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“Come and Stay at My Home”
Acts 16:14 May 26, 2019

I wish I had more of Lydia’s conviction. 

This modest dealer of purple dye, worshiper of God, 
recently baptized, and faithful listener of God’s Word 
exemplifies the kind of conviction we must have when 
welcoming the stranger into our intimate spaces. 

We all have these intimate spaces. They are the places 
in which we find shelter and protection, warmth and 
love, creativity and discernment. These intimate spaces 
are so unique because they are carefully selected based on 
personalities and what we like the most. Perhaps it is your 
office space at work; or the corner with all the windows in 
the public library; or your man-cave in the basement of 
your house; or your favorite state park in the country; or 
even your most beloved pew here at the church. 

These intimate spaces represent the location in which 
we feel most alive. We visit these places because we need 
to be reminded of all the goodness that is around us - of all 
the goodness that God has given us through these tangible 
experiences. And because of this encounter with goodness, 
positivity, and peace in these spaces, we are able to let our 
guards down and be who we really are. We don’t have to 
act in a certain way or meet the expectations of society by 
trying to be something that we are not. In these intimate 
spaces, we have the freedom to simply be ourselves - that 
person that we have always meant to be.

In these spaces, we have the freedom to enjoy the moment 
and savor God’s goodness in our lives. 

That is why they are so important to us. 

That’s why we give a tremendous emotional value to these 
intimate spaces.  

I have only been in Indianapolis for about ten months, so 
I am still trying to find this intimate space within the city. 
I have a couple of choices in mind: I really enjoy running 
in the West Clay neighborhood around all those lakes and 
pretty green areas; but I also really like writing sermons on 
my desk at home since it faces this big window allowing me 
to see the birds that come and chat on the trees. 

But the place that I remember the most growing up 

was actually during my time in High School. I went to a 
Presbyterian boarding school down south in the Texas 
valley, and as a boarding school, of course I was required 
to share a room with at least one more guy and that room 
would be connected to another room through a bathroom. 

Obviously, there was no sense of privacy at this school. 

And as an introvert I needed to have an intimate space 
just for me; a place where I could retreat and find goodness 
again. As someone who loves nature and wildlife, the stables 
at the school became that place for me. And yes, of course 
we had a ranch inside the school - it’s Texas! 

At first, no one wanted to work there with the animals 
because it was too hard and too messy - so, it was just me 
and a couple of other guys. I was able to just be myself and 
enjoy the goodness of the space. 

But then, during my second year, the school announced 
that if you helped taking care of the animals, you’d get a 
stipend. Naturally, this meant that a lot more students now 
wanted to work at the ranch. It became crowded; it became 
louder; it became obnoxious and tiresome. My favorite 
place was ruined. This intimate space now belonged to a 
whole bunch of strangers - other students that I didn’t even 
know or didn’t like very much. 

I wish I had known how to have Lydia’s conviction. 

I wish I would’ve had this sense of sharing and welcoming 
other students into this space that was so dear and special to 
me. I wish I had known how to be better. 

Right there is the main issue about our intimate spaces: 
we don’t really know how to welcome others into these 
places. Since these spaces are so dear to us and contain so 
many pieces of who we are, we become unwilling to open 
up and share them with others. It is really hard to share an 
intimate space with someone else - and that even includes 
the people that we know and love. 

Perhaps this race weekend you are welcoming old friends 
or family members at your home. After all, this is the most 
important weekend in Indianapolis, right? Such visits bring 
us joy and excitement. We get to do fun things, eat delicious 
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food, and have a great time creating new memories.  For 
those days, you are willing to open your home, provide 
them with a nice place to sleep, cook them meals, and share 
with them many of your favorite things.

They are your friends. They are your family. Of course, 
you want to be hospitable to them. You want to offer as 
much comfort and warmth as we can. And of all that is great 
for the two or three nights that they are staying with you.

Unfortunately, this conviction starts to fade away as 
the days go by. After spending some quality with friends 
and family, we start to realize that perhaps it is time us or 
them to go back home. When differences begin to rise, this 
great time together starts to transform into a somewhat 
uncomfortable and stressful situation. It may seem that we 
are great at being hospitable and welcoming but only for a 
little while. In the long run, our likes and dislikes get in the 
way of harmony and fellowship. 

That shows how hard it is to share intimate spaces - how 
hard it is to be vulnerable and friendly even with the people 
that we love. It is hard to open ourselves up for more than 
just a moment. 

We want to be hospitable. We ant offer a great welcoming 
experience to our friends and family. We want to share this 
piece of who we are with them because we love them. But 
what about the people that we don’t really like? Or the 
people we don’t really know? 

Perhaps we don’t have the same conviction towards them. 

Perhaps we need more of Lydia’s conviction. 

A few years ago, my grandfather invited one of his first-
year seminary students to stay at our house for the summer 
break. This student was an orphan. He didn’t have any 
family close by and did not have any plans for the summer. 
He was kind of worried about where he was going to stay 
for those couple of months. So, my grandfather offered him 
a place to stay and a place where he could have a meal. Of 
course, my grandfather didn’t really ask us about how we 
felt about that invitation. One morning he just showed up 
with this student and told us about his plan great for the 
summer. And surely, we were caught by surprise. 

As you can imagine, at first it was very, very difficult. 
We didn’t really know what he liked or disliked. We didn’t 
know what kind of food he preferred or how friendly he 
would be. He was a stranger in our home. But after the first 
couple of weeks, once we started to know each other better 
by sharing stories, we began to create a friendship - my 

whole family and him. We would watch movies together. 
We would play soccer with other kids from the block. He 
would help us in the garden and even share with us some of 
his cooking with us. 

After a few weeks, he was no longer a stranger, but rather 
a familiar guest. 

My grandfather had that kind of conviction - Lydia’s 
conviction. He knew that hospitality meant extending to 
strangers a quality of kindness usually reserved for friends 
and family. He welcomed him into our home not based on 
how much he knew him or based on how much he liked 
him as a student or as a person. My grandfather welcomed 
him because he was faithful to God’s calling. Like Lydia, 
he knew that worshipping God included sharing his most 
valuable, his most favorite, his most intimate space - which 
on this case was his home.  

But to have that kind of conviction, it takes courage. 

Lydia welcomed Paul and his disciples into her most 
intimate space. She trusted them despite the fact that 
Christianity was being persecuted by the Empire. She 
offered them a place to stay in a foreign land despite the 
fact that she was just a dealer of purple dye. She could have 
hesitated about the credentials or the personalities of Paul 
and his people. But she chose not to. Instead, she remained 
faithful to God’s calling.  

She extended to strangers a quality of kindness usually 
reserved for friends and family. 

Here at Second Presbyterian Church, we have chosen 
to have Lydia’s conviction and courage as we welcome the 
stranger into this intimate space. Through our participation 
in the Interfaith Hospitality Network, we are able to open 
our facilities for a week four times a year to families who 
don’t have a home. As a church, we don’t really know much 
about these people before they come and stay us. Yet, we 
offer such kindness and such warmth welcome to each 
person. We provide them with various delicious meals - 
mostly cooked by our volunteers. We try our best to get 
to know them during our daily encounters - while driving 
the van in the morning or when staying overnight. We play 
with the young ones even if it is snowing outside - I have 
been a witness to that. 

We offer the same quality of kindness usually reserved 
for friends and family. As part of a community of faith, we 
know how to welcome the stranger into this our intimate 
spaces. We have witnessed such hospitality through this 
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church or through other people. We are aware that part of 
our calling as Christians is to extend kindness and goodness 
to all people.  

But, are we, individually capable of sharing our intimate 
spaces with strangers?

Do we have the conviction to share our intimate spaces 
with all people, even those that we don’t really know much 
about or those that we don’t like as much? 

I hope each one of us holds on to Lydia’s conviction. 

The conviction to open up our homes regardless of the 
inconvenience.

To share our desk at work with the coworker that we are 
not friends with.

To invite other people to go hiking to our favorite state 
park even if we don’t get to hike as much as we wanted.

The conviction to listen to each other’s stories without 
any prejudice or hostility.

To say hi and show kindness to the new family sitting 
next to us in the pew this morning. 

To welcome all despite our differences, backgrounds, 
race, and personal agendas.

So, are we ready to show that kind of conviction? 

Are we ready to say: “If you have judged me to be faithful 
to the Lord, come and stay at my home” 

Amen.


