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The last time we were in this place, we could not have known how long we would be away.  

 

And even though the pandemic had already started to influence our worship in those last few weeks, with 

socially distant passing of the peace… 

 

I am not sure even the most pessimistic among us would have predicted that we would be worshipping 

outside the four walls of this room for 65 Sundays.   

 

In the early days of lockdown, I had imagined coming back as a party. I was thinking about balloons and 

confetti cannons as we threw open the doors of the church once more after a brief, but terrifying month, 

triumphantly strolling back to pick up where we left off.  

 

But that is not quite it, is it… 

 

And then there was a week in April 2020, when COVID deaths were peaking in this area, where I stood 

more-or-less alone beside grave, after grave, after grave, as funeral homes scrambled to find people 

willing to come out and bury the overwhelming number of dead. At the worst, it was 5 in two days.  

 

That week, I couldn’t really imagine coming back at all. Or, if I could, it was funeral, solemn, sad, I 

feared deep in my bones that I would lose so many more of you that I did, and that coming back here 

without you would just be painful. 

 

But that is not quite it, is it… 

 

I am sure that most of you can fill in your own versions of these extremes. The job you lost, and the new 

passion you discovered. The time with kids you cherished, the online learning that frayed your last nerve. 

The gift of a simpler, slower, smaller life. The big thing you missed out on.  

 

So here we are, coming back… We are not hauling ourselves into this room despondent and broken. But 

confetti doesn’t really seem right either. 

 

Its something else. 

 

In this season of returning, as we re-enter and re-engage the places and communities that have held such 

importance for us throughout life. We will need to get used to this, ‘something else.’ 

 

We are going to need to get used to the idea that different, seemingly contradictory things, are true at the 

same time. 

 

We need to learn somehow to sit still knowing, and feeling fully how good it is to see those we have 

missed, while knowing too that there are some people who were in this sanctuary last time we were 

together who we will never see again. 

 

Both are true. 

 

We discovered together how to be the church and carry on living out our faith without the ability to gather 

in person. And we have been a bit lost without this time and space of worship to ground us in covenant 

with each other. 



 

Both are true. 

 

The church is not a building its the people, and yet this building helps the veil between heaven and earth 

feel a bit more thin.  

 

Both are true. 

 

We are joyful and grieving, ready and hesitant, relieved and anxious. This is familiar and strange. Its all 

true. 

 

Our minds and our spirits resist these kind of tensions. We have this strong psychic gravity toward a 

simple story, it’s good, it’s bad, it’s the same, it’s different.  

 

But we are not living a simple story right now. Not as individuals. Not as a community. And its ok. 

 

It is actually one of the things that I most appreciate about having a sanctuary like this. Fixed in space. 

 

Because there is a spot on the floor down there, about 2 feet in front of the communion table.  

 

Its where I stood for years to offer a benediction at the close of the service, as I will today.  

 

I stood on that spot week after week throughout a pandemic speaking into a camera.  

 

I have stood there with infants in my arms, to welcome them with to the world with God’s grace in 

baptismal waters. 

 

I have stood in that spot with couples placing their futures into one another hands.  

 

And I have stood on that spot to place my hands on a casket to offer the last act of reverence and care 

human hands can to those who have left us for eternal life with God.  

 

And you have your spot too. That has held you as your heart swelled with joy, and as it broken open. That 

witnessed your silent shame and your most steadfast hope.  

 

Think of everything this room has held for you.  

 

Think of everything its holding for you right now. 

 

Its all true.  

 

Today’s reading comes from the moment Solomon is dedicating the newly constructed Temple in 

Jerusalem. These words come at the culmination of a great ceremony, with detailed accounting of lavish 

offerings and gift brought from ever corner of the community, to adorn this new, holy place.  

 

It has been a massive public effort, to build for this previously nomadic and wandering people, a heart to 

their world. A home for the most sacred moments of their lives. A dwelling place for almighty God.  

 

And at the very moment when everyone has gathered for the grand opening of this new wonder, Solomon 

says this: “‘But will God indeed dwell on the earth? Even heaven and the highest heaven cannot contain 

you, much less this house that I have built!” 



 

I wonder what it would be like to hear that, after all the community put into building that place.  

 

It almost feels like, at the peak of this dedication, Solomon seems to be calling the whole project into 

question.  

 

We dedicate now this temple, which, I am not even really sure we need… since no house that we build 

could ever contain you, God. 

 

But he goes on: “we pray that your eyes may be open night and day towards this house…that you may 

heed the prayer that your servant prays towards this place.” 

 

Simply put, God doesn’t need a house, but maybe we do. 

 

Maybe we need a place where it can all be true. Where we can bring whatever we have in our hearts and 

know that it will be at home.  

A place that has held all this and more.  

 

So here we are. Familiar and strange to one another. Ready, and not for what comes next.  

 

By holding so much for us, this place reminds us, is that as a community, and relying on the presence, 

grace, and love of God.  

 

We will live this next season of our life together, with one another, and with God.  

 

I truly don’t quite know what it will be like.  

 

But I am grateful to be here, in this place, with you.  

 

 


