
 
  
  
 The table is set. Bread and wine await. The gifts of God for the people of God. 
 
 Where is this table located, exactly? One correct answer is it is located here, in the 
light-filled, recently-renovated sanctuary of First Presbyterian Church, 101 Legends Club 
Lane, in beautiful Franklin, Tennessee. It is positioned in the center of the chancel, 
between lectern and pulpit, above and behind the font. Right there.  
 
 And we too, who come to this table, we occupy a certain space, you on a pew, 
closer or farther from the front, more toward the center aisle or the side, hymnals and 
Bibles directly in front of you. You are right there.  
 
 Here we are, in the Year of our Lord 2017, preparing to receive communion on a 
Sunday morning, in this specific location, and we are specifically located in a moment in 
time. Many of you sent your children and teens to school last week. I saw the Facebook 
and Instagram photos, most all of them captioned with, “Where did the time go?” Some 
of them showed photos in front of the same set of doors from the first day of 
kindergarten, a little chalk sign held in front, to the first day of senior year. “Where did 
the time go?” I was talking to a father recently who is preparing to take his only child, his 
daughter, to college. I shared a couple of stories about our experience taking our children 
to college, and he said, “We’re going to have to talk about something else. I will start 
crying otherwise.”  
 
 Others are welcoming children into the world. As we speak, Kim and I are 
awaiting the birth of our first grandchild. A little girl. Past her due date. Any day now.  
 
 Most of you know they live in Tokyo, which is close to North Korea. I find myself 
looking at my phone, first checking to see if the word has come that our granddaughter is 
here, then at the news that often mentions North Korea and Seoul and Tokyo in the same 
sentence with nuclear warheads. 
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I have a friend who lives close to Charlottesville, Virginia. He was debating 
whether to go and participate in a counter demonstrations against the neo-Nazis and 
white supremacists descending on that city this weekend. He ended up not going. “Feels 
like it might be dangerous.” “In Charlottesville? In 2017?”  

 
Location. We live in a world where time flies and kids go to school and graduate, 

and the drums of war beat more loudly, and cities like Charlottesville can turn from a 
quaint university setting to a racial cauldron in a matter of hours.   
 
 Here we are, in this place and time; here we are, located in this world with all its 
beauty and tragedy. The table is set in its place. You are here in your place. 
 
 That’s one way to look at it. And then along comes Ephesians 2, upending all our 
ideas of location.  
 
 Joachim Jeremias said he was visiting a friend, and he went into the friend’s 
backyard to find a crude tent set up. His friend was Jewish and was observing the Feast of 
Tabernacles, a time of recalling Israel’s wandering in the desert, dwelling in tents. 
Fastened on the entrance to the tent were two slips of paper, each bearing a brief 
message: on the left was “from God;” on the right was “to God.” There, simply, yet 
dramatically, said Jeremias, was the whole of life: from God, to God, and in the years 
between, a tent. 
 
 Don’t you realize, says Ephesians, that you are living in a tent? You may live in a 
nice house, two or three car garage, manicured lawn, 15-year low fixed rate, but don’t be 
fooled. It’s a tent. You may have all the degrees, landed a plum job, but it’s a tent. You 
may be healthy in body, mind, and spirit, but don’t let it blind you to the reality in which 
you are residing. It’s a tent.  
 
 Which is a way of saying, life is fragile, and time is on the move. There’s lots out 
there to threaten. The course of the world, Ephesians says. The ruler of the power of the 
air. People believed in those days that the space between the sky and the moon was the 
abode of evil spirits that can affect human beings. That’s where we get the word lunatic, 
the root is luna, or “moon.”  
 
 And for Ephesians, trouble is everywhere. Those who live under the power of these 
elemental spirits are children of wrath, he says, following the passion of the flesh and 
senses. In other places, Paul will call them principalities and powers. But no matter the 
name, they were for him those unexplainable reasons why we are so captive to things like 
greed, lust, violence, or any one of a host of other destructive forces.  



 This is our actual location, Ephesians says, if we have eyes to see it. We are living 
in a tent, surrounded by threat. 
 
 I remember a cold night in Greece two years ago, below freezing on the Island of 
Lesvos, standing in the frigid wind coming off the Aegean Sea. Our little First 
Presbyterian group had joined with a group of young volunteers from all over Europe to 
keep watch at the lighthouse for boats of refugees from Turkey, just across the sea. On a 
night like this, we were told, the smugglers on the other side would offer half-price 
discounts to any people desperate enough to pilot a dinghy across the rough seas. It was 
our job to spot them out there in the night, alert the Coast Guard, and try to keep them 
from coming toward the lighthouse, where the rocky shoreline was treacherous. If we 
were unable to get them rescued before they reached the shore, then members of our team 
would get in the water and try to rescue them ourselves.   
 
 On this night, our leader assigned us to watch teams. While one team was on 
watch, the other team would sleep in a small tent, set up on the backside of the building. I 
was assigned with our own Harding McCall, and a young woman from Italy named Jade. 
When the time came to go to the tent, I was the last one in and I noted there were no 
dividers, just three sleeping bags in a very tight space. I went back out of the tent and 
casually inquired if there wasn’t some mistake, what with the co-ed sleeping 
arrangements. “No,” he said, “watch teams need to sleep in the same tent. The body heat 
will help keep you warm.” 
 
 I went back grousing that I don’t care if we are in Europe, I’m an American and 
we just don’t do this. I didn’t sleep much. The wind was whipping, noisily flapping the 
fabric. It was cold. The Aegean Sea was out there. Right now, a boat could be bobbing on 
the water headed our way, lives at stake, and it was just us.  
 
 Ephesians says, “That’s your location, crammed in a little tent with people you 
know well and some very little, the wind whipping, danger surrounding.” 
 
 That’s where this table is set, in this tent. That is where we are set. It is only as we 
awaken to this location that we can see with breathtaking clarity that we are saved by 
grace, through faith. It is only when we have gotten a good look at conditions that we 
turn our face to the One who sustains us. Faith, as you’ve heard many times from this 
pulpit, does not at root mean right belief. It means trust. Ephesians says “Trust that you, 
in your fragile tent, are held. Trust that you are not only held, but that you are seated, 
even now, in the heavenly places with Christ. Trust that God’s grace is immeasurably 
rich toward you.” 
 



 This kind of trust ushers in life – bold, courageous, abundant life – in the here and 
now. It ushers in response to the immeasurable grace of God. It embraces our true 
identity – created in Christ Jesus for good works, which God prepared beforehand to be 
our way of life.  
 
 In relation to Paul Tillich’s call to “accept the fact that you are accepted,” David 
Brooks writes, “It’s surprisingly difficult to receive a love that feels unearned. But once 
you accept the fact that you are accepted, there is a great desire to go meet this love and 
reciprocate this gift.” This is to be our way of life. Receive the grace, trust the promise, 
walk as we were created, in good works in the world in response to this grace. Because 
Augustine was right, our hearts are restless, and the evidence of those restless hearts is all 
about. Our hearts are restless until they find their rest in God. 
 
 It is a world where children are born and grow up too fast, where the threat of war 
hangs in the air, where hate and violence are on stark display, and refugees fleeing terror 
encounter still more on the open seas. It is a tent, and it sometimes feels as if it may be 
too flimsy to hold against the ruler of the air, the ugliness we can too easily allow and 
even follow.  
 
 But we are a people who trust that our true location, beyond this sanctuary, beyond 
our flimsy tents, is with Christ, in the heavenly places. That is where the table is set 
today, for those with eyes to see.  
 
 Jade and I had the final watch of the night, which afforded us this amazing view of 
the sunrise on the Aegean Sea. No boats had come, thankfully. We were sitting atop the 
hill. We could see the tents below, so small against the backdrop of the sea. She said, “Do 
you know that all of this, all that is happening on this island is the result of volunteers? 
Growing up, I had a cynical, negative view of humanity. No more. Not after this. You 
always hear how many died. But what about all who lived, and that was all because 
people, just regular people like you and me, we decided to come. It’s so beautiful. It’s so 
wonderful.” 
 
 Frederick Buechner said that grace is God saying, “Here is the world. Beautiful 
and terrible things will happen. Don’t be afraid. I am with you.”  
 
 Seated atop that hill, it was not hard to imagine that we were and are seated with 
Christ in the heavenly places. That’s where this table is set today. Come to the table of 
grace. Amen.  


