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Allen Pruitt

Who are you?

That’s the question that came to me,
that I asked myself,
that I thought to ask here this morning.

Who are you?

Now, whatever you said,
think about why you would answer that way.

Is it because you are in church?
Is it because there’s a man in a big green poncho

asking the question?
Maybe the people around you have an effect on your answer.
Maybe where you are matters,

when you answer the question.
Who are you?

Now, answer this question:

who are you
when you are at home?

When you are in the place where you feel free,
where you feel able to be yourself.

Who are you when you are at home?
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There’s a difference,
isn’t there?

There’s a gulf,
sometimes large,
sometimes small,

between who we are in the great wide world,
and who we are at home,

among those from whom we cannot hide,
among those who know us well

and love us still.

Who are you when you are at home?

I can’t escape that question today,
because I am touched by the brevity

and the compassion
with which Jesus speaks to his disciples.

“The apostles gathered around Jesus,
and told him all that they had done and taught.

He said to them,
‘Come away to a deserted place

all by yourselves
and rest a while.’”

“Come away,
all by yourselves,
and rest a while.”

No questions about their lack of faith,
no hint of disappointment,
just an invitation to rest.
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The disciples have come back from a great work,
work of preaching

and healing
and casting out demons.

This is work that Jesus sent them out to do.
They had been following behind Jesus,

learning from him,
working with him,

until he sends them out to do their own work,
their own works of preaching

and healing
and casting out demons.

Jesus knows the cost of this labor,
and so having invited them into this work,

he now invites them to rest.

We all know the work we are invited to,
the work that we find before us

as followers of Jesus.

We have strangers to welcome,
resurrection to preach,
sinners to love.

We must be on the hunt for signs of new life;
we must wonder

at how we might seek and serve Christ
in every person we meet.
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This is not easy work;
we will find ourselves confused

and longing for better answers.

This work will makes us tired,
and so Jesus invites us to rest.

We are invited home.

I remember my first job out of seminary.
I lived about 20 minutes from my church with no traffic.

If I had a meeting on Sunday night,
I would just stay at church,

knowing that it was hardly worth it to drive home,
rest,
and then drive back.

My boss had a couch in her office,
and she told me I could use it whenever she wasn’t there.

I tried,
I tried to take a nap on Sunday afternoon;
I tried to rest between church and my meeting,

but it never worked.
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Every sound I heard,
I would rise with a start;

every time I drifted off,
I was worried that the alarm on my phone wasn’t set.

If I was really going to sleep,
really going to rest,

I needed to be at home.

We’ve all had that experience,
even on vacation.

The first few days you’re there,
you can’t sleep quite right.

And even though you’d like to stay on vacation,
at the end,

there is some small comfort
as you climb into your own bed upon your return.

Our rest is deeply connected
to that place we call home.

As Jesus invited the disciples to rest,
he was inviting them home,

welcoming them back home.

“You’ve done good work,
hard work,

and now I welcome you back to rest,
I welcome you back home.”
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Who are you?
Who are you,

when you are at home?

How different are your answers
when you are at church,
at your work,
among your friends

and your various family.

How different are your answers;
how different do you want them to be?

Jesus is inviting us to rest;
Jesus is inviting us home,

to feel at home with God.

Are you proud of yourself
and what you’ve managed to accomplish this week?

Where can you feel at home enough to celebrate that?
Can you celebrate that with God?

Are you bitter or anxious
about what you’ve lost this week,
about what hasn’t gone your way?

Where can you feel at home enough to mourn that?
Can you mourn that with God?
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We say it all the time when our loved ones die,
“they’ve gone home to God;

God is calling them home.”

Sometimes it’s a throwaway line,
sometimes we really seem to mean it.

But what if we could believe
that God is always calling us home?

What if we could believe
that home isn’t on the far shore

after a long life of struggle?

What if home is right here?

God is calling us home.
God is calling us to feel at home with each other,

to feel at home in our own skin,
to feel at home with him.

We are called to our work,
our hard work of seeking and serving Christ

in all persons.

We are called home to our rest.

In our life
and in all of our dying,

we are called home to God.


