
TEXT:  II Samuel 6:1-5, 12b-19                      July 11, 2021 

DANCING WITH DAVID 

My wife Linda loves to dance.  She’s a child of the sixties, as am I, which means she doesn’t 
know a fox trot from a rumba, but she can move her body on a dance floor with the best of 
them.  We don’t go out dancing as a rule.  In part because aside from a rather awkward box 
step waltz, we don’t know ballroom styles, and the places where sixties style dancing occurs 
are often dingy bars, where the real focus is on alcohol and pick-up lines, rather than music 
and dance.  But one time we do get such an opportunity is when we attend a wedding 
reception.  Then we get a chance to dance--slow, romantic numbers, and even a few up-
tempo tunes from the disco era.  Though I must say disc jockeys at weddings are always a bit 
shocked when I request what for years has been our song, “Love Shack,” by the B-52s. WE 
love the part where all the dancers join the singers and shout “Tin roof!  Rusted!”  

Wedding DJs often play one song right after another, sometimes playing twenty- or thirty-
minutes’ worth of music before changing the tempo or stopping to give everyone a rest.  I’m 
often  worn out by song two or three in a  string of melodies, but not Linda.  I have seen her 
command a dance floor in half-hour stretches, barely breaking a sweat.  Sometimes I swear 
she could go on all night .  She just loves to dance.  It makes her feel so very alive!  For Linda, I 
think dance is a celebration of life itself! 

Over the centuries dance has been a part of weddings across most cultures and religious 
traditions.  Not just in a post-religious ceremony feast, as is usually the case in many Western 
traditions, but also as an actual part of the ceremony, the ritual, the sacred act of binding 
together two people for life.  It has also been a part of many other religious rituals.  One 
thinks, for instance, of, the Shakers, whose worship was built around very formal dances, or 
the ecstatic dance of Turkish Sufis, often referred to as Whirling Dervishes.  But dance has 
also been strictly forbidden in some religious traditions.  Not just forbidden as part of worship 
but prohibited in general.  Such was, and in some instances still is, the case in certain 
fundamentalist Protestant churches where it is considered sinful to dance, as depicted in the 
Broadway musical and later film, Footloose. 

Such was not the case, though, in ancient Israel.  Dance was very much a  part of the religious 
life of the Israelites.  There are many instances where it is mentioned in the Hebrew 
scriptures, most often as an expression of praise, celebrating God’s goodness, God’s majesty, 
God’s love.  Such is the case with our lesson from II Samuel. 

It is part of the cycle of stories about King David and it revolves  around the Ark of the 
Covenant.   



This is not Noah’s Ark.  Rather this is the rectangular box that had accompanied the Israelites 
from the time of their forty years of wandering in the wilderness after the escape from 
slavery in Egypt.  IT was about four feet long, and wide by two feet deep.  It was carried from 
place to place by long poles.  Clad with gold, it had two carved cherubs, two angels, atop the 
cover and the mercy seat, the throne of God.   Inside the Ark there were tangible reminders 
of God’s presence and activity in their lives:  the stone tablets which had been inscribed with 
the Ten Commandments and given to Moses; a jar of manna, the food God had provided for 
their ancestors in the wilderness, and the rod Moses’ brother Aaron had carried which 
miraculously budded in the desert. 

During the time preceding David’s reign, however, the Ark had been shunted aside.  Years 
earlier it had been captured in battle by the Israelites archenemies, the Philistines.  When it 
was finally recaptured, it had been placed in the home of a priest named Abinadab.  And 
there it had essentially gathered dust.  But as David establishes a new capital city in 
Jerusalem, he remembers the Ark, and realizes, that as he is uniting the country after many 
years of battles and warfare, it could provide a much-needed reminder of that which bound 
them together, their common love of Yahweh, their common allegiance to God.  As one 
scholar writes, “In Jerusalem the Ark would recover the memories of God’s long dealings with 
[them] . . . .  [It} would provide a focus that would center the [twelve tribes] of Israel and 
Judah on God’s rule, not merely David’s government.”  (Leap Over a Wall, 149)   

So, he goes to fetch it--along with thirty thousand men specially chosen for the occasion.  
Instead of the poles normally used to transport it, the Ark is loaded onto a special cart, 
custom made for the occasion.  And as it makes its way into Jerusalem, David and all who 
were with him, sing praises to God, and dance along the route to Jerusalem.  And once in 
Jerusalem, David cannot contain his joy.  And so, he dances.  He danceswith all his might--clad 
not in the royal robes of his office, but in a simple garment. No doubt some viewed it as 
undignified, like the Pastor asking a DJ to play “Love Shack,” but the kind of love and joy 
David experienced, knew no such bounds.   

Eugene Peterson says it well.  ”If David had been merely carrying out his religious duties . . . 
he would have walked in solemn procession before the Ark, leading it into Jerusalem with 
dignity.  But this was no duty. . . .  He was worshipping, responding to the living God . . . . He 
was on the edge of . . .glory.  And so, he danced.”  (Ibid, 152)  Yes, they had brought the Ark 
to Jerusalem.  But they hadn’t brought the Holy One--God was already and always there.  And 
that was and is cause for celebration.  Reason enough to dance out of gratitude for simply 
being in God’s presence. 

David’s joy, his delight, is so great that it spilled out over the people of Israel, who join him in 
song and dance, who share in his burnt offering, and who are all given gifts of meat and bread 



and raisins.  It was a time of exuberant celebration!  A time of praising God for the many 
ways they had been blessed, most especially by the very presence of God in their lives. 

Probably when you think of religious traditions that include dance in their forms of worship, 
you think of the dances of Native American tribes.  In her book Animal Dreams, Barbara 
Kingsolver tells the story of a young woman named Codi who returns to her hometown in 
Arizona to take care of her ill father.  While there she takes on a job teaching in a local high 
school and resumes a romantic relationship she had had earlier with Loyd, a member of the 
Apache nation. 

It is Christmastime, and Codi and Loyd travel to New Mexico to spend the holiday with his 
family, and while there to attend religious ceremonies at the Pueblo where Loyd’s mother 
lives.  One of the rituals planned for the day is a corn dance.  Loyd tells Codi that while it is 
technically a summer dance, a summer prayer, it is “danced at every important occasion . . . 
You [can’t] pray it often enough,” he says. It has to do with rain, and everything in that desert 
climate, depends on rain. 

“So, you make a deal with this deal with the gods,” says Codi.  “You do these dances, and 
they’ll send rain and good crops and the whole works?  And nothing bad will ever happen.  
Right?”  Loyd thinks for a moment.  “No,” he says, “it’s not like that.  [We’re] not making a 
deal.  It’s like the spirits have made a deal with us.”  “And what is the deal?” asks Codi.  “ . . . 
The spirits have been good enough to let us live here . . . “ responds Loyd, “and [when we 
dance] we’re saying:  We know how nice you’re being.  We appreciate the rain, we appreciate 
the sun, we appreciate the deer we took.  Sorry if we messed up anything . . . we’ll try to be 
good guests.” 

“Like a note you’d send somebody after staying in their house?” 

“Exactly,” says Loyd. A note that says, “Thanks for letting me sleep on your couch.  I took 
some nbeer out of the refrigerator, and I broke a coffee cup.  I hope it wasn’t yourt favorite 
one . . . .” 

“It’s a good idea,” says Codi, “Especially since we’re still here sleeping on God’s couch.  We’re 
permanent houseguests.”  (Animal Dreams, 239-240)  And so we are.   

Truth is sometimes you dance just to say thank you.  Just to say, I’m glad I’m here, I’m glad 
you’re here.  Sometimes you dance to celebrate life, to express your deep joy.  Sometimes 
you dance to say, I love you.  Sometimes your dance is a prayer.  And sometimes your prayer 
is a dance.                                                                Amen 

            John H Danner 



John H Danner        
                 


