’S HIGHWAY, CHRIST 

WALKS BESIDE ME, ANGELS TO GUIDE ME WALKING UP THE KING’S 

HIGHWAY. V.3 IF YOU’RE NOT WALKING, START WHILE I’M TALKING 

WALKING UP THE KING’S HIGHWAY THERE’LL BE A BLESSING, 

YOU’LL BE POSSESSING WALKING UP THE KINGS HIGHWAY. Thirdly,  

THE BLESSED MAN’S SUPPLY IS TRUSTING IN THE PRESENCE OF 

GOD. (III.) Turn lastly to Psalm 84: 9-12. “Behold our shield, O God; look on the 

face of Your anointed! For a day in Your courts is better than a thousand 

elsewhere. I would rather be a doorkeeper in the house of my God than dwell in the 

tents of wickedness. For the LORD God is a sun and shield; the LORD bestows favor 

and honor. No good thing does He withhold from those who walk uprightly. O 

LORD of hosts, blessed is the one who trusts in You.” I see two major supply lines 

for us as God’s people on the King’s highway and longing for His house: (1) He 

supplies might and light/light and might. Notice v. 9—“Behold our shield, O 

God—that is a cry for protection, a cry for the presence of the Lord in His might 

and with His Shield. Robert Grant wrote, “O worship the King, all glorious above 

and gratefully sin His power and His love, Our Shield, and Defender, the Ancient 

of Days, Pavillioned in splendor and girded with praise.” V. 9 continues, Look on 
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the face of Your anointed. This is a cry for the Light of God’s presence to shine on 

the faces of His people. As the Lord lights our way, He shows us more and more of 

Himself and more and more of our sin for us to surrender to Him. He is our sun, 

but He is also our shield as He gives us fresh power to oppose old habits that used 

to be harder to conquer. When the Lord, our sun shows us our guilt, He as our 

Shield helps us lay all our guilt upon Jesus, our Surety. As the sun, the Lord shows 

us what Pastor Kevin told us, that we cannot work out a righteousness of our own, 

but as our shield, the Lord focuses us on the righteousness of Christ, revealed in us. 

As our sun, Jesus shows me who I am, but as a shield He shows me who He is. His 

sun shows me my own inadequacy, but His shield shows me His all sufficiency. 

His sun shows me I deserve nothing but wrath, but His shield shows me, despite 

my shame, that I am an heir of God, a joint-heir with Jesus Christ—with a title to 

life eternal as the Bride of Christ. His sun teaches me to fear as I behold my 

weakness, but His shield enables me to triumph over all my fears and foes. Isaiah 

has the same truth in Isaiah 60: 1-5. There is a second supply: 

He supplies grace and glory in His presence. (2) The ESV calls this supply favor 

and honor. Some say that as we as doorkeepers in His house wait upon the Lord, 

we find grace or favor now, and glory and honor later. I differ. He gives glory now 

as well as grace. The hymnwriter well spoke saying, “It is glory just to walk with 

Him.” Yes we need the grace and favor now, and supplies unlimited are at the 

cross. There are no breadlines with Jesus, no running out of cucumbers in 

Romania, no running out of bread in Russia or out of rice in India. In God’s grace, 

we have God’s riches at Christ’s expense. There is no lack. Annie Johnson Flint 

was right. “He giveth more grace when the burden grows greater. He sendeth more 

strength when the labors increase, To added affliction, He addeth His mercy, To 

multiplied trial, His multiplied peace. When we have exhausted our store of 

endurance, when our strength has failed ere the day is half done, When we reach 

the end of our hoarded resources, Our Father’s full giving has only begun.” His 

love has no limit, His grace has no measure, His power has no boundary known 

unto men, For out of His infinite riches in Jesus, He giveth and giveth and giveth 

again.” But glory? Is there any of that down here? Notice—my favorite verse in the 

Bible—Psalm 84: 11. Here’s the glory—“No good thing will He withhold from 

them who walk uprightly.” At times God gives us the glory of celebrating down 

here. Oh bless His precious Name. In the midst of 3 and a half days of trials this 

week with the computer broken down, four adults, Mickey Tremmel, a Gulf war 

veteran of 15 years wept and came to Jesus, A lady, Serenity trusted Jesus, a 

woman, Alicia and a man, Rafael trusted Jesus. Glory! But the truth is—in Glory 

as Avis B. Christiansen wrote, “There may be tears to shed as we travel home. Yes, 

sons of Korah, yes! “O Lord of hosts, Blessed is the One who trusts in You!” 


