
Patricia Thomas

My maternal grandmother started the family tradition of celebrating 
birthdays ending in a zero or a five with a bang! One of our favorite 
memories as a family is gathering with our cousins, first without any 
kids, then with babies who grew into high schoolers in front of our 
every-five-years eyes. And now it’s my turn; Doug and I are celebrating 
with a cruise-full of others. We are pictured at a lobster bake under 
a canopy beside the sea in Sharp’s Point, Maine, grinning because the 
lobster is the absolute best we’ve ever tasted.

I invite you to join me this week as I consider what “home” means to 
me.
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Sunday
May 6 Homecoming

BIBLE READING: Luke 15:17–20

I am a great fan of the poet Robert Frost. One of my favorite 
lines is from “The Death of the Hired Man”: “Home is the place 
where, when you have to go there, they have to take you in.” 
As a once-upon-a-time camp counselor for middle and high 
school girls, I am well-acquainted with the misery of wanting 
to go home. I tried every counseling technique in my book, so 
imagine my delight when I realized that the kids openly shared 
the joys and concerns of overwhelming homesickness while we 
sat side by side in the wilderness camp’s three-hole outhouse!

In light of this fortuitous discovery, I was not surprised 
that the Prodigal Son came to his senses in the smelly pigpen 
while feeding the farmer’s pigs. I am reminded that our God is 
indeed present in every single corner of creation, be it pristine, 
soiled and muddy, or somewhere in between.

The wayward child in our parable squandered his wealth 
in wild living, so when the famine came he grew desperate. 
I can just imagine the agonized cries of homesickness, when 
suddenly he knew what to do. Picking himself up, he dusted 
off and headed home, prepared to start all over again by adopt-
ing the role of a hired servant.

Phrases run through my head: home is where the heart 
is; home of the brave; home on the range; and “I got a home 
in that rock, well, don’t you see.” Please join me this week in 
considering and naming some of the qualities of home.

SONG: Leaning on the Everlasting Arms
PRAYER SUGGESTION: God, when I think of being home 

with you, I sense loving arms encircling me, supporting and 
holding me close where I am indeed safe and secure from all 
alarms.

—Patricia Thomas
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Monday
May 7 Go Home

BIBLE READING: Mark 5:18–20; Luke 15:3–6

Have you ever been so full of good news you are bursting at the 
seams, and the only conceivable outlet for all this energy is to 
run and tell somebody? As a teenager I’d immediately call my 
best friend to meet me on the corner of Baldwin and Olivia, 
halfway between our two houses. We each had a dog, so with 
Doc and Dusty eagerly in tow, we would spend the next hour or 
more sharing our news. Because we were a regular feature, no 
one ever questioned our occupation of that piece of real estate.

Jesus was just getting into the boat when the man out of 
whom he’d driven the demons begged to go with him, but Jesus 
refused. “Go home to your own people and tell them how much 
the Lord has done for you,” and so he did. The shepherd who 
rescued his lost lamb hoisted it onto his shoulders and headed 
home, where he called his friends together to come and “rejoice 
with me.”

Home is the community in which we eagerly spread the 
wonderful news of God’s activity in our lives; the community 
created by our invitation to come to the party to celebrate good 
fortune. Home is the community of folks with whom we are 
totally at ease, whom we trust, those individuals with whom 
our heart and mind resonate, who accept us just as we are, and 
we them.

SONG: Where Love Is Found
PRAYER SUGGESTION: More than a physical place, 

home is where the heart is; where I am among folks who can’t 
wait to hear what I can’t wait to tell them. And in the telling, 
dear God, may I raise my song of praise and thanksgiving for 
all you have done.

—Patricia Thomas
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BIBLE READING: Zephaniah 3:16–20

A relatively warm morning in southwestern Minnesota on 
January 12, 1888, was followed by a massive blizzard that has 
come to be known as the Children’s Blizzard. Between 250 and 
500 people died in the blizzard, but the most widely reported 
deaths were those of children, walking home from school. 
Many communities invested in sturdier schoolhouses, and in 
popular culture, a new idea emerged—that of the storm home. 
In the event of heavy snows and freezing temperatures, each 
child was assigned a storm home where a family was prepared 
to welcome its designated child. The storm home was safe, 
comfortable, and warm, where a cup of hot chocolate, graham 
crackers, and a cup of soup awaited in the snug little kitchen. 
What could be better than that?

What I love about the story of the storm home is the image 
it conjures up of all-encompassing calm and protection from 
the tempest raging outside. Inside this haven of rest, I imagine 
the child and myself—snug and secure.

The picture of restoration “on that day” which the prophet 
Zephaniah prophesies, conveys a similar message of peace and 
safety. On that day, in that place, the Lord shall be in our midst, 
and we shall fear evil no more. He will gather the lame and the 
wounded, the weak and helpless ones, who were chased away, 
and bring them all home. The Lord will quiet the community 
with his love, and who knows, maybe even provide a cup of 
hot cocoa or black coffee as he restores the good name of our 
community among all the people of the earth.

SONG: Guide Me, O Thou Great Jehovah
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Though the winds and tides of 

life may toss us around, please make your presence known 
as you accompany us on our journey. And thank you for the 
safety of our storm homes along the way.

—Patricia Thomas

Tuesday
May 8 A Resting Place
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BIBLE READING: Mark 2:15; Matthew 2:19–23

From early childhood well into my thirties, I got car sick, so 
the responsibility to give the necessary instructions—turn right 
at the third stop light, or take the next exit and head north—
belonged to somebody else. Imagine my delight when Google 
Maps arrived on the scene and that magical voice in my cell 
phone gave directions: “Remain in left lane. In three-quarters of 
a mile, turn left.” I was happy to be released from the onerous 
task of learning to read a map.

I wonder, if I type Levi’s house, Capernaum, into my map 
app, will a photo of a low, one-story, adobe structure pop up, 
complete with street address? (How about “my old Kentucky 
home” or “home on the range”? Probably not.) When someone 
says home, I picture a physical structure with a roof and door-
way, a window or two—a place I can photograph, paint, land-
scape, and furnish. When Mark writes that Jesus sat down in 
Levi’s house for dinner and “many tax collectors and sinners 
were eating with [Jesus] and his disciples,” I picture a building.

Somewhere in a town called Nazareth stood a house oc-
cupied by Mary and Joseph and their children. In my imagina-
tion, it was a simple, serviceable place, warm and welcoming 
to all who entered. I have a friend who can turn a sterile, bleak 
room into a space of open-armed hospitality and comfy accep-
tance. I call it nesting; she calls it home.

SONG: In Heavenly Love Abiding
PRAYER SUGGESTION: May the place where I hang my 

hat, make the beds, and sweep the floor embrace all those who 
pass through its door. Please make your presence felt from 
every nook and cranny so this building feels like home.

—Patricia Thomas

A Physical Place
Wednesday
May 9
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BIBLE READING: Isaiah 58:6–7 NRSV

“And bring the homeless poor into your house.”

I volunteer every Friday night at our local low-barrier women’s 
shelter. “Low barrier” means it is open to women who are 
substance abusers (be it drugs or alcohol) or who have a 
history of abuse, victims of domestic violence from spouses, 
boyfriends, or parents. We sometimes host mothers with young 
children who have no other place to spend the night. We receive 
guests between 9:00 and 9:30 every night of the week and offer 
a shower, clean pjs, laundry facilities, a warm bowl of soup, 
and a listening ear and open heart.

Hope House is committed to providing a safe, clean space 
of refuge and to staff volunteer hostesses who will listen and 
pray with a nonjudgmental heart. The goal is to welcome each 
guest as Christ welcomes each of us into his house. Christ is in 
our midst as compassionate Provider and Healer, the one who 
empowers and embraces our bruised and weary sisters. Those 
of us who serve as hostesses ask for strength and wisdom even 
as we seek “not to hide [ourselves] from [our] own kin” (v. 7b).

At 7:00 a.m. after a prayer for safety, we say our goodbyes 
and extend our wishes to have a nice day as the women step off 
the porch and head into town.

“Thank you for being here,” Janice says to me. “A bed 
feels good after sleeping on a trash bag in the mud with my 
backpack for a pillow.”

SONG: In Christ There Is No East or West
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Dear God, the needs are so 

enormous. Bless all our endeavors to offer ourselves by 
listening, praying, and extending a helping hand to those most 
in need.

—Patricia Thomas

Homeless
Thursday
May 10
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BIBLE READING: Luke 23:44–48

When faced with overwhelming sorrow, the heart longs to be 
comforted. “Please, take me home,” a young woman pleads after 
consultation with her doctor, “I just want to go home.” When 
home is where the heart is, a place of love and understanding, 
acceptance and compassion, it’s no wonder that when our heart 
aches, we want to head home.

For three hours beginning at noon, darkness descended 
over the whole land as the sun stopped shining. By the time it 
began to grow light again, the curtain of the temple had been 
torn in two. As the sun reappeared, Jesus shouted, “‘Father, 
into your hands I commit my spirit.’ When he had said this, he 
breathed his last.” When all the people who gathered to witness 
the crucifixion saw what had taken place with their own eyes, 
they began to mourn, turn away, and slowly return home, beat-
ing their breasts. Emotions of remorse, repentance, fear, and 
anger must have welled up and overflowed as they went away.

People express their deepest sorrow in a variety of ways; 
I go silent, I journal, or take a solitary walk. When I do cry, 
the dam bursts—tears stream down my face, my nose runs, it’s 
sloppy and messy. Though our grieving takes different forms, 
I suspect the hunger to return to a place of solace and safety is 
universal. “Country roads, take me home” intones John Denver, 
“to the place I belong.”

SONG: There’s a Wideness in God’s Mercy
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Today, God, I lift up those who 

cannot go home when sorrow consumes them: prisoners, 
soldiers, the homeless, those who cannot afford passage, those 
who are unwelcome, and those to whom the door is closed and 
locked. May your Spirit rest upon them.

—Patricia Thomas

Solace
Friday
May 11
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BIBLE READING: John 14:23; Revelation 3:20

I’ve always thought that being a turtle would be pretty cool. 
You get to carry your room everywhere you go, which means 
not having to share space with your siblings, not being required 
to clean it up every Saturday morning, and no making the bed 
before heading off to school or play. There would be practically 
no storage, but isn’t living simply one of our Quaker testimo-
nies? With no wall space, I admit I’d miss my mother’s delight-
ful paintings, but the convenience, practicality, and security of 
a movable-shell home at the ready has a lot going for it.

Whether our home is large or small, stationary or movable, 
grand or humble, Jesus is present. Wherever we are, the Spirit 
moves in and settles among us.

Jesus assures his nervous disciples: “Anyone who loves 
me will obey my teaching. My Father will love them, and 
we will come to them and make our home with them.” In 
Revelation we hear God’s promise once again as a covenant 
with the people who hear a knock, open the door, and invite 
this stranger in. “I will come in,” Jesus assures us, “and eat 
with you.”

This passage is often interpreted to mean that if I open the 
door of my heart and extend an invitation, Jesus will enter and 
we will join in fellowship together. How beautifully reassuring 
it is to discover that Christ is made manifest in our brick-and-
mortar home as well as in the depths of our hearts.

SONG: Softly and Tenderly
PRAYER SUGGESTION: No matter where we find 

ourselves, whenever we open the door to our hearts and to our 
homes, you join us in fellowship. Thank you, God.

—Patricia Thomas

The Blessed Dwelling Place
Saturday
May 12


