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THE DESIRE FOR HOME 
Pastor Jim Dunn 

 

Ecclesiastes 2:1-11 

2 I said to myself, “Come now, I will test you with pleasure to find out what is good.” But 

that also proved to be meaningless. 2 “Laughter,” I said, “is madness. And what does 

pleasure accomplish?” 3 I tried cheering myself with wine, and embracing folly—my 

mind still guiding me with wisdom. I wanted to see what was good for people to do 

under the heavens during the few days of their lives. 
4 I undertook great projects: I built houses for myself and planted vineyards. 5 I made 

gardens and parks and planted all kinds of fruit trees in them. 6 I made reservoirs to 

water groves of flourishing trees. 7 I bought male and female slaves and had other 

slaves who were born in my house. I also owned more herds and flocks than anyone in 

Jerusalem before me. 8 I amassed silver and gold for myself, and the treasure of kings 

and provinces. I acquired male and female singers, and a harem as well—the delights 

of a man’s heart. 9 I became greater by far than anyone in Jerusalem before me. In all 

this my wisdom stayed with me. 
10 I denied myself nothing my eyes desired; 

    I refused my heart no pleasure. 

My heart took delight in all my labor, 

    and this was the reward for all my toil. 
11 Yet when I surveyed all that my hands had done 

    and what I had toiled to achieve, 

everything was meaningless, a chasing after the wind; 

    nothing was gained under the sun. (NIV) 
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How far back in your life can you remember? If you were born say in 1958, would you 

have any memories from 1959? Do you have any memories from when you were one 

or two years old? From the most dramatic day of your life, the day of your birth, to your 

first solid food, to your first steps, to your first birthday, and right on through those 

earliest years of your life, you cannot remember any of it. Now, babies are sponges, 

soaking up knowledge and information at an amazing rate. So, why can’t we 

remember anything from our first two years of life? Part of the explanation may simply 

be the natural process of forgetting. One hour from now, you will remember only half 

of this sermon, at best. Our brains typically throw away half of the new information 

they receive after one hour. By day 30, we may remember at the most 2-3% of it. So, 

your first memory may be from when you were three years old. Yet, your memories 

after that point, from ages 3 to 7, are few and far between. There’s so much that we 

forget. Most people throughout the world have this in common: we have no memory 

of the first years of life.   

 

Most people in the world have this also in common: the desire for home. For babies 

and children, this means they have the need to be nurtured, to be held, to be talked 

to. As children get a little older, they still have this need for nurture, for home. So, as 

they as gradually spend longer periods of time away from their parents, children 

experience what is typically referred to as homesickness.  

 

Yet, homesickness is something experienced also by adults, even adults whose parents 

have been long gone. This homesickness: Call it, the desire for home. It is restlessness, 

almost a boredom with life, in which one longs for something, for something more. The 

writer of Ecclesiastes put it this way: “All man’s efforts are for his mouth, yet his appetite 

is never satisfied.” (6:7)  

 

In other words, you can fulfill every desire you have, you can accomplish every goal 

that you have set for yourself, and even get a feeling of satisfaction from it, and, yet, 

beneath it you can still feel restless, bored, wanting something more. Call it 

homesickness, the desire for home.  
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Effort can be made to pacify that discontent by feeding it. With more 

accomplishments, sexual adventures, entertainment, wealth, knowledge, alcohol, or 

even power. Those are the things we think we crave, and the writer of Ecclesiastes 

tried them all. “I tried cheering myself with wine and embracing folly… I undertook 

great projects: I built houses for myself and planted vineyards. I made gardens and 

parks and reservoirs. I amassed silver and gold for myself… I acquired men and 

women singers and a harem as well – the delights of the heart of man. I became 

greater by far than anyone in Jerusalem before me.” (2:3-9) He tried everything to fill 

his discontent, to stop the feeling of restlessness, to soothe his homesickness. And how 

did it go? He writes: “I denied myself nothing my eyes desired… Yet when I surveyed all 

that my hands had done and what I had toiled to achieve, everything was 

meaningless, a chasing after the wind.” (2:10-11) Feed your discontent any way you 

wish. The longing for something more will still be there. The desire for home. 

 

So, we turn to more virtuous pursuits. We try to understand the world and to 

understand life. We work to see justice done. We pursue love. But these too prove to 

be elusive. They’re either beyond our grasp, or they slip through our hands, like life 

itself, as though we’re trying to grab hold of the wind. So, the writer of Ecclesiastes 

says: “I saw the tears of the oppressed, and they have no comforter. Power was on the 

side of their oppressors. And I saw that all labor and all achievements spring from 

man’s envy of his neighbor. This too is meaningless, a chasing after the wind. All share 

a common destiny, the righteous and the wicked, the good and the bad. This is the 

evil in everything that happens under the sun: The same destiny overtakes all. For the 

living know that they will die, but the dead know nothing; they have no further reward. 

And even the memory of them is forgotten. Their love, their hate, and their jealousy 

have long since vanished. Never again will they have any part in anything that 

happens under the sun.” (4:1,4, 9:2,3,5,6) 

 

And so the more virtuous pursuits of the heart elude us: wisdom, justice, love. And we 

know that even life will slip from our grasp. So, we long for home. Not a return to 

childhood. Not a desire to die. We desire something else, something more. Something 

more than just a chasing after the wind. Yet, our fear is that we are merely homesick 

for a place that does not even exist. We fear that therefore every effort to find 

enjoyment in living will turn to smoke.  
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And that is what the writer of Ecclesiastes is aiming for. He’s not trying to offer us an 

alternative meal that will finally satisfy our appetite. Rather, he’s pulling the ladder out 

from under us. He’s pulling every ladder out from under us. So that we stop trying to 

find enjoyment in our lives and instead give our full attention to God and what God is 

doing to make something of our lives. Near the end of Ecclesiastes, he writes this brief 

yet rich sentence: “The words of the wise are like goads, their collected sayings like 

firmly embedded nails – given by one Shepherd.” (12:11) 

 

The Shepherd’s words prod us towards the truth like goads. But the Shepherd’s words 

are also like sixteen-penny nails. With His words, our Shepherd would nail together the 

home that our heart desires. He speaks of making a home with us. Jesus said, “If 

anyone loves Me, He will obey My teaching. My Father will love him, and we will come 

to him and make our home with him.” (John 14:23) 

 

We see the home Jesus had with the Father even while Jesus lived on this earth. It was 

that home in which the Father nurtured Jesus, held Him, and talked to Him. Its walls 

were made of prayer. The nails that held it together were the precious Words of God 

that sustained Jesus. Even while He hung on the cross, He recited the Words of God. 

That’s the home Jesus and the Father would come and make with you. A home 

constructed of prayer and meditation upon the words of the Shepherd. That’s the 

home in which Jesus was nurtured by the Father. That’s the home in which your Father 

and Creator would nurture you for the sake of His Son whom He gave to redeem you. 

Home is being with God, being held in God’s arms, being talked to by your dear 

Father. That’s the home you desire, the home you long for, the home that nothing, not 

even death, can take from you. “For nothing shall separate us from the love of God 

that is in Christ Jesus our Lord. Not death nor life, not angels nor demons, not the 

present nor the future, not anything in heaven nor anything in hell shall separate us 

from the love of God which is in Christ Jesus.” (Romans 8:38-39) 
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It is the Creator who made you, who brought you forth from the womb, though you 

don’t remember anything from that day. It is the Creator who made you, and it is your 

Creator that you long for. And it is within the home the Creator makes with you that He 

gives you the enjoyment of living. Within the home of prayer and meditation upon 

God’s Word. The home in which God’s nails hold life together. As the writer of 

Ecclesiastes says, “A man can do nothing better than to eat and drink and find 

satisfaction in his work. This, too, I see is from the hand of God, for without Him, who 

can eat or find enjoyment?” (2:24-25) 

Amen 

 


