
Hunkered Down 

Homilies – Work 

 

ENan and I have a 

sort of love/hate 

relationship with our 

yard.  We have 

nearly an acre of 

yard that is filled 

with trees, shrubs 

and seasonal 

flowers.  In the 

spring and summer, 

we sit in the yard 

and talk about how 

much we enjoy the 

privacy and the 

beauty of our yard.  In the fall, we discuss how nice it would be to live in a 

townhouse where someone else tends the property. 

This week we have been trimming hedges that kind of got away from us 

over the summer.  We started raking leaves – a process that lasts into 

February.  And then we had to pick up the leaf piles and carry them to the 

woods.  (It’s either that or pray for a strong wind to blow them into our 

neighbor’s yard.) 

Since the work never seems to really get finished, we decided we need to 

set a “quittin’ time.”  In the church I served in the Piedmont, there was an 

old farmer who used to take me fishing and wood splitting (not on the same 

day.)  I never asked how long we were going to fish.  However, after 

several hours of splitting and hauling wood, I asked, “When is quitting 

time?”  My friend spit out a stream of tobacco juice – barely missing my feet 

– and said in his full Southern drawl, “My Daddy always said you work ‘til 

the sun goes down.”  Over the years, ENan and I have subconsciously 

adopted his work ethic and so we labored until the sun went down.  “Thank 

you, Jesus, for Eastern Standard Time!” 



Most of us grew up with a pretty good “work ethic.”  What we don’t seem to 

have learned as well is a “rest ethic.”  We have forgotten that God built time 

for rest into the structure of Creation by setting aside the seventh day.  

Jesus understood rest.  Sometimes, when things got really busy, Jesus 

would slip off from the crowds.  His disciples would find him sitting on the 

side of a mountain, just chilling.  Jesus issued this beautiful invitation to 

those who wanted to follow him, “If you are tired from carrying heavy 

burdens, come to me and I will give you rest.”  (Matthew 11:28)   

The Bible says there are trees in the City of God but “their leaves will not 

wither nor their fruit fail.” (Ezekiel 47:12)  No falling leaves to rake?  That 

sounds like heaven to me! 

 

 

 


