







LONGING
FOR A
HOMELAND

[image: Image]

DISCOVERING THE PLACE YOU BELONG



 


LONGING
FOR A
HOMELAND

[image: Image]

DISCOVERING THE PLACE YOU BELONG

LYNN
ANDERSON

FOREWORD BY LEE STROBEL
HOWARD PUBLISHING CO



 

Our purpose at Howard Publishing is to:


	
Increase faith in the hearts of growing Christians



	
Inspire holiness in the lives of believers



	
Instill hope in the hearts of struggling people everywhere





Because He’s coming again!

Longing for a Homeland © 2004 by Lynn Anderson

All rights reserved. Printed in the United States of America Published by Howard Publishing Co., Inc. 3117 North 7th Street, West Monroe, Louisiana 71291-2227

www.howardpublishing.com
www.SimonandSchuster.com

04 05 06 07 08 09 10 11 12 13   10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

Edited by Michele Buckingham

Interior design by John Mark Luke Designs and Gabe Cardinale

Cover design by Bill Chiaravalle, Brand Navigation, LLC

Anderson, Lynn, 1936-

Longing for a homeland : discovering the place you belong / Lynn Anderson; foreword by Lee Strobel.

p. cm.

ISBN 1-58229-353-8 (alk. paper)
eISBN: 978-1-451-60516-7

1. Home-Religious aspects—Christianity. I. Title.

BR115.H56A54 2004

248-dc22

2003068555

No part of this publication may be reproduced in any form without the prior written permission of the publisher except in the case of brief quotations within critical articles and reviews.

Some of the names used in the stories in this book are not the actual names; identifying details have been changed to protect anonymity. Any resemblance is purely coincidental.

Scripture quotations not otherwise marked are from the HOLY BIBLE, NEW INTERNATIONAL VERSION©. Copyright © 1973,1978,1984 by International Bible Society. Used by permission of Zondervan. All rights reserved. Scripture quotations marked NLT are taken from the Holy Bible, New Living Translation, copyright © 1996. Used by permission of Tyndale House Publishers, Inc., Wheaton, Illinois 60189. All rights reserved. Scripture quotations marked NKJV are taken from The New King James Version. Copyright © 1982 by Thomas Nelson, Inc. Used by permission. All rights reserved. Scripture quotations marked MSG are taken from THE MESSAGE. Copyright © 1993, 1994, 1995, 1996. Used by permission of NavPress Publishing Group.

Italics in scripture have been added by the author for emphasis.




[image: Image]

for Carolyn:

Thanks for walking home with me.
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FOREWORD


by Lee Strobel

I’m writing these words as my flight streaks across the sky toward my hometown of Chicago. I live in California now, and I always enjoy returning to the city where I grew up, worked as a journalist at the Chicago Tribune, and went from being an atheist to becoming a teaching pastor at a large church.

Even so, there’s not much left of my childhood haunts. After my father died, the family sold the home in which I grew up. The first house that my wife and I ever bought has just been sold to a developer who plans to raze it and build a larger and more contemporary abode. Old neighbors have moved away. And today is a difficult journey. I’m returning to visit my mother, who’s dying of cancer. If the doctors are right, she has only a short time to live.

My warm feelings about home, though, will inevitably live on even after her death. I suspect I will always be homesick for the place that continues to exist only in my memories. My heart will forever be tugged toward the neighborhood where my parents nurtured me and where my childhood unfolded.

Still, it’s not surprising that my mother’s illness has prompted thoughts about another home—a place that beckons us from beyond ourselves. This is the home I learned about when I shed my atheism and embraced Jesus. It’s the home that offers hope to my mother. It’s the home that’s beyond death and sorrow. It’s the place where our homesickness will be forever satisfied.

All of these thoughts percolated in my mind as I put down the manuscript for Lynn Anderson’s new book, Longing for a Homeland. These themes of homesickness are developed with poignancy and power in the pages of this marvelous work. For me—and, I would guess, for you—this is a topic that resonates deeply.

Lynn is the ideal author to take on these matters. I first met Lynn several years ago when I was searching for a theologically attuned expert to discuss the haunting issue of doubt for my book The Case for Faith. Of the many Christian perspectives I have read on this topic, Lynn’s perspective especially impressed me as being unvarnished in its honesty, sophisticated in its analysis, but most of all, always compassionate in its presentation.

My interview with Lynn exceeded all my expectations. He spoke eloquently about his own experiences with doubt, offered helpful insights, and encouraged others who were grappling with misgivings about their faith. Many have subsequently written to say how valuable Lynn’s perspective has been to their own spiritual journey.

But what impressed me the most about Lynn was what happened before and after our interview. It was Lynn’s gentle kindness, his gracious hospitality, his devotion to his wife and children, and his deep reservoir of wisdom that left an indelible impression on me.

Those same qualities are what make this book so meaningful. In the following pages, Lynn speaks from his heart about his rich lifetime of experiences—and through his stories, you’ll come to understand more about your own situation. Through it all, Lynn’s humanity and genuine caring will replenish and refresh you.

So, read on. Let Lynn take you on a journey to the kind of places that your heart has been longing for.





[image: Image]
PREFACE


This book is for you …


	
if you are homesick.



	
if you are far, far away in a strange place.



	
if you left home a long time ago and can’t seem to get back.



	
if you have no memories of a happy home, but you long to experience it someday.



	
if you want to go home, but don’t seem to know where home is.



	
if your home has been broken by death or divorce or desertion—or just distance.



	
if you are afraid to go home.



	
if you once dreamed of creating a home, but your dreams were dashed.



	
if you finally went back home, only to discover it isn’t home anymore.



	
if you can’t stand the thought of going home.



	
if …
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ACKNOWLEDGMENTS


This book came together in wisps and fragments across a lifetime. However, I put the first draft down on paper the summer of 1988. Another draft in 1999. Some seasons I wrote furiously. At other times the unfinished chapters lay neglected for long spells. I guess I have been reluctant to finish the project—and have clung to it like a child I did not want to see leave home.

But publishers set deadlines. So, with twinges of grief, I now hug this book good-bye and send it out of my house.

I am indebted to many people who helped make it come together. Honorable mention goes to:

Michele, Debbie, Jon, and Christopher, my four grown children: You took time to read and suggest. And are willing to walk around in some of my stories.

Kay, Beverly, Audrey, and Margaret, my sisters: We called the old place our home.

Sam and Alice, dear friends for half a century: Thanks for lending me your house on Shushwap Lake in British Columbia, where I hid alone for six weeks and hammered out the first draft.

Phil and BJ, longtime friends and cheerleaders: You made possible my first writing sabbatical, which laid groundwork leading toward this book—and others.

Doc: Ol’ buddy, you have traveled many a mile with me, including sentimental journeys across Canada and Sweden digging for my roots.

Carolyn, my soul mate, lover, and partner in ministry: You lived out most of these stories with me.

Jo Ann: You’ve been like a sister and this writer’s constant cheerleader these thirty years.

Judy: You keyed in endless hours of edits, and you make everyone around you look more competent.

Allison: You chased footnotes through megamiles of cyber-highway and tirelessly retyped manuscript edits and permission requests—all with high professionalism and warm emotional ownership.

Michele Buckingham, editor for Howard Publishing Company: You turned the manuscript into an honest-to-goodness book. And you are so fun to work with.

All of you seemed to sense that this book means more to me than anything I have written so far. Thanks for the ride.

All died in faith, not having received the promises… and confessed that they were strangers and pilgrims on the earth. For those who say such things declare plainly that they seek a homeland.

—HEBREWS 11:13-14 NKJV

Home! Home! Sweet, sweet home! There’s no place like home. No, there’s no place like home!

—OLD AMERICAN FOLK SONG

When the child grew older, she took him to Pharaoh’s daughter and he became her son. She named him Moses, saying, “I drew him out of the water.”
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INTRODUCTION
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A LONG LINE OF WANDERERS


All of God’s wanderers live—and die—homesick. their earthly sojourns they are forever “looking for a country of their own” (Hebrews 11:14).

I think I belong to their tribe. I sometimes feel sentenced to endless homelessness, rootlessness.

The poet Walt Whitman wrote,

Facing west from California’s shores… (But where is what I started for so long ago? And why is it yet unfound?)1

Commenting on Whitman, Buckner Fanning writes, “We live on a planet of searchers. It’s perpetual. From the crusaders, Sir Galahad searching for the Holy Grail, to Coronado searching for the Seven Cities of Cibola, Ponce de León searching for the Fountain of Youth. You’re searching. We are all searching.”2

What is this planet of searchers looking for?

I believe that, in one way or another, we are all longing for a homeland.

Strangers and Sojourners

Some of history’s most significant homeland searchers have wandered through the pages of the Bible. Father Abraham was the first. God said, “Leave your country, your people and your father’s household and go to the land I will show you” (Genesis 12:1). So Abraham left his home and began wandering the earth, “looking for a country of [his] own.” He crisscrossed the Promised Land as a stranger and a sojourner; it never became his permanent place. Every few days Abraham packed up his black camelhair tent and moved on to a new campsite. In the end he died, never having settled in his homeland.

Hundreds of years later, Abraham’s descendants wound up as slaves in Egypt. Landless. And homeless. There, in Egypt, the Bible’s most famous wanderer was born. Though Moses lived a third of his lifetime like a prince in the splendor of an Egyptian palace, Egypt was not his home. For the next forty years, he lived as an exile in another strange land. Then, for his last forty years, he led his homeless, landless people through an alien wilderness.

Always a trespasser.

Always dodging some hostile clan.

Always longing for a homeland—yet never getting home.

Egypt wasn’t home. Nor was Midian. The wilderness surely wasn’t. And if Canaan was home, Moses never got to go there. Wandering seemed to be his destiny. He was homeless all of his days.

Numerous people since have wandered many a wilderness, searching for, yearning for, a homeland. In the words of Scripture, “All these people were still living by faith when they died. They did not receive the things promised; they only saw them and welcomed them from a distance. And they admitted that they were aliens and strangers on earth. People who say such things show that they are looking for a country of their own” (Hebrews 11:13-14).

The Road Map

Everyone loves a story So the following pages explore the geography of several home-longing stories: Moses longing for his own “promised land.” European immigrants looking for a new homeland in America. First Nations. peoples being driven brokenhearted from the homeland of their fathers. A prodigal son trying desperately to get back to the home he once knew And through these pages I ponder my own story, my own wanderings, as I—like the prodigal—have tried to get back home.

In the chapters that follow, I will take you with me on my literal, physical wanderings—my “sentimental journeys.” At times we will go back to the place of my childhood, to the Canadian homestead on which I was born. At other times we will go to Tennessee, where I met my wife, Carolyn, and began many other lifelong relationships. Well go to British Columbia, where three of our children were born and where we helped plant two churches. And to Texas, where we have lived now these thirty-plus years.

You will join me on a rail trip I once took across Canada, from Quebec City to Vancouver, in an attempt to possess my Canadian homeland. Another time we will travel all the way to Sweden, the country of my paternal roots.

At times our journey will take us back into Canadian history, which I restudied as an adult in hopes of better understanding where I belong. It will take us into portions of American history. We’ll revisit places and events that link together the First Nations people and the immigrants and my childhood homestead.

Mostly, however, I will take you with me on my internal searchings. We will wander through that inner “far country” that most of us carry around in our souls. There, as in all of our travels, our companion and guide will be Moses, the greatest of all wanderers, who always carried with him his longing for a homeplace, a home people—a homeland.

I spread my stories across these pages with the heartfelt prayer that somehow they will put a few pilgrims in touch with their homesickness. Perhaps encourage others to embrace their natural longing for a homeland. Maybe help a few more take the first step on a journey home.

There are obvious differences between the many stories we’re about to explore, yet a common thread is woven through them all. Moses and the Israelites, the European immigrants, the First Nations people, my ancestors, me, you: All of us are wanderers.

A note of explanation: The terms “First Nations peoples” and “First Nations people” are used throughout the book to refer to Native Americans and Native Canadians. We chose these terms in an effort to be respectful and inclusive of the proud people who first called this continent their homeland.

I invite you, my homesick friend, to turn the page and wander with me through far-off countries as we share our longing for a homeland. Perhaps together we will find our way home.




PART ONE

HOMESICK


I could not quiet that pearly ache in my heart that I diagnosed as the cry of home

—PAT CONROY



I listen to someone who begins with a confession of thirst, of homesickness.

—PHILIP YANCEY
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CHAPTER ONE
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I WANT TO GO HOME


Carolyn and I have four children—two girls, then two boys—who all tend to reflect their blond-haired, blue-eyed Swedish genes. Our oldest son, Jon, married Joanna, whose maiden name was Gomez. Of course, you wouldn’t expect Joanna to look like the rest of the Andersons. She is a strikingly beautiful Hispanic woman and a delight to our lives.

Jon and Joanna’s first child, Abby, was born with nearly blond hair and nearly blue eyes (leading her abuelo—“grandfather”—on the Gomez side to wonder if the wrong baby might have been brought home from the hospital!). Then Abby’s brother, Connor, was born. He sports a full head of copper-red hair, a color that resembles neither side of the family.

When the third child was due, I asked Abby, “Do you want a brother or a sister?”

“Oh, Pappy,” she answered, “I want a sister.”

“And Connor,” I queried, “what do you want?”

Quick as a flash he responded, “I want a Mexican!”

When Ana was born, they both got their wish. Abby got her sister. Connor got his Mexican. Ana has jet-black hair and olive skin. She is as charming as her mother and as gregarious as her abuelo, Bob Gomez.

When Ana was four, Jon and Joanna accompanied Carolyn and me on a trip to Israel. Ana, Abby, and Connor were left in the charge of Aunt Michele and Uncle Wes. Now, two weeks away from parents is a long time for a four-year-old child. Ana fared pretty well, aided by a photograph of Mommy and Daddy that she could look at any time she wanted. But on one of those final few days, Uncle Wes corrected Ana for some small mischief. Her lower lip poked out, and she ran up the stairs to her room. Concerned that he had been too tough, Wes slipped up the stairs and peeked in on her. She was sitting in the middle of the bed, holding the picture of Mommy and Daddy tightly in both hands, salt trails sliding down both cheeks, fighting back sobs.

She finally noticed her uncle peeking through the door. “Uncle Wes,” Ana announced in a forlorn, but deliberate, tone, “I think I want to go home now!”

Me too, Ana. Home. I want to go home!

The Meaning of Home

Galaxies of emotion cluster around this little word, home. For most of us, home means warm and welcome feelings: thoughts of parents, brothers and sisters, holidays, coming in from school, Sunday dinners, birthdays, Christmas mornings, summer vacations.

Warm memories. Fond dreams. Home!

For others of us, however, the word home triggers hidden pain. We remember neglect. Alienation. Separation. Abuse. Rejection.

One morning as I huddled with staff members to plan a special Mother’s Day service at our church, talk drifted nostalgically toward memories of our mothers. One person in the circle listened quietly for nearly ten minutes, then suddenly exploded, “I can’t do this! I dread Mother’s Day. I hated home, and I don’t have any pleasant memories about my mother.” He added, “My wife feels the same way about her mother. My hunch is that a huge bunch of folks are going to be sitting out there feeling a lot like us.”

How incredibly disturbing. And true. Yet the magnitude of the pain only confirms the huge space that home-hunger occupies among our deepest longings. No matter what our emotional history, we all want to feel at home. Somewhere. Somehow.

A Universal Longing

Most of my life, both by vocation and by passion, I have studied people. And in the process, I have come to believe that all of us are homesick. In fact, our innate home-longing seems to serve as a sort of universal frame of reference for us:

A fugitive is one who is running away from home.

A vagabond is one who has no home.

A refugee is one who has been driven from home.

A stranger is one who is away from home.

A pilgrim is one who is on the way home.

A divorcée or divorce is one who has lost his or her home.

This universal homing instinct creeps into the most unexpected places—even old nursery rhymes:

Little Bo Peep has lost her sheep,
And can’t tell where to find them;
Leave them alone and they’ll come home,
Wagging their tails behind them.

Don’t worry, Bo Peep, they’ll be back. The magnet of home will draw them. And they’ll wag their little, woolly banners of joy to celebrate their happy homecoming.

The two strands of that old rhyme—the tug of home and the joy of coming home—are inextricably woven into the fabric of all human longing. Ah, yes. For some the word home means warmth. For others it means mostly pain. For still others, the word reawakens feelings of disappointed frustration; home is that illusive something they have longed for all their lives but have never found. Some have even lost hope that they will ever experience it.

However we define it, we all long for home. And we all carry with us our picture of home—whether real or imagined—wherever we go.



Polka music is all about longing for your homeland.

—FRANKIE YANKOVIC

Hear my prayer, O LORD, listen to my cry for help; be not deaf to my weeping. For I dwell with you as an alien, a stranger, as all my fathers were.

—PSALM 39:12
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THE IMMIGRANTS: A HOMELAND FOUND


One whole windy autumn day, I roamed the wharfs and halls of Ellis Island in New York City. To millions of immigrants from the far-flung corners of the globe, this was the doorway to America at the dawn of the twentieth century.

The American Immigrant Wall of Honor that encircles the island’s museum bears more than 500,000 names. Yet, as the tourist brochure notes, those immigrants passed through the gates of Ellis Island “one at a time, individual by individual.”1 Real people. Maybe my ancestors, both maternal and paternal. Possibly your ancestors too.

My journal entry at Ellis Island reminds me of the way that place whispered to my soul:

New York City, November 1997

I move almost reverently through this place, communing with the ghosts of those who passed through here in yesteryears. Wearing quaint clothing. Speaking strange languages. The noise of my footsteps echoing through these vast halls makes me wonder if the clatter of immigrant shoes on hard floors long ago signaled a confidence not actually felt by the frightened folks who wore them.
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