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They must have been exhausted, exhilarated but exhausted.  Jesus had sent them out, two by 

two.  Very precise instructions.  What to take, what not to take.  What to do, what not to do.  

Stripped down traveling – only one cloak, only your sandals.  But clothed with the most 

important thing.  Clothed with authority, clothed with divine power – delegated to them. By the 

one who was serving as God’s channel, Jesus, God’s Son, God’s immediate, walking-around, 

being-with-them-in-the-flesh Presence. So, they set out, carrying their anointing oil, drops of it 

shining on their faces where the Spirit of Jesus had touched them. 

 

And they had done it – amazing not only those with whom they had come in contact, but 

amazing themselves and each other.  They had done it, just as he had sent them out to:  teach 

and anoint, cure and heal, cast out those demons – all that stuff that he had shown them was the 

Way. 

 

Now they were home again.  Home again not in the sense of a building, like we might think – 

but home in the sense of “place” – their home place, their home base – a location of Presence – 

back in the presence of Jesus.  Though, if truth be told, and whether they knew it or not, whether 

they sensed it or not, he was always at home with them, he was them in spirit wherever they 

were, an immediate Presence carried within and surrounding them, sustaining them That always-

with-them Presence: the source of their vitality, their ability to be and do what he had seen was 

possible in them, whether they knew it or not. 

 

Our Gospel story this morning.  Dusty, tired, almost tripping over their words, but excited, the 

apostles crowd around Jesus, trying to tell him all they have done: the teaching, the healing, the 

people freed of their demons.  Can’t we imagine the apostles jostling one another trying to get 

the closest to Jesus, trying to tell him their stories, all trying to talk at once.  The stories spilling 

out of them like cups of heady wine sloshing over the rim of them.   

 

He let them spill over and after awhile they slowed down. Their faces and feet, streaked with the 

dust of the road, their eyes rimmed with tiredness, their stories wound down around Jesus; the 

disciples finally fell into silence – waiting, just waiting.  Wondering, just what would be next on 

this exhausting, yet awe-full journey with this man.  What would be next on this Way with him, 

his way with them? 

 

And then Jesus’ voice:  rich, full-bodied, powerful, quiet, but insistent: 

 

“Come away to a deserted place and rest awhile.”   

 

There was a stream in the woods behind the house where we lived in Goochland, my husband’s 

childhood home. I loved those woods, was drawn to that stream.  At times there would be water 

running along the bed of the stream, sometimes just a trickle, sometimes more.  Obviously, 



enough at times that as kids (my husband, siblings, friends, his children, their cousins perhaps) – 

they had at some point built a little bridge over it.  Obviously, so much water swelled the stream 

at one point that it lifted the little wooden bridge and carried it down-stream several yards, 

twisting and turning it on its side in the process. 

 

Being someone always drawn to water I would visit that little stream bed from time to time.  At 

times it was very dry:  caked earth, hard, packed down.  Pushed to the side by flood like events 

in the stream’s past, some of the larger rocks lay fully exposed in times of drought. 

 

One very dry summer afternoon when there had been almost no rain for a month - so much 

dryness in all of nature and, if truth be told, not just in the nature of the earth but in the nature of 

people and events, and, truth be told, in my own nature. An exhausting time of work, of 

busyness, of the world going on about its business (busyness) yet seeming to be becoming crazy, 

not making sense. Becoming, it seemed, so out of touch with the soul of things. And, if truth be 

told maybe I was feeling out of touch with my soul, with the core of my being, as I sank deeper 

and deeper in life as a divorce lawyer – in an environment that seemed to deplete everyone 

involved, tearing things down as family relationships crumbled: was anything present among 

those ruins, to rebuild something – to bring together dry bones scattered on the desert floor of 

the courtrooms in which we found ourselves? 

 

Well, that afternoon something called to me – insistent – to travel that dry stream bed – 

something I was supposed to find when I did.  An afternoon sun cut through the leaves of the 

trees, shedding soft light ahead of me, drawing me forward in some quietly definite way.  The 

heat was oppressive, the woods silent. Were all the little scurrying creatures burrowed 

somewhere napping? I wondered where they were finding water on these hot dry days.  Days, 

when I too was searching for what would sustain me.  I walked on seeking the source of it.   

 

What alerted me that I was near it was a beginning moistness to the ground under my feet – the 

ground began to have a “givenness” to it.  A green space appeared ahead of me; lush ferns 

unfurling their fronds welcomed me. “Come, come and see,” they seemed to say as they waved 

me forward.  I felt a lovely coolness surround me, cutting through the afternoon heat.  

 

Then I heard it, saw it, knew it.  A little spring, bubbling softly, rising up and spilling its cool, 

refreshing water over ground eagerly receiving it.  I sank down on an old fallen tree trunk and 

just took it all in – the sounds, the smells, the softness of the sun, the colors (so many greens), 

the moist air.  Without even realizing it, I began to breathe more deeply, my heart beat slowed 

into a deep gentle, steady rhythm, my mind quieted feeling a spaciousness, a quietness I hadn’t 

felt for months.  I breathed in the freshness, the re-freshness.  Breathed in the peace of the place, 

sheltered by the old trees whose branches, like loving arms reached over me.  My dry spirit, my 

thirsty soul rested – rested and drank deeply of my surroundings.  Somewhere deep inside of me 

I felt peace rising surely within me  - as surely as the underground water source that I couldn’t 

see but knew was there feeding the little spring beside me. Surely and quietly, gravity defied, it 

rose – that peace. 

 

How much time passed, I do not know – was it an hour or merely minutes.  But the depth and 

breadth and height and immense spaciousness of those moments held me intimately, like a 



tender-lover or a mother totally focused on her child. An intensely loving Presence embraced 

me. Drawn into the source of all that was and is, I felt connected with and part of some 

indwelling loving Presence.  The mystery cradled me, re-sourced me.  I left that place somehow 

knowing that I was to remember what happened to me there.  That I was to re-visit that 

“knowing” of an indwelling within my heart, mind and soul in the days, months, years to come.  

And that, perhaps, there would come a day that I was to share this story. 

 

King David has his house of cedar.  “Oh, let me build you a magnificent house,” he prays to 

God.  “No,” says God, through Nathan the prophet. “I don’t need that kind of house.  I have you 

and those who come after you.  I will be housed, through you and those who come after you. 

You and those of your ‘house’ will be my dwelling place.”  

 

Paul, in this morning’s reading from his Epistle to the Ephesians is remembering the extended 

time he spent in Ephesus with the fledgling congregation he was trying to nurture there.  

Remembering the streets of the marketplace in Ephesus - how hot and crowded the center of that 

city was.  Remembering the towering pillars lining those streets, the hard and glistening massive 

statues of the Roman nd goddesses casting a watchful eye over the comings and goings of the 

people streaming along those streets.  Little bandy- legged Paul, small in stature but booming of 

voice. Now he writes to the people there, the ones among whom he walked and talked.  Like  a 

stream from the Christ spring, he had watered their souls and spirits despite the cemented 

presence of the gods and guards of Rome living in that place.  Paul writes, reminding those 

Ephesians that they are “built together into a dwelling place for God.”  Offering them a vision of 

their true dwelling place and what lived within them. 

 

If you walk those ancient streets now, those god and goddess statutes have crumbled and are in 

ruins.  But when I was there a few years ago, I reflected on what has not fallen into ruins – the 

living Word, a stream of apostles and disciples, even you and me ultimately called to be in that 

stream, still trying to carry Christ’s vision forward.  I was stunned just thinking of what has 

survived the tides of time, what has survived of that vision and the reality of an indwelling of 

that living Word still trying to build the holy “city” from the inside out –  generation after 

generation.  What “dwelling places” do stand the winds and tides of time . . . . ones within not 

carved forms of stone, but hearts of flesh, molded by the Spirit, hearts beating with the flow of 

love. 

 

We tend to our houses where we think we come to meet God.  Beautiful sanctuaries constructed 

by human hands, consecrated, dedicated to the glory of God.  And, oh, don’t we feel the 

presence of the holy in them.  Here for us as the family of Christ in the churches where we come 

on a Sunday – St. John’s, Farnham.  One of them has a stained-glass window of Christ, hand 

raised in blessing, towering over that space, his eyes, like the eyes of a portrait, following me 

and you wherever we sit and stand and move.  This church sanctuary here at Farnham has no 

stained glass, no human image of Christ, but the symbol of Christ’s life, Christ’s presence, is 

center space: a simple cross on an altar.  Both images, whether we focus on them or not, are not 

comfortable images – because the message in each, Christ’s eyes in the stained glass image, the 

crux of the cross on this altar, a cross where Jesus’s heart beat its last, beat out its love to the 

world – both are telling us:  go out, stripped down, you need nothing more than my power, my 



love, the authority of a grace filled, energizing God, to do what our Lord is calling each of us to 

do, “To live in the world, my world – to do and be love.  That’s all – just be my love!” 

 

Despite the heavy rains yesterday and last night, it feels as if our world is a dry stream bed – as 

dry as the one I walked more than a dozen years ago.   Despite whatever we do, it seems the 

world is going its own way – that too much of humankind is mis-directing things, getting in the 

way of God’s desired stream in a world in which we are to respect the dignity of each human 

being, where we are to be an including presence, not an excluding one, where we are to be a 

source of love and abundance, not an agent of a win-lose, dualistic, labeling-living, scrooge type 

way of life, walling in our hearts and minds – crowding our hearts and minds with fear, leaving 

no room for peace. 

 

What do we find from this morning’s scripture?  What do we seek from the living Word?  Don’t 

we yearn for that peace that passes all human understanding?  Yearn for that sense of oneness 

with love and grace?  Yearn to find and feel within us a rising-up energy to live into a life of 

meaning and purpose . . . despite what seems to be happening all around us? 

 

“Come, come away and rest awhile,” says Jesus.  “Follow your stream bed to the source of who 

you are.  There I am.   Follow me to your Source.”  “Deep within, I dwell within you,” speaks 

God, through a prophet, not just to King David, but to you and me.  “You,” says God, “are my 

dwelling place.”   

 

As sure as there are brick and mortar, board and batten made of wood sanctuaries in our today 

human built external spaces, there are internal spaces crafted by the Spirit – formed at our 

beginning.  Sanctuaries: a sanctuary where the holy is present, tending to the souls of us, 

inviting us in to where the spring of our life is sourced.  Where it is lush and green and the air is 

moist with an embracing presence and love flows into, out and through the whole of our being. 

Where love enters, then courses a heart-beat at a time throughout the whole of us. 

 

We all need to spend time at this place in this heart and soul space – a place at the center of our 

being.  Something divine, creative waits for us there, calls us to trace back to it, to the source of 

what has given us life.  It is there to continue to sustain, re-source, re-fresh, re-new us from the 

inside out.  And it does, like a spring of water pushing up from its underground source, defy 

gravity.   

 

Take time now in these summer months to trace your stream bed.  Walk the pathway towards 

your beginning, travel the path to locate the source of what can begin again, starting there.  Sit 

awhile with it.  Feel newness arise within you.  Let yourself be anointed with that peace as you 

dip your fingers into its stream, feel the dampness of a cross marked on your forehead, 

remembering your baptism.  Hear the voice of the one who loves you so much you were created 

out of that love, created to be that love.  “Rest in me,” says that voice.  “I clothe you in my 

grace, you need nothing more.  Then be a channel for my love.”  

 

May we tap into this Source and then go forth again into the waiting world, but remembering 

what Jesus is trying to remind us of this morning., we who are his “wanna-be” disciples.   That 

there is a primal rhythm to this way of abundant life.  That there are doing times and being 



times.  That the rhythm of action and rest, reflection within and movement out of that being 

place, action sourced by the Source - this is what leads to the fullness of life.  That we are called 

to become a part of the flow into that way of life.  That we are to seek out that current, live 

within it and become a channel for divine, life renewing love.  To do this we must visit and re-

visit the source of it, over and over again.  Then let that source of love, fill and refill us again 

and again so that we may be a carrier of that love downstream into the world.   

 

This morning we are reminded of this.  Re – minded.  As we are called to a transforming – a re-

forming yet again of our minds and hearts of how to live and move and have our being in a 

rhythm that is holy, sacred, abundant and life giving to us and to all around us.  The Source 

beckons.  Come, and rest awhile.  I will refresh you and you will find the peace I have for you 

there. 

 

By God’s amazing grace, may we go there, finding Christ’s love and Presence dwelling at home 

within us, waiting, just waiting for our tide to turn that we may open to and be filled throughout 

our being with divine love and peace.  Then may we go forth into the world, overflowing with 

both. 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 


