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Have you ever been camping before? When our girls were little we’d often go camping with 

Pat’s family at Salmon Point in “The County” aka Prince Edward County.  The campsite was 

modest. Tall trees bordered our spot and we were surrounded by Lake Ontario. The company 

was great, but everything else took some adjustment. It took time to get our tent up, cook meals, 

wash dishes.  We got eaten alive by the mosquitoes. Wasps were rampant.  The bathroom was 

affectionately called “the horrible house of spiders”.  The zebra mussels cut our feet as we swam.   

 

And to top it off one year we got caught in the tail end of a hurricane coming up the east coast.   

We camped for a total of 2 nights before we had to bundle up all our soaked clothes, food, 

personal effects and tarp them in our canoe for the trip back to Georgetown.  Three days after 

washing and packing for our 2 week vacation, we found ourselves back in front of the washer 

with everything smelling like Lake Ontario… None-the-less to say, we were thankful to return to 

the safety of home and we’ve never been camping since!    

  

It makes me wonder about the Israelites who camped for 40 years in the wilderness. They lived 

in tents. They traveled as a group of refugees, dealing with the elements. There were no Enroute 

stations.  There wasn’t a Tim Hortons or McDonald’s nearby when they got hungry. And when it 

rained, I don’t think they had rain-proof gear to shield all their valuables either!  For the 

Israelites, this never-ending camping trip was not fun. So, it’s not a surprise the people 

constantly complained; for there was no water, no bread, no meat, no hope… They were hot, 

tired, and sick of walking. (and camping)… No wonder they longed to return to Egypt!  

 

Yet the most shocking part of their story is God’s response. God doesn’t ignore the Israelites nor 

sit on a throne in the clouds watching the misery with amusement. No, God chooses to come 

down and dwell with the people. The Tabernacle is God’s tent, which travels and lives with 

God’s beloved in the Wilderness, and leads them to the Promised Land… to home. 

 

Holding this story in his heart and tradition, as a tent-maker and a Jew, no metaphor could be 

more appropriate than the one Paul offers today.  We can well imagine how, as he wove the 

rough Cilician cloth or sewed together the various lengths, drawing stitch upon stitch through the 

holes for the poles and ropes, he would meditate on the frailty of the tent which he was making; 

contrasting it with the stable marble and stone mansions found in cities such as Corinth.   

 

In Paul’s day tents were chiefly made for travellers; for those who journeyed from place to place 

for business or pleasure in districts where accommodation at inns could not be found.  Though 

permanent residences were often in the major ports of call, tents provided much needed shelters; 

except when wild storms hit or midnight robbers would overthrow a temporary lodging and seize 

your goods.  However one could bear the hardship and loss, in pleasant confidence knowing that 

“home” was still waiting to offer welcome at the end of the journey. 

Understanding the importance of tents and the importance of “home” I offer this letter to Paul as 

a response to the reading we have just heard from 2nd Corinthians. 

         



Dear Paul, 

Have we ever known you to write with such raw longing! There’s such an aching in your words! 

I’ve read them over and over, and like you I feel in this body of mine all the limitations of being 

made of clay. 

 

I’m not much to look at these days, just a tired, aging woman. And you feel like you’re wasting 

away?! I wish I still had half your energy! Yet I can still turn my head, to see many hands plying 

the trade you know so well and for this I am thankful.  My legs can’t do the walking I used to, 

yet many hands have been spared the knotted paralysis I’ve seen among some old friends. The 

needles and threads still obey. Rough skins and cloths can be turned to a good tent… or mask, 

cap or gown. 

 

You chose a good picture here, of our human existence… describing our bodies like a tent… 

temporary, finite, imperfect, unable to last forever. We both know, a good tent can stand up 

against many a storm, as well as the ordinary heat and cold and wind. How many times is it 

uprooted and re-erected in its useful lifetime? How much wear and tear can it suffer?   How 

many tears and patches and re-stitchings can it take before it’s done? 

 

A long life is a sign of a good tent. You don’t need me to tell you this, Paul! We’ve known many 

to outlive their buyer and their buyer’s children. Yet the skins grow brittle in the end, the cloths 

grow thin, the dyes fade, the ropes fray. What a picture to match my aging limbs, my failing 

eyes, the capability that can no longer keep pace with my hopes. Your wisdom is profound.  For 

we are more than these weary bodies, these sagging tents that have seen better days! We feel this 

deadening weakness, yet we have a story of strength to tell!  

 

You say it so eloquently: For we know when these bodies of ours are taken down like tents and 

folded away, they will be replaced by resurrection bodies in heaven… God-made, not 

handmade… and we’ll never have to relocate our “tents” again. Through Jesus, we’ve been 

given a glimpse of the real thing, our true home, our resurrection bodies! The Spirit of God 

whets our appetite by giving us a taste of what is here… and what lies ahead. He puts a little of 

heaven in our hearts so we’ll never settle for less.  Yet neither exile nor homecoming is our goal.  

 

Cheerfully pleasing God is the main thing, and THIS is what we aim to do, regardless of our 

condition.  And so we remain hope-filled, encouraged, and ready to serve, for “home” awaits!  

Your sister in the Way,  

Sue                                                    (paraphrasing The Message) 

 

 

 

Just like in Paul’s time, in our society we too can become obsessed with externals; with youth 

and beauty, accomplishments and credentials, productivity and profit.  It is easy to be tempted to 

judge our worth and that of others according to "a human point of view”… what we see. And 

little has changed from the communities in Corinth to today, where some still are tempted to 

view worldly success as a sign of God's favour, and conversely, to view weakness and suffering 

as a sign of God's absence or even God's punishment.   

 



Thankfully, we are called to live in a way that is pleasing to God.  And as our tents age… 

hopefully our faith deepens and understandings widen, and we, like Paul become a new creation 

in Christ; walking by faith and trusting in God’s deep mystery present with us, within us, and 

works through us, though often unseen.   

 

And while God is busy renewing, redefining, resurrecting us today and in the days to come, I 

believe there is less reason to talk about the faith we profess or to define it in human terms… 

rather we are being invited to simply trust it and live what we believe, through our actions… our 

responses… our care of the migrant, the marginalized, the front-line worker, the neighbour… 

knowing “home” is not a tent, nor our aging bodies… rather it is the kin’dom here and now!   

 

God’s kin’dom is Christ’s inclusive, loving and giving community.  It’s the place where 

assumptions and biases are examined… learning and growing is encouraged and transforms.  

Questions and wrestling with sacred texts are the norm.  It’s the place where we pray and praise 

without ceasing… where we are… wherever we are…  It’s the “home” that is not a building… 

rather the Holy vessel that is us… Church… who see God in our neighbour… in their needs… 

and serves the other with tenderness, compassion, respect and dignity.   

 

And in our every response, God’s glory and Christ’s reign is proclaimed and revealed… so the 

world sees a manifestation of the unseen… the Holy Mystery we call Love… the One who 

remains faithful, yesterday… today… and forevermore.   

Hallelujah!  


