
A FEELING OF HOME    by Noah Brennan

Dark clouds of black smoke 
pour out of the bus as it passes 
in the crisp early morning air.  

“Suba, suba no más,” the 
bus assistant yells while 
hanging halfway out of the 
doorway--which on occasions 
such as this, remind me of some 
of my initial struggles with 
learning Spanish and getting 
around in the country.  

You see, literally translated 
this phrase means, “Climb up, 
no more,” but practically it 
means, “just climb up.”  I smile 
as I think back to my first few 
times boarding public 
transportation.  “Do I climb up, 
or go no further (more)?  In my 
minds eye, I can still see the 
confused face of that bus 
assistant nearly four years ago 
repeating, “Suba,” (I start to 
climb up), “no más,” (I hesitate 
and start to go back down), 
“suba no más, suba no más.”   
If the people behind me hadn’t 
began to push me ahead, the 
stalemate may have gone on 
indefinitely.

Now I don’t even seem to 
notice these things most times: 
how quickly the bus drivers 
move through traffic, nearly 
hitting other cars and spilling 
you out of your seat in the 
process, or the unfinished tops 
of buildings with rebar 
protruding into  the sky.  I guess 

that’s how it works with things.  
You move from strange, to 
familiar, to home.  And yet, it 
never really ever feels totally like 
home, maybe no place ever 
should, after all we were not 
made for this place--whether it 
be North or South America (1 
Pet. 2:10-12; Heb. 11:13-14).

So, it seems that there is 
always a sort of balance 
between finding home and 
longing for it, and it feels that 
this is exactly how God has 
intended it (Jn. 18:36).  Maybe 
all of our earthly longings for 
home are put there only as a 
hint of our deeper longing for a 
truer home.

In any case, it is a wonder to 
stop and realize that this place 
that was once so strange and 
foreign now has a definite 
feeling of home.  Ecuador is the 
longest either of us have ever 
lived any place, since high 
school; it is the birth place of 
two of our children, and Phin 
calls the Quito flag “his flag.”

But I guess more than 
anything, our deep connection 
with the people of La Fuente 
has come to make this place 
feel like home, perhaps because 
it is when we are with our 
brothers and sisters in Christ 
that we most feel connected to 
our truer home yet to come.
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	 "We were just about ready to 
throw in the towel," said one 
couple after attending a marriage 
retreat hosted by La Fuente.  
Thanks to the grace of God, they 
are now fighting together as one 
for the sake of their marriage.
	 Cate and I were able to 
challenge the married people of La 
Fuente during the retreat with 
these two questions:  What if I 
married the wrong person?  and  
Love can't be this hard, right?
	 Those are essentially the 
questions that were making this 
couple wonder if they should 
throw in the towel, and if we are 
honest these are questions that 
will always sneak into our minds, 
no matter how good our marriage 
is.
	 Really these questions go to 
the root of who we see ourselves 
as and what life is all about, but to 
summarize briefly you could 
answer them this way: yes you did 
marry the wrong person, because 
we are all inherently wrong, and 
that is precisely what makes love 

so hard; which means that it 
is only the power of the 
transforming work of God's 
grace has the ability to 
overcome these realities.
	 To say it another 
way, without the daily 
application of the 
power of grace in our 
marriage, we will 
always be on the verge 
of throwing in the towel.
	 So those are the facts, 
right?  But the thing about just 
bare facts is that they don't relay 
the way God's truth and mercy 
have an incredible power to cut to 
the very heart of us all.  To 
summarize themes in two 
paragraphs doesn't show you the 
effect of this truth applied to 
individual lives.  I cannot think of 
anything more amazing to witness 
than the truth of the gospel 
breaking through resentment, hurt, 
and anger to shine the light of 
grace and forgiveness into a our 
darkness.

	 It simply is impossible to not 
be moved as you see the truth of 
the gospel reach deep down into 
the hearts.  Seeing that look of 
dread as they look face to face 
with their wrongness, and then to 
see the tears of joy as they 
understand (more deeply than 
perhaps they had before) the 
overwhelming joy which grace 
brings. 
 That´s what I wish I could 
show you, not just the gospel as a 
set of spiritual truths, but the 
gospel as hope in face of 
desperation, the gospel as 
healing to deep, hidden wounds. 
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The human body is a thing of 
wonder... when it is working 
right.  

Have you ever noticed that 
you never appreciate just how 
fearful and wonderfully we are 
made until you are sick or 
injured?  God has really been 
bringing this reality to me 
personally, having had two knee 
surgeries in the past two years, 
and what is worse, having had 
the doctor tell me that I cannot 
run for two years.

But the thing is, one of the 
most common descriptions of 
the church is just that: a body, a 
living breathing organism made 
up of many, many moving parts 
that are all intricately dependent 

on one another.  And in the 
same way, we never appreciate 
just how incredible the body of 
Christ was designed to be until 
things stop working quite right.

Maybe what I am trying to 
say really connects better with 
one of the other comparisons 
the Bible makes of the church: 
that of a marriage relationship.  
In that way, we see that the 
honeymoon only lasts a little 
while, and then reality begins to 
set in. Now I'm not trying to be 
gloomy about the church plant--
after all, the real issues that 
come out after the honeymoon 
are what make a marriage 
strong.  That is how God 

designed it within the church as 
well.

He is not a God that saves 
us and makes life perfect and 
then puts us into relationship 
with perfect people.  No, His 
purpose has always been that 
through our inherently-sinful 
selves His grace might 
continually be on display; and 
that in our functioning as a body 
(church), we might have the 
opportunity to continually apply 
this grace to ourselves and 
others as the only hope to 
overcome the glaring reality that 
while we are here on earth, 
nothing is ever going to be 
working quite right. 
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