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When I’d first started coming to the church I couldn’t even 
stand up for half the songs because I’d be so sick from co-
caine and alcohol that my head would be spinning, but these 
people were so confused that they’d thought I was a child of 
God... 

...Anyway, after I introduced Sam to them and sat down on 
my doughnut seat in the front row with Peg, I really got into 
the service.  The baby was sound asleep in my arms, and I 
stood for the first hymn feeling very adult - an actual mother, 
for God’s sake, only to discover that the doughnut seat was 
stuck to my bottom, and milk was absolutely pouring out of 
my breasts. 

I was not secure enough to hold the baby with one hand, so I 
was cradling him in my arms and couldn’t free up either hand 
to pull the doughnut seat off. 

So I stood there bent slightly forward, warbling away, with my 
butt jutting out and ringed by the plastic dough-
nut.”  (Operating Instructions, pgs 12 - 28) 

Jesus says to the most unlikely: 

A despised tax collector.  A recovering junkie or perfection-
ist.  A lonely executive. 

You.  I mean you.  Quit hiding! 

I choose you.  Welcome me into the house of your soul and 
being.   

 
I’m coming to your house today  
 
 
Amen 

 

 
     



 

Somehow - and this surprises her more than anyone - in her most 
low times before her pregnancy, she had stumbled upon a church 
and had heard the invitation to come down from her tree of isola-
tion and she did.  And her life changed. 

So the piece of her book I want to share tells of how it was when 
she brought her son Sam to church for the first time.  Lamott 
speaks: 

“For the last twenty-some years, I have tried everything in some-
times suicidally vast quantities - alcohol, work, drugs, food, excite-
ment, good deeds, popularity, men, exercise, and just rampant 
compulsion and obsession - to avoid having to be in the same 
room with that sense of total aloneness.  And I did pretty well, alt-
hough I almost died... 

...all that pain brought me up against that horrible, hateful truth - 
that there wasn’t anything outside myself that could heal or fill me 
and that everything I had been running from and searching for all 
my life was within. 

 
So I sat with those things for a while, and the wounds began to 
heal... 

...the first Sunday after Sam’s birth, I kind of limped in with my 
friend Peg beside me.  I was holding Sam and she was holding my 
little inflated doughnut seat, and everyone was staring joyfully and 
almost brokenheartedly at us because they love us so much. 

I walked, like a ship about to go down, to a set in the back.  But the 
pastor said, Whoa, whoa, not so fast - you come up here and intro-
duce him to his new family.  So, I limped up to the little commun-
ion table in front of the half circle of folding chairs where we sit, 
and I turned to face everyone.  The pain and joy were just over-
whelming.  I tried to stammer “This is my son,” but my lip was 
trembling, my whole face was trembling, and everyone was crying. 

It is no wee thing, this story of Zacchaeus.  Zacchaeus is more than 
his stature.  As we enter the story of his encounter with Jesus, it is 
important for us to know that to his neighbors, Zacchaeus was 
despised and judged and not fit for any polite company.  Why is 
this? 

Zacchaeus was a tax collector and he collected taxes on behalf of 
a hated occupier - Rome.  And he was, scripture tells us, a rich tax 
collector and all who encountered him knew he had sold out to 
the occupiers and all who encountered him knew by his life style 
that he was rich because he was profiting from the misery and 
want of his neighbors. 

And so Zacchaeus lived.  Rich in things and poor in spirit. But on 
that long-ago day something called Zacchaeus to be present to 
the possibilities he sensed in Jesus.  Why did he literally go out on 
a limb to be in the presence of Jesus? 

Well, why are we here today? 

Somewhere in our soul is a place that knows the way of loneliness 
and somewhere in our soul is a place that wants full and total wel-
come and a rest from the constant carping we do at ourselves and 
surely a rest from the nasty slugfest that is this election and this 
fear-clenched nation so instead of staying in bed this morning we 
got up and decided that we want to be in the company of Jesus 
and the people of Jesus. 

Every time we walk into a church or into intentional time with 
God, we are going out on a limb.  Truly. 

Anne Lamott is one of my favorite go-to theologians.  She makes 
no bones about naming her times of feeling and acting like Zac-
chaeus before his encounter with Jesus. 

In her book “Operating Instructions” she tells of how it is she is 
raising her son as a single mom.   



 

 



 

 


