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Text: Luke 21:25-36 
Title: Longing for Home 
Focus: In this season of Advent and in this season of experiencing some turmoil in our 

lives, aren’t we “Longing for home?” Advent is a season of longing and hoping as we 

wait for a sense of home or belonging. May we ultimately find these hopes met by a 

God who is made known to us in Jesus.  

We are using Sanctified Art resources which develop the theme “Coming Home.” The 

Week 1 Advent theme is “homesick.” 

Luke 21:25-36 

25“There will be signs in the sun, the moon, and the stars, and on the earth distress 
among nations confused by the roaring of the sea and the waves. 26People will faint 
from fear and foreboding of what is coming upon the world, for the powers of the 
heavens will be shaken. 27Then they will see ‘the Son of Man coming in a cloud’ with 
power and great glory. 28Now when these things begin to take place, stand up and raise 
your heads, because your redemption is drawing near.” 

29Then he told them a parable: “Look at the fig tree and all the trees; 30as soon as they 
sprout leaves you can see for yourselves and know that summer is already near. 31So 
also, when you see these things taking place, you know that the kingdom of God is 
near. 32Truly I tell you, this generation will not pass away until all things have taken 
place. 33Heaven and earth will pass away, but my words will not pass away. 34“Be on 
guard so that your hearts are not weighed down with dissipation and drunkenness and 
the worries of this life, and that day catch you unexpectedly, 35like a trap. For it will 
come upon all who live on the face of the whole earth. 36Be alert at all times, praying 
that you may have the strength to escape all these things that will take place, and to 
stand before the Son of Man.”  

An Unexpectedly Revealing Question 

Just 2 weeks ago, I was participating in a meeting for pastors and other church 

leaders that took place online through Zoom. For different portions, we were divided into 

small groups (Called “Breakout Rooms” in Zoom.) We were prompted with a sharing 

question as a starter to get to know each other. We were all church pastors and lay 

leaders. As we transitioned from the all-group plenary to the Breakout Rooms, the 

leaders asked the question: “What’s your favorite vegetable?” I inwardly groaned, 

thinking the question was so surface level that it would be useless in helping us get to 

know each other. 

Okay, I thought, trying to think of my favorite vegetable and thinking about how 

the group discussion might go and what possibly could come from it. 
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At that point, about 2 weeks ago, I thought of the upcoming Thanksgiving and 

gathering with my brother John and his family. I thought of our family traditions and 

habits and quirks. I thought of our Grandma T, long ago deceased at age 90—which 

was now over 22 years ago, but still fresh in my memory and especially near to mind as 

we gather for family meals. 

My favorite vegetable? What came to mind was Grandma T and her dill dip 

recipe that is best served with fresh veggies—carrots (that’s my favorite) and 

cucumbers and peppers and celery. All that flood of memories came back through one 

simple question about one's favorite veggie—a question I initially thought was silly.  

And then our group began and I listened as one woman started by saying that 

she loved green beans, but that they had to be cooked right. She interrupted her 

explanation by saying, “I’m from the South.”  

“Yes, of course, I hear it in your voice,” I thought to myself.  

She went on to explain that “cooked right,” because she was from the South, 

meant thoroughly cooked until the green beans were soft. “Cooked right” meant cooked 

with bacon, because “everything is better with bacon,” she assertively said, as though 

we all should know it. (And if they didn’t, she was here to tell us.) 

 And her comments transported me as well, taking me back to my years in 

Johnson City, TN, where I lived for about 4 years as a young man, now over 30 years 

ago. I experienced and learned all kinds of new things in a culture new to me in JCTN, 

including green beans cooked with bacon (or maybe bacon fat) in an iron pot until they 

were soft. I knew what she was talking about. 

 And then Greg in our group got talking about collard greens and as he spoke 

with such energy in his voice, I realized how collard greens were so closely tied to his 

family and culture and deep-seated memories. He didn’t announce, “I’m from the 

South,” like the green bean woman, but spoke just as clearly of collard greens in a 

declarative or authoritative way and how they were done right. And his comment 

prompted a woman in our group to echo his description; she loved collard greens, too.  

 And I told my story of carrots and fresh veggies and Grandma T’s dill dip, but for 

me, too, it was more than that. The story was about more than a vegetable. I might not 

have expressed it all in words, but this silly, innocuous question about my favorite 

vegetable brought a wave of memories and experiences and values—of Grandma T, of 

her teaching me how to cook over the years, by example and direct instruction and by 

encouragement. I thought of this dill dip recipe that I recall she got at a potluck party in 

the 1950s when she and Grandpa T gathered with other square dancing friends. I 

thought of Grandma T’s Dill Dip being served at seemingly every Trevithick family 

gathering since then. This silly question about a vegetable, despite my eye-rolling 
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expectation at the beginning of it, was about family and home and memories and 

gathering and maybe even about character traits like being dependable or someone 

whom people can trust.  

 And from what I heard from Collard Green Greg and the Green Bean Lady, this 

conversation was about more than a vegetable for them, too. Somehow this question 

about a vegetable was about home and heritage and culture and identity and belonging 

for them, too. That impression was derived partly from their words, but it was more the 

way they said them with energy and conviction and an almost declarative, instructive 

way. I heard it from them and also in the way that the second woman enthusiastically 

jumped onto Collard Green Greg’s comments.  

 And all of this reflection, prompted by a question about one’s favorite vegetable, 

has got me thinking, aren’t we all longing for home? We’re longing for roots, for a 

connection to home and family—whether it is one’s birth family or others to whom we 

belong. We’re longing for identity and a place and something or someone (or lots of 

“someones”) to connect to. I heard that longing for connection and identity in the Green 

Bean Lady when she said, “I’m from the South” and I heard it from Greg not just when 

he spoke of collard greens, but also in the way that the second woman responded so 

enthusiastically to him. It was like she shared that belonging or cultural identity, too.  

 How would you express it? What is your deep longing? In what way are you 

longing for home? 

 Here’s what one pastor observes about people’s longing in the congregation she 

serves:1 We are longing for. . .  

• gathering together in groups for fellowship and meals 

• feeling at home in a full Sanctuary  

• reconnecting with each other 

. . . all of that sounds like us at Good Shepherd. 

Another pastor extends this sense of longing for home to yearning for other deep 

needs: She writes about a yearning for justice, for things to be made right. She thinks 

about child abuse and domestic violence and the separation of native children or 

migrant families. “I yearn for justice in those situations.” (Kathy Donley in a comment to 

the same post.) 

Advent is Longing and Hoping, too. 

 This season of Advent is a season of longing and hoping, too. It is a season of 

expectantly waiting. Advent, or at least the beginning of Advent, seems to capture some 

 
1 Renee Rico, posting at the Sanctified Art Facebook page on Nov. 22. 
https://www.facebook.com/groups/sanctifiedartcommunity/permalink/2695793104061060/ 
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of our restlessness, maybe a bit of distress, our longing and hoping for connection and 

belonging and a desire for a sense of home and comfort amidst the present 

restlessness. We’re anticipating, longing for or waiting or hoping for those hopes to be 

met by God, to be met by the promises we hear in scripture, to the stories we know of 

the coming of Jesus, to his coming as God’s response to the brokenness and longing 

that humanity has experienced and also to the coming of Jesus as Elizabeth and Mary 

and Joseph expectantly waited, too, for baby Jesus to come.  

Restlessness in today’s Gospel Text 

 That restlessness with a bit of distress is present in today’s gospel text, too. This 

text from Luke is a parallel text to Mark 13:1-8 that we read and I preached on just 2 

weeks ago on November 14. Like that passage from Mark, this one is an example of 

apocalyptic literature or the passage itself is sometimes called “the little apocalypse.” As 

I said 2 weeks ago, apocalyptic literature was typically addressed to people who were 

experiencing a period of distress or disruption or turmoil. They needed reassurance, 

connection, and belonging amidst that disruption. The coming for which they were 

waiting or to which the text is symbolically referring is not Jesus coming in human 

history or Jesus coming as an infant to Mary and Joseph, but to Jesus coming at the 

end of time. 

 And our own restlessness or distress or longing is also impacted by our present 

circumstances—of the time that is now somewhere more than 20 months that we have 

been living with and constrained by this stinky global health pandemic. It, too, creates 

distress and a longing for connection and belonging.  

First Sunday of Advent 

 And so, on this first Sunday of Advent, in this season of waiting and longing and 

hoping, we find ourselves in a spot in which we can identify with others who have 

preceded us. Like the people of Israel who waited for God to address their longing for a 

savior, like Elizabeth and Mary and Joseph, who were waiting for a baby to be born, we 

too, are experiencing a desire to connect, to have our hopes realized, to be at peace or 

to be “at home.” 

 In the coming weeks of Advent and in Christmas and the coming of Jesus 

himself, may be find this hope or longing to be at home to be met in Jesus.   


