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   The first church I served after Seminary had an unusual practice.  They would never, EVER, 
conduct congregational meetings in the sanctuary.  Even though no other room had a 
microphone, and only fellowship hall (all the way downstairs) had enough space for the 
members-- they would not meet in the sanctuary.  Having the meeting in Fellowship Hall meant 
many people left before the meeting.  Some knew they would not be able to hear, others could 
not traverse the stairs, and who in their right mind would risk the ride on the rickety chair lift 
that motored down the handrail. 
 
   In the spirit of full participation one year I proposed we try the meeting in the sanctuary so 
more people could attend, be informed and have input into the life and faith of the 
congregation.  I was meet with a kind, but clear, NO! 
 
   When I inquired, a long-time member told me, “We use to hold our meetings in the sanctuary 
until one year had a big disagreement about how to fix the water dripping down inside the 
walls.  It was horrible.  People yelling, some cursing, others stomping out of the meeting angry, 
friendships were ruined that day, so after that… we committed to never conduct a meeting– 
And these are his exact words-- “Where God could see us so closely.” 
 
    Believing in a God who sees all and knows all no matter where we are, we recognize the 
paradox here, I am pretty sure the people of the church did too.  Yet they had a yearning which 
I think is common for many of us.  Somewhere in the recesses of our soul we yearn for one 
place where we can just be ourselves, unencumbered and genuine.  One place where we aren’t 
a title, or a responsibility, or a task, or an answer giver, a place we aren’t confronted or called 
out, or voluntold to do something.    
 
    Psalm 84 reads like this from the “The Message” version of the Bible, “What a beautiful 
home, God of the Angels…!  I've always longed to live in a place like this.  Always dreamed of a 
room in your house, where I could sing for joy to God-alive!  Birds find nooks and crannies in 
your house; sparrows and swallows make nests there.  They lay their eggs and raise their 
young, singing their songs in the place where we worship.” 
 
    And somewhere in the wrinkles of our heart and the poetry of our spirit we must admit that 
we DO think of our worship space as a place where we are at home with God.   
 
     While I think my first congregation took this idea too far, we would do well to awaken to 
how our church buildings play an important role in helping us sense the presence and power of 
God.  Here at Emanuel, when the Church bell which came from the old building isn’t rung for a 
few Sundays, someone will gently inquire, “Do we still ring that bell?”  During a church season 
earlier this year we removed the “eternal Flame” candle and several times I was asked jokingly 
if the ‘Eternal flame had gone out?”   



    And we have, like most churches, a talented decorating and flower committee to make sure 
the sanctuary evokes a sense of God’s beauty, and draws us into the current Christian Season 
and its themes.  There is so much about our sanctuary which fosters a feeling of being at home 
in God.    
 
    We are surrounded each Sunday by symbols and memories, candles, items crafted by former 
members, stories, and pictures – when the preacher or music or liturgy doesn’t usher us into 
God’s presence --  the place itself can evoke a sense God’s awe and wonder. 
 
    I believe this is what the good people of my first church were seeking.  One place, one sacred 
space in their busy week where they could feel wrapped in God’s presence without debate, 
conflict or ugliness.   
 
     Being at home in God is a lovely image.  It recalls passages like John 14, “Let not your hearts 
be troubled.  Believe in God, believe also in me.  In my Father’s house there are many rooms.  If 
it were not so, would I have told you that I go to prepare a place for you?*  And if I go and 
prepare a place for you, I will come again and will take you to myself, so that where I am, there 
you may be also.”  It conjures up parables like the Mustard seed which tells about a tiny seed 
which grows into a tree and provides shelter for all the birds of the air.    
 
    On the other hand, Being at home in God invites us to ponder important questions; who is in 
and who is out of this home where we have found God’s presence?  Do the Sparrows find a 
home but the pigeons are turned away?  Who do we gladly invite into God’s House and who do 
we inadvertently exclude?  We are aware from tragic events in places of worship that there is 
risk to inviting people in.  It does every congregation well to set aside time and examine who 
we are reluctant to invite to church, or to be in mission with, and why?   
 
   While we know the importance of being cautious around strangers, we worship a God who 
tells us to love our neighbor, stranger, and enemy.  While we know to be careful about the 
people we mix with, we praise a Savior who ministered with all the people his society 
considered a “bad influence.”  While we work hard to create our own home as a place of safety 
and security, we live and move in the presence of a Holy Spirit which builds a home in us, and 
through us -- calling us to Radical hospitality, Risk Taking Mission and Service, and Extravagant 
Generosity.   
 
    As we begin to prepare for another fun “Invite A Friend Sunday” on October 4th, My wife’s 
wisdom tells me there is a difference in how we invite others to church.  Our invitation can 
sound like we are inviting someone to check out an exclusive club, “My church is great, you 
should join us Sunday?”  That seems to have one sort of impact on the listener.   On the other 
hand, our invitation can sound more like attending a festival together, “I love my church, Good 
people, Good music, faithful worship, and I especially like that it is a place where everyone is 
welcome.  Would you like to attend with me sometime?”   The Festival style invite feels more 
open, less territorial… With faith in an all loving God, and as participants in a church that 
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belongs to Christ --  a church where we are caregivers and innovators, the festival approach 
seems to fit better with our understanding of church.     
 
   What is the place that most feels like home to you?  In the embrace of a loved one?  In the 
comfy chair which over the years has softened to your shape?  Is home a special place in 
nature, a hobby like digging in the dirt, playing music, quilting or hammering a nail?  Where do 
you allow your mind to wonder to good and lofty thoughts about life and God?   
 
    Author Kurt Vonnegut once said, “People don’t come to church for preachments, but to 
daydream about God.”  He is right, and in a sense that what we trying to create together each 
week;  A space, A time, An place made alive by images, and words, music and silence all which 
allow us to be at home as we daydream about God.   
 
   Ah, it is good to be Home!   Amen! 
 
      


