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But in those days, after that suffering, the sun will be 

darkened, and the moon will not give its light, and the stars will 

be falling from heaven, and the powers in the heavens will be 

shaken. 
  Then they will see ‘the Son of Man coming in clouds’ with 

great power and glory.  Then he will send out the angels, and 

gather the elect from the four winds, from the ends of the earth 

to the ends of heaven. 

From the fig tree learn its lesson: as soon as its branch 

becomes tender and puts forth its leaves, you know that summer 

is near.  So also, when you see these things taking place, you 

know that the Son of Man is near, at the very gates.   

Truly I tell you, this generation will not pass away until all 

these things have taken place.  Heaven and earth will pass away, 

but my words will not pass away. 

But about that day or hour no one knows, neither the angels 

in heaven, nor the Son, but only the Father.   

Beware, keep alert; for you don’t know when the time will 

come.  It’s like someone going on a journey, who when leaving 

home puts slaves in charge, each with a particular task, and 

commands the doorkeeper to be on the watch.  
 Therefore, keep awake— for you don’t know when the 

owner of the house will come, in the evening, or at midnight, or 

at cockcrow, or at dawn, or else the owner may find you asleep 

when he comes suddenly.   

And what I say to you I say to all: Keep awake. 

 

 When I was in the seventh grade I heard a preacher 

guarantee that Jesus would return in less than five years.  Every 

thirteen-year-old at church that day had the same thought:  “I 

will never get to have sex.”   

 The goofiness that surrounds the second coming is 

embarrassing to thoughtful Christians.  The clearest thing Jesus 

ever said was, “No one knows the day or hour.”  Fortunetellers 

have been guessing the day and hour ever since.   



 At the year 1000 a flurry of predictions led Christians to 

sell their homes.  Martin Luther believed the Pope was the 

Antichrist, so he said that he expected Jesus soon.  Christopher 

Columbus thought his explorations would lead to the return of 

Christ.  

 William Miller predicted the Second Coming would take 

place in 1843.  His followers, the Seventh Day Adventists, have 

adjusted their schedule.   

 Charles Taze Russell, the founder of the Jehovah’s 

Witnesses, whose cousin lived at 74 Hicks Street—not sure why 

I know that—predicted the apocalypse would be in 1914.  They 

also have postponed the end of the world. 

 Other than the Bible, the best-selling religious book of the 

1970s was Hal Lindsey’s Late Great Planet Earth.  The author 

predicted that Jesus would return in the next few years.  He used 

profits from the book for a mansion that took three years to 

build.   

 As the year 2000 approached people began finding dubious 

references to Y2K in the Book of Revelation.  The Left Behind 

series made an insane amount of money, even the movie version 

with the kid from Growing Pains.   

 A recent prediction by second coming conspiracy theorists 

was that the eclipse we experienced in August was a precursor 

to the sun, moon, and stars final alignment on September 23, 

but—spoiler alert—the earth did not end two months ago.  

 The silliness surrounding the Second Coming seems as 

outdated as alchemy, carbon paper, and Eli Manning’s career 

with the Giants.   

 But before we pitch it all, we need to remember that while 

many of the answers are foolish, the questions that started it all 

are not:  “At the end, what will be left?  At the end of it all, will 

God be there?” 

 The early Christians believed that the end of the world was 

just around the corner.  The gospel of Mark was written forty 

years after Jesus’ death, just after the Romans destroyed the 



temple in Jerusalem.  Mark writes to tell persecuted Christians 

about how two days before the cross, Jesus told his friends about 

the end of it all.   

 If you were describing the end of time, what kind of 

language would you use?  Would you use scientific language?   

Since the sun is rotating one day the gases within the sun will 

collapse in on themselves.  This will create a super gravity 

situation that will cause an implosion of the gases.  The sun will 

super nova and the first four planets in our solar system will 

burn up.   

 Would you use theological language?  Eschatologically 

speaking, the Parousia, the coming or Advent, will be the 

cessation of history.  The finite will roll into the infinite.  The 

world we know will become compost for the world God has 

been contemplating all along.   

 Or would you use the kind of apocalyptic language Jesus 

used?  When things are at their most horrible, when it is worse 

than we imagined, when the sun does not shine, the moon goes 

black, the stars fall from the sky, and creation falls apart, know 

that God is coming for you.  The whole universe will melt away 

like a dream and something new—something it never entered 

our heads to conceive—will come crashing in.   

 Jesus said that we can know God is coming in the same 

way that a fig tree knows that summer is coming.  The change of 

seasons can be seen in the tree’s softening branches and 

sprouting leaves.  We can feel God’s coming in the softening of 

our hearts.  The signs of God’s coming are not the catastrophes 

that some look for, but the hope that stirs within our spirits.  

 Then Jesus tells a story that gives the disciples insomnia.   

A master goes on a trip and leaves the servants to manage the 

house.  They need to constantly be on the lookout because 

though the master may have marked the date on his calendar, he 

has decided not to share that information.  

 Any teenager who has been left in charge of the house 

knows how good the first few moments feel.  The whole house 



is yours.  You can eat what you want and leave your clothes on 

the floor.  Of course, eventually the work you were given to do 

starts to nag at you.  The dishes pile up.  The plants need to be 

watered.  You have to clean up the mess.  Sooner or later you 

have to get to it. 

 Jesus says, “Pay attention.”  As you pick up the living 

room, listen to hear the front door open.  None of us know when 

the end will come—for us, for those we love, or for the world.   

 Jesus kept saying: “Don’t take anything for granted.   

God could show up any time.”   

 If you fall asleep for fifteen minutes you might miss the 

most important moment of your life.  You might wake up to find 

God standing over you with suitcases in both hands saying, “The 

door was wide open and there were no lights on.  I told you to 

stay awake.”   

 Wake up to whatever life is bringing you.  Wake up to pain, 

if that is what is there for us to wake up to, because we cannot 

be healed until we admit that we are hurt.  Wake up to the love 

we will not let ourselves feel, because we are afraid our hearts 

will break.  Wake up to the future we are so angry about, 

because it is not the one we ordered.  Wake up to the fact that 

we are not the masters, but the servants. Wake up to the job we 

have been given—watching for God.  Wake up and understand 

that what we believe about the future affects the way we live 

each day.   

 When our children are young and we realize they are 

growing up, it does not make us miss the present day.  It makes 

us appreciate it more.   

 When we look for God, we hear the ticking of the clock 

and understand that every minute is filled with the possibilities 

of hope and despair.  Our job is to stay awake to everything that 

life brings us—so that we do not miss God when God comes. 

 What do we do to stay awake?  Pray.  Read a psalm.  Read 

a poem.  Sing.  Dance.  Give something away.  Listen to the 

people you love.  Tell them how much they mean to you.  



Forgive old grudges.  And encourage worried thirteen-year-olds 

that everything will be fine—no matter what.   

 There is something to be said for living every day as if it 

were your last, because some day you will be right.  Believing 

that the end belongs to God breaks the power of the world, and 

fills us with hope.   

 The future is in God’s hands, so it is better to struggle as 

part of a movement that will ultimately succeed than to succeed 

in a movement that will ultimately fail.  (Woodrow Wilson)   

 Riverside Church on the upper west side has a statue of the 

angel Gabriel on the roof.  His horn is lifted to his mouth, ready 

to blow a mighty blast to announce God’s coming.  Day after 

day, Gabriel stands ready.  Warmed by the summer sun, frozen 

by winter sleet, year after year goes by, but no mighty blast—

not even a tentative toot.  The streets below are crawling with 

traffic, lined with apartments and businesses.  There is birth, 

death, love, conflict and a thousand shattered hopes between 

dawn and sunset every day.  To the people on the street—if they 

ever notice the angel—Gabriel must seem silly.   

 And yet, if we look deep into our own hearts, it is not silly 

at all.  We long to be where we truly belong.  Whatever it is that 

is truly home for us, we have never quite gotten there.  Our true 

home lies somewhere else, in a home we have never seen.  We 

hope for an ending beyond what we have experienced.   

 The biggest questions for all of us remain: “To what are we 

heading?  Who will have the final word?  What’s going to 

happen?”   

 God is going to happen.  God is at the end of it all, for you 

and for me.  For all of us. 
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