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Loving Kindness:    Exile to Home 
 
CHILDREN’S MOMENT 
 
This is Maine Statehood weekend.  We’re 
celebrating the 200th anniversary of Maine 
being recognized as one of the United 
States. Yet, people have been living in 
Maine for thousands of years.  There have 
been many native tribes as part of the 
Wabanaki nation.  From a map that was in 
the Maine Sunday Telegram series on 
Maine statehood, it appears that long ago 
the tribe in this area was called the 
Pigwacket. Today in Maine there are still 
people in the Penobscot, Passamaquoddy, 
Mi’kmak, and Maliseet tribes. 
 
Thank you to the Junior choir for singing a 
Passamaquoddy Greeting for us this 
morning to begin our worship.  I’ve brought 
something else today from the 
Passamaquoddy tribe that I got at their 
museum in Indian Township.  It is a rubbing 
of a petroglyph – an image carved into 
stone long ago. 
 
There are five people holding hands. 
One is much smaller to represent a child. 
One of them also has a funny head.  It looks 
like two knobs instead of a round head.  
This is meant to represent a chief’s 
headdress.  I particularly like that the child 
is the one closest to the chief.  It reminds 
me of Jesus who always welcomed the 
children. 
 
They are holding hands which we can still 
do with our families, but otherwise a smile 
works great! 

 
INTRO to SCRIPTURE 
 
We are in the midst of a series that covers 
the biblical story from creation to the early 
church.  We began by looking at the 
existential tension between the goodness of 
creation and the brokenness of human 
community – and viruses we can’t control – 
resulting in the cry God help us. 
 
There are three overarching stories in 
scripture of God’s saving work.  Last week 
we considered the realities of bondage and 
God’s desire for us to be free.  Today we 
will hear the story of exile and God’s calling 
us home.  Next week we will reflect on sin 
and forgiveness. 
 
The Exodus was the experience that forged 
the Jewish community.  They were set free 
from something holding them in bondage.  
Over time they settled on the land and 
were governed by wise judges.  But 
eventually the people clamored for a king 
and Israel became a nation.  They wanted a 
strong leader.   
 
After civil conflicts, they separated into two 
nations and over time each of those 
kingdoms were conquered by outside 
forces. About 600 years before Jesus, the 
temple is destroyed and some of the people 
were forcibly taken away to Babylon in 
exile.  It is in that context that the prophet  
Isaiah speaks a word of hope for the people 
to return home to Jerusalem, to Zion.   
 



Our reading from the life of Jesus is the 
parable of the lost sheep in which the 
shepherd goes looking for the lost one and 
with rejoicing brings it home. 
 
SERMON 
 
Since this weekend begins the festivities for 
celebrating Maine Statehood be sure to 
take time at home to share what you like 
about living in Maine. 
 
We Mainers have a tongue in cheek 
tendency to speak of other people as being 
from away.  Yet, we’re all from away.  Less 
than 1 % of Maine’s population have 
ancestors who have been here for 
thousands of years, and even their 
ancestors migrated here at some point. 
 
My mother’s family traces back here in 
Maine until before we were a state; in fact, 
before we were a country.  On my father’s 
side there are more recent immigrants.  My 
great grandfather, Michael, came to this 
country from Ireland in the 1800s as an 
immigrant seeking opportunity.  Actually, 
he was an exile, driven out by hunger.  He 
did not intend to return and as far as I know 
never did.   
 
The dire circumstances of his people was 
partly a result of political conflict with 
England and the lack of British concern for 
the poor Irish Catholic, who at various times 
in English history were considered to be 
savages.  During the great Irish potato 
famine, British landowners were shipping 
potatoes out of Ireland, while the workers 
in the fields starved. 
 
The British do not have a better record 
when it comes to the way they treated 
Native Americans in the new world here in 

Maine.  In fact, they saw them too as 
savages.  The French have a better history 
of interaction with native peoples.  I would 
recommend you read the multi-part series 
in the Maine Sunday Telegram by Colin 
Woodard that is being run this month. 
 
Stories of exile are always political stories.  
People have been fighting over land in the 
Middle East for thousands of years.  The 
story of the biblical Exile is a story of some 
of those conflicts – political, military and 
religious – within Israel and with other 
nations in the region. From the high point 
of the time of king David things go downhill 
for the nation Israel and by the time of the 
exile it is all over.   
 
After 50 years in exile, however there is a 
military takeover of Babylon and Emperor 
Cyrus the Great says the Israelites can go 
home.  Upon returning home the first thing 
they do is build an altar and thank God.  
Then they lay the foundation for a new 
temple.   
 
In times of great upheaval people often get 
separated from their homeland and their 
extended families.  We could see the panic 
in the Americans who thought they were 
trapped in Europe when travel restrictions 
were announced this week.  When the wall 
went up in Berlin after WWII, the German 
peoples were separated.  When Korea 
divided, families were kept apart.  When 
the wall went up in the Southwest of the 
United States, native communities were 
divided and land was stripped from them. 
 
Native peoples in this country have found 
themselves in exile ever since large enough 
numbers of Europeans began showing up 
and bringing their diseases with them.  
Smallpox wiped out whole villages. And 



then the Europeans drove them out of their 
lands to reservations, often to land nobody 
wanted.  They lost their homes. 
 
Last fall a Methodist church in Ohio took 
the unusual act of returning land, which 
includes a cemetery, to the Wyandotte 
Nation.  The people and the land have come 
home to one another.   
 
Sometimes exile happens to a whole group 
of people and sometimes is a very personal, 
psychological, experience – like lost sheep.   
 
In the Wizard of OZ, Dorothy is running 
away from home, when a tornado strikes 
and suddenly she finds herself in a strange 
and foreign land.  Over time she comes to 
realize that what her heart really desires is 
home.   
        There’s no place like home.   
        There’s no place like home. 
 
The Prodigal son – from a parable in the 
gospel of Luke - comes to realize the same 
thing after having taken his inheritance 
money and run away to Vegas where he 
squandered it all.  Eventually, he, too only 
wants to return home.   
 
A young man I know from Phoenix found 
himself in exile from his family and himself 
through all his broken promises after he got 
involved with heroin.  His parents could no 
longer trust him enough to let him back into 
their house.  He went to his grandparents, 
who said he could sleep on the floor and 
they’d see.  After a time they gave him a 
bed.  Step by step he earned back the trust 
of the whole family.  He was home. 
 
This time of social distancing is an 
opportunity to focus on what is really 
important to us in relating to the other 

people in our home.  We will be slowing 
down and see each other anew.  Loving 
Kindness is probably the right mantra for 
the coming days and weeks. 
 
The Jewish people in Babylonian exile felt 
they had to return to Jerusalem because 
they had been a people of the temple.  They 
believed that is where God was. Yet, even 
that second temple that they built is 
destroyed not long after Jesus died, and the 
Jewish community makes an enormous 
spiritual shift and comes to see themselves 
as a people of the book – of the Torah.  
Now God traveled with them.   
 
Jesus did not center his ministry in the 
temple.  Instead he was out among the 
people, embodying that God is among us.  
Not only is God among us; but, if one of us, 
like sheep, wanders off in aimlessness, God 
comes after us.  Like the hound of heaven, 
like the sheep dog of the flock, God 
searches high and low.   
 
Ultimately home is not a physical place or 
even a particular group of people.  Home is 
God.  God is Home.  Are you at home with 
God? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


