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Matthew 24:36-44 

December 1, 2019 
 

Grace and peace to you from God our Father, and from our Lord and Savior Jesus 

Christ!  Amen. 
 

The seasons of the year we live in can be a wonderful thing to behold, at least for 
many of us. With some early snowfalls already this year, perhaps we are a bit 
wary of winter “officially” breaking in upon us on the 22nd of the month. Living in 
Iowa, our seasons sometimes seem to blur into one another. Occasionally, a 
warm summer day might give way to something that seems more akin to a brisk 
fall afternoon or vice versa. On rare occasions, we might get an unusual bout of 
thunder snow. Yet, we love it don’t we? Well, I do. 
 

The seasons of the calendar year - spring, summer, fall and winter – each come 
with distinct characteristics. Spring might make us think of gusty winds and 
warmer days. Summer might make us imagine the feel of heat and stifling 
humidity upon our brow. Fall may conjure up warm days giving way to cool 
evenings and mornings and winter…well, let’s just not think about that any 
further at this point. We know all to well what lies in store for us.  
 

There is yet another characteristic of each of these seasons. For one to begin, 
another must end. For the new life of spring to blossom forth, the snowy days and 
sled rides down the hill at the Little Rose Bowl, the frequent unexpected days off 
from school, and the sipping of hot cups of cocoa around the warm glow of 
crackling fire must draw to a close. For autumn drives along a twisty county road 
to view the beauty of glorious colors of reds, yellows, and oranges upon the 
leaves of trees, summer green must fade away. For football games under the 
lights or basketball games in warm gymnasiums or baseball games under the 
summer sun one season must end to move onto the next.  
 

Such is the story of life. Endings give way to new beginnings and beginnings will 
often give rise to endings, even unexpected, unwanted, and painful ones. Yet, in 
all things we, people of faith clothed in the “armor of light” (Romans 13:12) and 
the baptismal garment of Jesus Christ, live in hope. 
 

Amanda and I are living in the reality of an end much too quickly approaching. 
One, which I knew would come, but tried my best to pretend it wouldn’t. Matt, 
our youngest, is now a senior. With each passing day, every basketball game he 
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plays beginning Tuesday night, every promotional college letter or postcard I 
recycle, every day that that draws to a close I know an ending comes closer and 
closer, like an approaching car in the rearview mirror. Yet, I live in hope. Hope 
that a new day will dawn. Hope that this precious, tiny baby I once held tightly in 
my arms and has now become a young man I literally have to peer up will enter a 
new season of growth and transformation. Hope in the assurance he won’t walk it 
alone.  
 

Welcome to Advent! The church season after Pentecost has come to an end and a 
new one breaks in upon us this morning as we prepare yet again for the 
celebration of coming of the Christ child and his eventual return. After a long 
season of ordinary time in which we struggled through some difficult texts in 
Luke’s gospel about the challenges and costs of being one of Jesus’ followers we 
have been longing, hoping for some good news. Waiting for the Jesus of 
comforting words to break into our midst and set everything awry in the world 
right once again. After a tiresome last few days for so many which may have 
included any or all of the following:  cleaning the house, preparing a bountiful 
meal for many, family stress and drama, and of course the shopping so many of us 
embark on as we battle our way through crowds jockeying to get the “must-have” 
Christmas gift, we might come a bit weary this first Sunday of Advent. And so, we 
come for some relief from everything else going on in our lives and for a Jesus 
“pep” talk. Instead, we get yet another apocalyptic text in which Jesus talks about 
his second coming. He gives us an unveiling of what that day will be like and 
truthfully, he gives us no answers other than the fact we will have no idea when it 
will be. 
 

Advent is supposed to be about beginnings. It’s the beginning of a new church 
year after all and yet, on this first Sunday, we get a text, at least on face value, 
about endings. A text in which Jesus says the world as we know it will one day 
come end. Everything we hold onto in this world will be gone. All the powers that 
vie for first place and control will be wiped out. All those items we so desperately 
had to have on Black Friday – gone. All those Thanksgiving leftovers – a thing of 
the past. Everything will come to an end. Solemn news! Perhaps. Good news! 
Perhaps. I suppose it depends on the lenses we are viewing it from. 
 

Endings can be so hard and for most of us we don’t like to think about endings 
because it means we must come face-to-face with difficult good-byes. We must 
acknowledge change is inevitable. Life in our earthly bodies is not one of 
constancy. Endings have a way of forcing us to acknowledge our vulnerability, our 
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fears, and open us up to a host of emotions we would much rather avoid. And 
thus, many of us might initially hear this text as bad news. 
 

Yet, perhaps we might rather put on the lenses of hope and new life posing 
questions such as:  “What now?” or “How might this ending be an opening to 
something new God is doing?” or “What is God unveiling right before our very 
eyes in this new season breaking in upon us?” Perhaps, in doing so we might have 
eyes to see more clearly as Jesus does. We might indeed put on the “armor of 
light” the Apostle Paul encourages the church to adorn itself with. We might be 
equipped by the Spirit with lenses to see endings sometimes have a way of 
birthing new beginnings. We may indeed see apocalyptic texts for what they truly 
are.  
 

Not the doom and gloom many make out to be but rather they are an “unveiling” 
of who God is. This text is certainly about an ending but more importantly it is 
about a beginning. It is a continuation of the season of God unveiled more fully 
through a tiny infant born in a manger that first Christmas. It is a continuation of 
the season of God unveiled yet more fully as that tiny baby grew into a man 
endured a brutal ending high upon a cross and whose dead body was placed in a 
sealed tomb. It is a continuation of the season of God in which that ending gave 
way to a new beginning, an immovable stone gave way to an open door of new 
hope. It is a continuation of the season of God unveiling one marked by light and 
new life in which death no longer has dominion over us. Despair gives way to 
hope! This text is a continuation of the season of God in unveiling and ushering in 
the fullness of God’s kingdom in which Jesus will come again. We need not fear 
this second coming; rather, we anticipate it. We yearn for it! We find hope in the 
promise it will come.  
 

Hope, a gift of the Spirit, is one mark of the “armor of light” the faithful people of 
God choose to put on. Baptismal hope that every ending gives way to a new 
beginning. As we embark on an ending to one church calendar year and the 
beginning of a new one might we take a brief pause in the midst of our time 
together, sit patiently, quietly, breathe deeply and reflect on some of those 
endings in our own lives, in our congregation and the beginnings which God might 
have worked in them revealing, unveiling we are never alone and growing us 
spiritually into a richer and fuller relationship with God opening us up yet again to 
the seasons of God. Might we hope in the assurance Christ has come and Christ 
will come again! Amen. 


