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"HURRY UP AND WAIT"

TEXT: Matthew 24;44 "Therefore, you also must be ready; for the Son
of Man is coming at an hour you do not expect."

For many people, this next week or two may seem like a kind of
twilight zone, one major holiday behind us and the next one not yet
here. That beautiful brown turkey is now, in many houses, only an ugly
skeleton waiting for the trashmen. The final plate of turkey hash has
been consumed, and the turkey soup is safely stored away in the freezer
for a later date. And though we are regularly reminded by the adver
tising industry that there are only twenty-seven shopping days till
Christmas, most of us are not yet ready to deal with that. Psychologi
cally, as well as chronologically, we are between holidays. For the
moment, at least, we are waiting.

As a matter of fact, this church has done a great deal of waiting
in recent months. Waiting to say those very difficult good-byes to
Norm and Muriel Ream. Waiting to find out who Norm's successor was
going to be. Waiting to find out what my family and I would be like.
And now, waiting still, as all of us wonder how long it will be before
we are at full staff again and what the new associate ministers will
be like.

But, if you stop to think about it, God's people have always
been waiting. The Jews in Egypt waiting for a Moses. And again in
Babylon, waiting to go home to Palestine. The post-Exilic Jews waiting
for the Messiah. And Christians and Jews alike waiting throughout the
Christian era for God to complete His work of judgement and salvation.
For some, the long delay has become unbearable. They have grown so
tired of waiting they just can't wait any longer. They say that God
is dead—or that He never existed. They take refuge in materialism,
or communism, or that abandonment to the life of pleasurable sensation
we call hedonism. As a matter of fact, they will do almost anything
but wait. And so life becomes busy, even frantic. But it also becomes
more and more empty. Empty—because, in a very real sense, it is wait
ing that gives life meaning.

We see this graphically portrayed in Samuel Beckett's play, Waiting
for Godot. Throughout this drams, two men, Vladimir and Estragon, sit
on stage, waiting for Godot. At first, they are enthusiastic and animated.
They are sure that Godot will come any minute now. After all, he had
said he would come. And they believe him. But as the play continues,
they become less and less certain. And as they become less certain,
they become less and less animated, less and less purposeful. Finally,
at the end of the play, they no longer speak of waiting. They sit.
They prattle aimlessly and foolishly. They do not even have sense of
purpose enough to go. They talk about it. "Perhaps we should go," one
of them says. "Yes," replies the other, "perhaps we should." But they
do not move. And in the end, the curtain comes down with the two of
them still sitting there muttering nonsense.

I am not sure what Beckett intended to convey. But I know what his
drama says to me. It reminds me that life, the Christian life, takes its






