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23 November 2010 – Are We There Yet? - Community Thanksgiving Service – FUMC, Mt. Gilead, NC 
 
The alarm clocks buzzes and everyone leaps out of bed.  The scurry of feet racing for the 
first shower and the blessedness of hot water, the sound of hangers sliding down the closet 
rod searching for something that doesn’t need to be ironed, the rustle of coats being thrown 
on to guard against the cold, the slamming of the front door and the click of the lock, the rush 
to the car which strains against the cold to crank the engine and the journey has begun.  Sign 
after sign, house after house, town after town, mile after mile, minute after minute, hour after 
hour passes and yet there is still so far to go.  “Are we there yet?” “Are we there yet?” soon 
becomes the refrain of the youngest passenger, quickly joined by another and another and 
another, until the whole car, driver and all, wonder together whether they’re ever going to 
reach their destination. 
 
In the close quarters tempers flare even as soothing words about peace on earth resound from 
the radio, elbows and disgruntled glances are exchanged between bathroom stops until 
someone breaks up the commotion by sitting between the troublemakers and an uneasy peace 
is somehow found.  
 
Between mile markers fond memories from earlier stages of the journey are shared.  Stories 
of loved ones long departed and recently departed are voiced with laughter and tears 
combining.   
 
Jokes are shared and games are played to pass the time, until boredom ensues and silence 
envelops them all once again.  In the silence, the quiet, the stillness that falls there is time for 
reflection and with it much emotion—expectancy, fear, despair, joy, sorrow, hope, peace, 
confusion, wonder.   
 
In the stillness, the absence of noise, there is the deafening sound of their own hearts, their 
own souls, their very existence that strains against the edges of their minds as they 
contemplate the long and winding road that brought them to this place, this seat, this stage of 
the journey.  There have been moments of deep delight matched by times of equally deep 
despair.  There has been plenty of celebration, but also plenty of sadness.  There are times 
when they’ve all wished that their journey would be over whatever the destination may be, 
and times when they’ve wished that their journey would continue forever.  All of them have 
felt a restlessness deep down in their gut, an unsettledness that can’t be fully contained, a 
stirring that keeps them from sitting still and silent long enough to hear creation sing of the 
glory of God. 
 
Finally, after seemingly endless moments, minutes, hours, days, years, the trip is almost over.  
They’re on the outskirts of town, the welcome sign can be seen in the distance if their eyes 
are still good enough and if the light is just right.  The whole carload has stretched their legs 
and gathered for a final meeting in preparation for their arrival.  Their driver, their leader, has 
been preparing a speech for days, since before they had ever begun really, and is finally 
ready to give them words of wisdom, of instruction, of advice. 



 2 

“When you, at long last, have come into your inheritance, the place prepared for you, the 
identity for which you’ve long been searching; when you have finally come to the end of 
your journey, you are to take some of the first fruits of your harvest and offer them up to 
God.  And as you make your offering, you should recount the history of your journey, the 
long road that brought you to this place—the hills and the valleys, the blessings and the 
heartaches, the triumphs and the tragedies, the whole messy ordeal of your sojourn so that 
you’ll recognize, perhaps for the very first time, that God has somehow been present with 
you through it all.” 
 
This recounting, this re-telling, this re-living of one’s own history is what’s most important 
in the end.  The material offering is of little importance, it seems.  Dove or grain, oxen or 
lamb, it matters little.  What matters is the story one brings, the narrative the worshipper 
offers to God, because in offering up our stories we are, in ways beyond our reckoning, 
offering up our very selves as we reflect upon the mad rush from the buzzing alarm clock 
that began the day, that birthed our lives, to the final exhortation to remember from those 
who have been our guides as we sit on the side of the highway and gaze longingly upon the 
end of our journey. 
 
“A wandering Aramean was my ancestor, was your ancestor, was all of our ancestors, who 
went down to Egypt, to Europe, to South America, to India, to America, to wherever it is that 
you have dwelt, and lived there as an outsider, a foreigner, an alien.”  “A homeless, destitute, 
perishing, lost, confused, uncertain, lowly refugee wandering across this world looking for 
help, for hope, for purpose, for meaning, that’s my ancestor and that’s your ancestor, that’s 
the lineage from which I’ve come and you’ve come.”  Descendant of Abram, of Isaac, of 
Jacob or not, we are, all of us, the descendents of wanderers, of wonderers, of confused and 
lowly immigrants seeking to find their way to the land of promise, to the dwelling place of 
God. 
 
“When you have come into the land, the future, the joy, the hope, the life, the new creation 
that God is giving you as an inheritance…you shall recall the time of your wandering, your 
confusion, your "lostness," and then you shall take some of the first fruit, the good fruit, the 
abundant fruit, the life-giving fruit and offer it up to God in thanks that you have found 
yourself and have been found at long last. 
 
Each of our journeys has a different look, a different feel, a different route, but we are all 
heading toward the same place; and someday, by the grace of God, we will arrive at our 
destination, we will find ourselves and we will be found, we will come at long last to the land 
flowing with milk and honey, the place where God’s presence abides.  We may not know the 
name of the place for which we are searching and toward which we are going; we may even 
call it by different names and have different ideas about what it will be, but for all our 
differences and disparities, what we are longing for is the place where God can be found and 
thanks can be given. 
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For some of us this day, this week, this month, this year, perhaps even this life is a time for 
celebrating the good fruit that has sprung up from the ground upon which we have walked.  
Perhaps we’re thankful for a new job, a new relationship, a new home, a fresh start.  
Thankful for the basic necessities and for a few niceties as well.  Thankful for good and loyal 
friends who’ve stuck by us through thick and thin.  Thankful for good health and access to 
good healthcare.  Perhaps we’re thankful for life itself.   
 
For others of us, though, this day, this week, this month, this year, maybe even this life is a 
time for bewailing and bemoaning the poor fruit that has sprung up from the ground upon 
which we have walked.  Perhaps we’re grieved by a lost job, a ruptured relationship, the loss 
of a home, a dead end.  Grieved by the inability to make ends meet, grieved by the loss of 
friendships or the lack of people who’ll stand by our side no matter what.  Grieved by poor 
health and poor healthcare options.  Perhaps we’re grieved by life itself. 
 
Whatever our experience has been on this journey, however agreeable or disagreeable life 
has been to us and for us, the promise of God is the same—the ever-approaching inheritance 
of a land, of a family, of a community, of a world overflowing with provision and promise. 
 
“Are we there yet?”  “Are we there yet?” we all wonder together as we make our journey 
toward this land, this home, this future of which we are not yet fully certain.  And then the 
deafening silence ensues, and we pause long enough to remember the call to offer up our 
moments, our thoughts, our experiences, our feelings, our very lives to God.  We remember 
that the substance, the material of the offering isn’t what’s ultimately important.  Joy or grief, 
hope or despair, it matters little. What matters is that the story is brought, the narrative 
offered.  Because in offering up our stories we are, in ways beyond our reckoning, offering 
up our selves in faith that there is some hope, some peace, some joy, some love, some power 
beyond ourselves that is present with us in our celebration as well as our sorrow, our 
triumphs as well as our tragedies, our victories as well as our defeats, our lives as well as our 
deaths.   
 
And when we, as we, if we are daring, are hopeful, are desperate enough to offer up our 
stories, our journeys, our very lives to God, whatever the content or quality may be, we shall 
find that our eyes, our ears, our minds, even our hearts have opened to the possibility, to the 
hope-full reality, that the LORD who brought the Jews out of oppression “with a mighty 
hand and an outstretched arm” can and has and will do so again even for you and even for 
me.  And that, that is occasion for thanksgiving.  AMEN. 
  
 


