
July 29, 2012                                                        “Home: Where God Is Waiting” 

[Ordinary 16B: Immanuel Presbyterian Church, Los Angeles, California] 

Psalm 90.1-2                                                                                 Ephesians 2.19-22   
______________________________________________________________________________ 
 

The Rev. Dr. Charles (Chuck) G. Robertson, Jr. Honorably Retired, Los Angeles, California 

 What’s your home like?  A California Craftsman?  A brick, board-and-

batten Tudor?  An ultra-modern cliff-dweller with window-walls and sky-lights in 

the Hollywood Hills?  A large Victorian gingerbread?  Maybe it’s the great Ameri-

can three-bedroom, two-bath ranch?   Or a stately southern Colonial?  Perhaps a 

seafront condominium or an apartment in a 200-unit block of light-pastel Spanish 

stucco?  Maybe a large brick, multi-building senior’s residence with a whole gen-

eration of people living together.  Is it an efficiency apartment or a penthouse?  A 

bi- or tri-level?  A duplex or a double?  Is it a home crowded with kids and pets 

and all the things that go with them?   Or is it a house with just one or two peas in  

a pod and only crowded occasionally with grandkids—going from long periods  

of peace and quiet to brief occasions of joy and celebration?    

 No matter what your home is like or where it’s situated, I’m sure about one 

thing—there’s no place like it.  Because home is not just where we hang our hats 

nor where we crash at night, home in the best sense is where we have our Thanks-

giving dinner and put up our Christmas tree.  It’s the first place we run to when we 

have good news and where we go when we’re down and out.  Home is a feeling we 

have when sitting by a crackling fire, sipping hot chocolate on a chilly evening 

with those we love.  The concept of home runs deep in the hearts of most of us,  

as evidenced in many popular American sayings and songs, such as, “A house is 

not a home,” “Home is where the heart is,” “I’ll be home for Christmas . . .” and 

“Wherever I wander, wherever I roam, be it ever so humble, there’s no place  

like home!”  

 
 Home was in nine different houses in western Pennsylvania the first ten 

years of my life, from my birthplace in Titusville—which I only remember from 

baby pictures—then in 1949 to my tenth and final family home in Indianapolis.  
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Because Dad was a professional Boy Scout executive during World War II, there 

was a lot of moving around until Dad went back into sales after the war and we 

settled in Indiana, so family was home.  Wherever the family was, family was 

home.  We were a growing family—three kids by the time the U.S. got into the  

war in 1941, five when it ended in 1945, seven when we moved to Indianapolis  

in 1949, and eleven by the time my parents called it quits in 1956.  Always a  

larger house with each move but family was home! 

 While I have fond Pennsylvania memories and many relatives there, the 

house in Indianapolis truly became home.  A three-story double with a full base-

ment, four bedrooms on the second floor, one bedroom and a dorm in the third 

floor attic, several Army-surplus bunk-beds, but only one bathroom for eight 

women and five men when we were all still at home.  This is where we were up  

on Sunday morning, having breakfast and headed for church.  This is where we 

looked forward to Sunday dinner after church—roast beef, mashed potatoes and 

gravy, green peas and carrots, coleslaw and cake for dessert.  It makes me hungry 

to think about it!  The Robertson household was a way-station for half the neigh-

borhood as well.  Dad never knew how many faces would be around the dinner-

table in the evening nor did he ever know how many runaway or kicked-out  

kids had a temporary home in the attic.   

 If home is where you go back to in your memories then Indianapolis is the 

place I call home although the house was sold many years ago.  Yet since seven of 

my ten living sisters and brothers and my daughter still live in or near Indianapolis 

that city is where all the Robertson “out-of-towners”—my brother in Illinois, my 

sister in Minnesota, and me in California—come home.   

  
 In the years since I left Indianapolis after finishing college at age twenty-five 

and coming to Los Angeles at age sixty, I’ve lived in two different places in North-
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ern California, three in Poland, two more in Indiana, one in Michigan and now one 

in Los Angeles, nine places in addition to all the way-stations in between.  In those 

years since leaving home in 1964, and living in many different places, and especi-

ally after going through a divorce and then moving across the country away from 

my son in Michigan—now in Tennessee—and my family in Indiana, I’ve learned 

that home is not defined by a particular place and is not dependent upon things 

staying the same.   My many years “on the road” have forced me to examine what  

I mean when I say home and where my roots really are, that is, what it is that truly 

gives my life stability and security.    

 I don’t think I’m alone in this.  Though Americans tend to be a transient 

people, from the first Americans coming across the Bering Straight, through those 

brought here on slave-ships, to our families who all came as immigrants, we have  

a strong homemaking instinct.  The first thing we want to do when we move is to 

find a home.  Or rather find a place to live and then make it a home.  We all want 

to have “home.”  We all want to find a place where we are safe and secure, where 

we feel loved and cared for.  A place that stand firms when all the world is chang-

ing about us.  And in the words of poet W. H. Auden—the place that when we go 

there, they have to take us in. 

 
 I recall a story I read once about a couple who retired and decided to find  

the most safe and secure place in the world to spend the rest of their lives.  They 

spared no expense in research and travel until they finally found it.  On Christmas 

1981 they sent their families postcards from their new home in the Falkland Is-

lands off the coast of South America.  But as it happened they moved there just 

before their “paradise” was turned into a war zone the very next year by Argen- 

tina and Great Britain during the Malvinas/Falklands War.  It was kind of like  

moving to the South Pacific in the late 1930s before World War II!    
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 We all want a place that’s stable when the world is shaking around us, where 

we feel safe and secure, loved and cared for.  But the reality is that nothing in this 

world is all that secure.  A house may burn down, there may be earthquakes or 

floods, hurricanes or tornadoes.  Mom or Dad may get laid off or transferred to  

a job in another state.  Our mortgage may go under, we may face foreclosure or 

bankruptcy.  Husband or wife may die, parents may divorce or our lives may be 

touched tragically by accident, illness or war.  We can lose our sense of home, of 

what was once there.  Or maybe the place where we live just doesn’t feel like home 

anymore because of what’s happening to us.  The sources of security we seek in 

this world can turn out to be a real disappointment.  That’s because they’re not  

our true home. 

 
 Religious pollster George Barna says Americans suffer from self-deception 

that one of the things we’ve fooled ourselves about is our spiritual life.  Four out of 

five Americans claim to be Christian.  But Barna says “that word [Christian] has 

been made into a generic term referring to someone who is religious, who believes 

in  a universal force of some type, or is simply a good person.”  Christianity, how-

ever, is not that kind of nebulous thing.  A Christian is a person who’s been claim-

ed by the love of God in Jesus and has made a commitment to Christ.  Those who 

claim to be Christian without experiencing that love and honoring that commitment 

are fooling themselves.  On a deeper level this suggests that many of us who may 

live in large beautiful houses, surrounded by lots of nice friendly people, are spirit-

ually homeless.  Often we don’t know we’re homeless, until some tragedy shakes  

the foundations of what we thought was home. 

 
 That’s the sort of thing that happened to a person whose name we’ll all 

recognize, who described himself as being a good, honest person, but primarily 

interested in success and making money.  He and his wife worked hard to expand 
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their business but one day she caught a cold, which turned into pneumonia and she 

died.  It was then he realized he’d placed his trust in the wrong things.   He dis-

covered that having money was a poor substitute for the real purpose of living. 

“When she died my world crashed about me.  To build a business, to make a suc-

cess in the eyes of [others], to accumulate money—what was the purpose of life?  

What had money meant to my wife?  I felt mocked, even by God himself.”  After 

several more trials, the man was financially ruined and in deep distress, but that’s 

when a genuine conversion took place.  “I had to pass through fiery ordeals before 

reaching glimmerings of conviction that it is not enough for [people] to be upright 

and moral.  When I was brought to humility and the knowledge of dependence 

upon God, sincerely and earnestly seeking God’s aid, it was forthcoming, and  

a light illuminated my being.  I cannot otherwise describe it than to say that it 

“changed me as a person,” writes J. C. Penney, founder of one of the largest 

department store chains—jcpenney. 

 
 God doesn’t mock us, as Penney feared in his worst trials.  But God doesn’t 

spare us from pain either.  C. S. Lewis, in The Problem of Pain, says that all we 

want is happiness and security but God doesn’t give us both.  Oh, yes, God gives 

joy, pleasure and merriment in the greatest abundance, he writes, we have plenty  

of fun.  But he goes on, we are never safe, we have no real security.  Why doesn’t 

God give us security?  Because if we felt secure, Lewis says, then we would “rest 

our hearts in this world” which would be an obstacle to our returning home to God.  

“Our Father refreshes us on the journey with some pleasant inns, but will not en-

courage us to mistake them for home.”    

  
 Where is our home?  The Rev. Veronica Goines gives us a hint in a story 

about her closest friend at about age seven.  Her friend was lost and a policeman 

saw her wandering about, stopped and asked if she needed help.  Told she was lost, 
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he put her in the squad car to drive her around until she recognized where she 

lived.   As they drove around, the little girl saw her church and asked the officer to 

stop and let her out there, “This is my church,” she said, “and I can always find my 

way home from here.”   

 This is our church and we can always find our way home from here.  This  

is the place where we begin to find our true home.  Where is our home?  The 90
th

 

Psalm declares, “Lord, you have been our dwelling place in all generations.”  God 

is our dwelling place.  God is our home.  Where is our home?  We read in Ephe-

sians, “You are no longer strangers and aliens, but you are citizens with the saints 

and also members of the household of God.”  We are members of God’s house and 

family.”  It goes on, “You are also built together spiritually into a dwelling place 

for God.”  We are a dwelling place for God.  God’s home is with us!  And as 

Dorothy says in The Wizard of Oz, “Toto, there’s no place like home.” 

 
 I lived in the Bay Area in the late 1960s and early 70s and when I drove 

through Berkeley or anywhere near the Berkeley on-ramps to the Bayshore free-

way on a Friday afternoon during the school year, I would see dozens of college 

students hitch-hiking home for the weekend.  Do you remember when young 

people hitchhiked?  They lined the streets and freeway entrance ramps, holding 

signs with their destinations—Los Angeles, Sacramento, Portland, Seattle.  I 

imagine this was true around U.C.L.A. and U.S.C. as well.  I remember on one 

occasion I saw a student with a sign that simply said “Mom is waiting.”  Who 

could resist?  There’s someone else holding up a sign on the highway of life.   

It’s Jesus and his sign reads, “God is waiting.”  Can we resist?  It’s time to  

come home! 

AMEN! 

 

 


