
Here’s The Church And Here’s the Steeple! 

1 Peter 2:4-8 

You’ve heard me say many times before that I love church buildings.  My love for church 

buildings began the night I first knelt in prayer at South Friendship General Baptist Church 

and received Jesus as my Savior.  To be honest, South Friendship General Baptist 

Church was really a rather unremarkable building.  It was a small white-sided edifice 

located just a few yards from a quiet rural highway.  It had a small sanctuary, as everything 

about it was small, and a few Sunday School classrooms crowded off to the side; that 

was all.  The pews were bare and uncushioned, and the whole place was modest in the 

extreme, but it was beautiful to me.  So beautiful, in fact, that I drove by to see it again on 

my last visit to Indiana.  Nothing much had changed in its appearance despite the passage 

of nearly 40 years, but what a flood of precious memories came over me as I stood once 

more on its hallowed grounds.   

Well over the years, I have served and visited a host of other churches – churches of 

nearly every size, and shape, and configuration – and I have loved them all.  There was 

the brown block building of Pleasant Ridge General Baptist Church – the first church I 

ever pastored – sitting on a high point in Pike County, Indiana near the outskirts of a tiny 

town called Campbelltown.  It was there that Pamela and I were married.  I can still see 

her with my mind’s eye, emerging at the back of the sanctuary, pale as a ghost but happy 

as a clam to share her life with me!  I hope she’s still as happy today as she was back 

then!  Then there were the two churches of my first United Methodist parish – Memphis 

United Methodist Church and Pleasant Grove United Methodist Church – both of which 

were very much like South Friendship in that both were small white frame buildings 

possessing very little decoration or pretention; and yet, both of those buildings have 

blazoned themselves forever in my mind as sites of sublime beauty and fond memory.    

And there were other churches of a similar sort in New Market, and Waveland, and 

Evansville, Indiana before I finally left parish ministry to join the Navy.  And while in the 

Navy, I was privileged to tour some of the great churches and cathedrals of Europe – 

Notre Dame in Paris, Saint Peter’s Basilica and the many ornate churches of Rome, and 

the glorious chapels and cathedrals of Spain.  Oh my, could those folk build churches – 

churches filled with gold brocade, and sparkling stained glass, and towering arches, and 

flying buttresses to hold everything together!   

At the end of my Navy career, I served in just such a church building – the Naval Academy 

Chapel – the Cathedral of the Navy.  Built in the shape of a cross, with seating for 2,500 

and stained-glass windows recounting biblical stories and naval history, it was a 

remarkable edifice that attracted thousands of visitors each and every year.  I loved it, as 

I loved all of the church buildings I served and saw over the course of my life as a pastor 

and parishioner to include Mountain View.  I carry in my phone a picture I took of the 

church on October 6, 2016.  The ground is blanketed with fresh-fallen snow.  The pines 

around the church are covered with a heavy hoarfrost.  The aspen behind the church are 

aglow with autumn’s yellow.  And a heavy cloud hangs low, just above the rooftop.  



Beautiful!  Yes, I love church buildings.  Even now, when I enter a new city or town or 

village, I look immediately for the steeples that mark the churches that I hope to visit as I 

can. 

But as much as I love church buildings, I know the building is not the church – it is just 

where the church meets.  You see, when we were children, we were taught to intertwine 

our fingers in a certain way, to hold our index fingers up and our thumbs together and to 

say, “Here’s the church.  Here’s the steeple.  Open the doors, and there are the people.”  

And we would wiggle our fingers as though the people inside were moving about in 

spirited worship.  And then afterwards, we would intertwine our fingers in a different way 

so that our fingers were no longer pointing downward into the makeshift sanctuary made 

by our hands, and we would say, “Here’s the church.  Here’s the steeple.  Open the doors.  

Where are the people?”  And we would realize then that something very important was 

missing – the church – the true church – the people of God were gone – and the building 

was just a building after all. 

Today, we are living with the reality of that little child’s poem.  Eight weeks ago, you could 

have pointed with great affection to the building we call Mountain View United Methodist 

Church and said, “There’s the church.  There’s the steeple.  Open the doors and see all 

the people!”  Why, the place was literally abuzz with activities, from weekly worship to 

weekday studies to weeknight choir practices to various outside organizations using our 

facility nearly every day and every night of nearly every week of the year.  But for the last 

eight weeks, there’s been a change.  For the last eight weeks, had you pointed to the 

church building, you would have been forced to quote the other half of that little child’s 

poem. You would have been forced to say, “There’s the church.  There’s the steeple.  

Open the doors.  Where are the people?”  For the place has been empty for the past eight 

weeks and it may remain so for some several weeks to come.   

And the thought of that may make you sad.  After all, it’s in that building that you meet 

your friends and your faith family faith face-to-face. It’s in that building that you hug one 

another’s necks and share the stories of your week.  It’s in that building that you worship 

in sermon, and sacrament, and song…and oh the songs…the songs sung by our 

choir…and played by our bells…and performed by our musicians!  And if you’re like me, 

you really miss the music!  But let us never forget that the building really isn’t the Church.  

Rather, it’s an instrument that serves the Church.  For the Church is comprised of two 

things: Christ and his people – wherever and however they meet – and today’s reading 

from First Peter reminds us of that fact. 

You see, First Peter was addressed to “…the exiles of the Dispersion in Pontus, Galatia, 

Cappadocia, Asia, and Bithynia.” (1 Pe. 1:1) In other words, it was addressed to various 

Christian living in exile as strangers scattered throughout what we now know as modern-

day Turkey.  And where did those Christians meet?  Where did they gather for worship?  

Well, they typically gathered in homes, or beside streams, or later in the catacombs.  It 

wasn’t until sometime after 200 A.D. that Christians began to build church buildings.  But 



the Church existed without church buildings, nonetheless, wherever Christ and his people 

gathered.   

Using the imagery of a temple or a church building, 1 Peter 2:4-7 says, “Come to (Christ), 

a living stone, though rejected by mortals yet chosen and precious in God’s sight, and like 

living stones, let yourselves be built into a spiritual house, to be a holy priesthood, to offer 

spiritual sacrifices acceptable to God through Jesus Christ. For it stands in scripture: ‘See, 

I am laying in Zion a stone, a cornerstone chosen and precious; and whoever believes in 

him will not be put to shame.’ To you then who believe, he is precious…”  Here, the 

apostle Peter reminds us that the Church exists wherever Christ and his people gather 

and are built together into a spiritual house with Christ as the cornerstone and his people 

as living stones built on top of him. 

You see, Christ is the cornerstone of the Church.  And as the cornerstone of the Church, 

he is the foundational and orientational stone upon which the Church is built. He is 

foundational in that everything we say, and think, and do must rest on him and be 

connected to him.  He is orientational in that we must take our direction from him just as 

the walls of a building take their direction from the cornerstone itself.  

Yes, Jesus is the cornerstone of the church.  But he’s not just any old cornerstone.  Peter 

says he is a “chosen and precious” cornerstone in 1 Pe. 2:6. And in 1Peter 2:7, Peter 

says, “To you who believe, he is precious.”  That verse, by the way, was the theme verse 

that hung on the wall of the little seminary where I first began my graduate education 

some 36 years ago.  Yes, to us who believe, Christ is precious!  Amen!   

So you see, the Church is only the Church so long as Christ is considered “precious” to 

his people.  For if Christ ceases to be precious to his people, if he ceases to be cherished 

by his own, if he ceases to be central to all of our thinking and our doing, then the Church 

ceases to be the Church in any real sense and it becomes just another charitable 

organization dedicated to this or that worthy human cause.  Not that there’s anything 

wrong with charitable organizations, mind you, but the Church is so much more than that.  

The Church is where Christ is precious, his presence is cherished, his teachings are 

honored, his Spirit is active, and his life is reanimated in and through his people, for the 

glory of God and the good of all.  That’s the Church! 

So, the Church exists wherever Christ is clung to as the chosen and precious cornerstone 

of everything we say, and think, and do.  But the Church isn’t just Christ alone; it is Christ 

and his people together.  So, Peter says, “Come to (Christ), a living stone…and like living 

stones, let yourselves be built into a spiritual house, to be a holy priesthood, to offer 

spiritual sacrifices acceptable to God through Jesus Christ.  You see, you and I are to 

called to come to Christ, every moment of every day, so, like living stones, we may be 

built up on him into a spiritual house – the Church of God – where we offer spiritual 

sacrifices to God through Christ.  And what are those spiritual sacrifices that we offer to 

God?  Hebrews 13:15-16 defines them.  That passage says this: “…let us continually 

offer a sacrifice of praise to God, that is, the fruit of lips that confess his name. (And) Do 

not neglect to do good and to share what you have, for such sacrifices are pleasing to 



God.”  In other words, we are to offer the twin sacrifices of our worship and our work – 

worshipping God with our praises and working generously for the good of others by giving 

our time, our talent, and our treasure in loving service to our neighbors.   

This, then, is the Church.  It is a spiritual and not a physical building.  It exists wherever 

Christ is clung to as precious, wherever he is the foundational and orientational 

cornerstone upon which everything rests and from whom we take our direction in 

worshipping God and doing good.  And that Church doesn’t just exist at 1101 Rampart 

Range Road in Woodland Park, Colorado – at least not all the time.  True, it’s usually 

there at 10:30 am on Sunday mornings.  But that Church – the true Church – exists 

wherever you are worshipping and working alongside of others who count Christ as 

precious.  In fact, that Church is here right now, in this very room, and in every room that’s 

online or offline this morning so long as Christ is precious, worship is rendered, and works 

are done in Jesus’ name.   

My friends, like you, I look forward to the time when in-person worship is restored…when 

people can gather once more at 10:30 am at 1101 Rampart Range Road in Woodland 

Park to be the Church in that place, at that time, for that solitary and blessed hour.  But 

until then…here’s the Church…here’s the steeple…login online…and here are God’s 

people!  To all of you who believe that Jesus is precious, continue to work and worship 

wherever you are.  You are the church, we are the church, together.  And in the words of 

Jesus…neither the gates of hell…nor the germs of this pandemic…can ever prevail 

against this Church!  Amen!   

         

      

            

  

      

 


