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Psalm 84 

 

How lovely is your dwelling place, O LORD of hosts! My soul longs, indeed it faints, for the 

courts of the LORD; my heart and my 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. Happy are those who live in your house, ever 

singing your praise. Happy 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; the God of gods will 

be seen in Zion. O LORD God of hosts, hear my prayer; give ear, O God of Jacob! 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 live in the 

tents of wickedness.For the LORD God is a sun and shield; he bestows favor and honor. No 

good thing does the LORD withhold from those who walk uprightly. O LORD of hosts, happy 

is everyone who trusts in you. 

 

We are listening, We are listening; Spirit speak to us 

 

_____________________________________________________________ 

 

 

My mother taught me about homesickness. Her own. And mine.  

She taught me that deep ache for a place that didn’t really exist anymore.  

 

For her it was Mississippi, the land of her generations 

The place of her familiar  

She didn’t want to live there in her adulthood– 

her time there had past 

But it always called to her.  

 

When my sister died at fourteen months old 

My mother flew with her tiny casket  

Back to the only place that felt like home 

And buried her next to my mother’s grandmother 



Who had helped to raise my mom in that  

little Mississippi town that taught my mom who she was  

and who she wasn’t.  

 

We took some of mom’s ashes there–to the cemetery of  

my ancestors on my mother’s side–some part of her added to that  

soil of the home she could never really go back to.  

 

Maybe you know that feeling of homesickness. 

I’ve moved so much in my adult life that the little  

town in KY that raised me feels far away and still  

a place that calls to me like a center of gravity. 

The magnetic force is not as strong, but like a  

resting pulse, still there, still a faint heartbeat  

of what life is on some elemental layer.  

 

Place etches itself in our cells, our blood flow, our visceral  

sense of direction, protection–and inflection point of how  

and what and where we know 

 

In all the moves I learned how to make new  

spaces feel like home. I could set up a house in just days.  

I didn’t leave boxes unpacked like other coaches’ wives.  

They figured, why unpack it when you’ll probably be moving again soon anyway.  

I had a different strategy–unpack everything, hang all the pictures within the first few 

days of being there–make it feel like home as soon as possible  

so you can really be there since you don’t know how long it will last. 

I always told myself live in this house like you’ll be here for the rest of your life  

 

You have your own strategies, your own landmarks,  

your own bulwarks against the ache left behind  

by what no longer is.  

 

We bring that homesickness with us on our journeys, 

our quests for God, for something sacred, something 

that we can hold onto in the midst of life’s habit 

of time passing–always passing away. 

 

This psalm of dwelling place, of the soul longing, fainting  

for God’s presence–was written by a wandering soul–a pilgrim, 



or an exile–someone homesick for the holiness of home– 

of the land that no longer was, the temple that no longer was. 

Or the destination in the journey home–home that  

called and lured them back again and again, but  

a home that was always wistfully out of reach,  

or achingly changed beyond recognition through  

conquest, deportation, displacement,  

or even just the passage of time  

 

Place, home, dwelling well, have been a fraught  

desire for the human family since the beginning of time. 

The complexity of homesickness and never being  

able to really go home again–these longings and sorrows  

get poured into what feels sacred to us. 

 

And we can mistake the sacred for something  

that always stays the same–and nothing stays the same  

in this world–our universe is a constant process of  

flux and impermanence–a planet that is never still 

an ocean that never rests, a molten core that flows  

and shakes when tectonic plates reposition themselves. 

Mountains move and seasons change. 

Darkness and light constantly playing with one another,  

never resting in any one pattern for long.  

 

The psalmist sings about a deep sense of home  

that travels with us through all the changes–it is  

both a longing, a homesickness and a capacity to be at  

home in God wherever we are.  

 

To trust and to dwell is the thread of faith  

that teaches us how to be home with ourselves  

and with God wherever we are.  

 

It’s curious how designated sacred spaces can sometimes  

get mistaken for spaces that should be  

static, unchanging, unmoving.  

Our ancestors in the faith learned all those centuries ago  

when they lost everything–the temple, the land, their monarchs,  

their way of life. They learned about God’s presence in the wilderness.  



 

Jesus was a wanderer, a man from somewhere, but who  

could never go home again–he had changed too much 

and they didn’t know exactly what to do with him back home in  

Nazareth– a small town that helped to form him into the  

Man he would become–someone who knew how to  

travel and knew how to be at home with himself and with God  

in places he had never been before.  

 

Like many things in the cultures we humans create 

We make up stories of what tradition is and  

what’s at stake in sticking to the “original intent”  

of how we are supposed to organize ourselves in spaces 

especially sacred places.  

 

Pews were actually not traditional–even though  

that’s what pews evoke in us.  Church pews feel like  

artifacts of Jesus’s time–even though they are a  

very recent phenomenon in the scope of church history. 

There’s not much evidence of pews before the Protestant Reformation.  

So for about 1400 years or so, churches were more like open  

spaces, where people stood and milled about while several hours of  

worship went by.  

 

Pews actually emerged as an economic strategy 

creating spaces–traditionally square enclosed seating with four sides,  

Enclosed with doors or gates–sometimes they even had a fireplace in there  

for warmth. These were places that wealthy families could purchase 

and eventually that began the practice of parishioners laying claim to certain  

pews and areas as “mine.”  

As churches got more expensive to build, and especially in contexts where the  

Government wasn’t help to foot the bill,  

pews were a great way to raise money–a way  

for people to lay claim on something precious.  

And for the wealthy to set themselves apart.  

Think of pews as little enclaves of privilege  

and possession that the church capitalized on  

to keep the institution afloat financially.  

 

I will never forget the first Sunday John, Sidney, and I visited a church in a 



town we had just moved to. I was 9 months pregnant, Sidney was 4 years old. 

We walked in the church and sat down about ⅓ of the way from the back of the church.  

A few minutes after we were seated, someone came in and told us that we were  

Sitting in “their” pew… 

At first, I laughed. I thought they were kidding– 

some kind of quaint church humor.  

But by the looks on their faces I realized quickly  

that they were actually not kidding. 

I hoisted my pregnant body up and  

we relocated ourselves into another pew–not sure 

if we may be in the “wrong” place again.  

 

This sanctuary used to have something very similar to that feeling of “assigned seating.”  

It was a convenient way to know if someone wasn’t at church that Sunday 

They always sat in the same place… And any invitation to move during worship,  

like in many churches, was met with an awkward grimace and reluctance.  

When the Session decided to remove the pews in December of 2022,  

there was both excitement and anxiety about what that would mean as  

approached their removal in May of 2023.  

 

Decolonizing our sacred spaces and loosening the grip  

and the grasping we have on  

things staying the same and  

disrupting the habit of mind  

white supremacy culture has taught us to think there is one right way.  

Flexible seating is a way to practice trusting and dwelling.  

It’s a way to play with our own habits of wanting things that  

be permanent that are not permanent.  

 

It’s practical and it’s physical. It’s spiritual and it’s sacred.  

We lean into shifts, changes, movement, stillness,  

sharing space, reorienting space.  

And we practice not colonizing God into one kind of space  

 

Flexible seating is more aligned with the journey of faith. 

We don’t lay claim to one seat or one kind of space.  

We don’t stop being invited to stretch, to journey, to explore, 

to wonder. Faith is not really about one way that is always the same– 

it’s about finding our way in a world where nothing stays the same.  

 



To trust and to dwell is the call God places in our inmost being,  

In our souls and in our spirits.  It’s a sacred compass that draws  

us not in one direction, but that orients us in every direction 

Divine Love is our home away from home, the home that calls us to move 

and to embark on journeys with unknown destinations.  

Divine Love is an ancestral dream of a promised land–a place  

of peace and provision, abundance and joy, safety and rest.  

We feel drawn toward something, to some place  

where we can be known and loved, accepted and embraced,  

where we can breathe and celebrate and lay down our burdens  

at least for a little while.  

 

Flexible seating makes room for our idiosyncrasies and our deep need to  

connect to something bigger than ourselves.  

Realizing that Divine Love is the magnetic pull that orients us  

in whatever space we find ourselves in, is perhaps the most  

important skill we can learn during our lives.  

 

Being homesick and at home all at once is a spiritual skill. 

We need places where we can just be 

and we need to learn how to just be in  

a world where the only thing that never changes is change itself. 

Our bodies can learn how to steady us when there is tumult  

and turbulence.  

Our bodies can learn how to orient and to ground in unfamiliar places.  

 

During COVID we learned with our bodies that  

Church isn’t about a building, it’s about connections 

That stretch beyond walls. It’s about being  

Beloved community even when we don’t have a building 

The skills we learned in the COVID wilderness  

Helped give us the courage to say goodbye the  

Static presence of pews in the sanctuary.  

 

We will never stop learning how to find  

God in the disorientation of change.   

Trusting and dwelling teach us to believe  

That we don’t have to work so hard to find God  

In some distant or bygone place–wherever we are,  

God is right here calling us to 



Breathe and feel the truth of  

The truth of this very moment,  

And this very ground. Wherever you are,  

you are at home with God.  

The world is God’s dwelling place and God is our 

dwelling place, and you  

and I are a lot like turtles and snails–we  

carry home with us wherever we go–dwelling and trusting  

as the journey unfolds.  

 

Thanks be to God.  

 

 

 

 


