
Life Interrupted 

Isaiah 2:1-5; Psalm 122; Romans 13:11-14; Matthew 24:36-44

“But nobody knows when that day or hour will come, not the heavenly angels and not the Son.

Only the Father knows. As it was in the time of Noah, so it will be at the coming of the Human One. In

those days before the flood, people were eating and drinking, marrying and giving in marriage, until

the day Noah entered the ark. They didn’t know what was happening until the flood came and swept

them all away. The coming of the Human One will be like that” (Matt 24:36-39 CEB).

This morning’s Gospel speaks of divine intrusion, of a marked break in the orderly progression

of things and a whole new beginning. Is that really the way God is among us?

There has been a lot of press recently about an “atheist” minister who is also the head of a

group who call themselves “progressive Christians.” I am not really happy with the term even though

I’m sure they don’t exactly mean “progressive” in this way, but it sounds like they have progressed

from somewhere else, presumably from more primitive or conservative forms of Christianity to some

more enlightened, “progressive” practice of the faith.

Perhaps more troubling, in light of this morning’s Gospel, the term progressive also implies

that the Christian life is one of orderly, gradual, upward progression, mainly through our own efforts.

Step-by-step, day-by-day we’re getting better and better in every way.

From what I’ve observed as a minister, our lives with God are rarely a matter of orderly

progression, of gradual, upward growth and forward development. As I hear folks relate the

narratives of their lives with God, there seem to be lurches to the left, jerks to the right, or pushes into

places one would not have gone by one’s self.

I’ve heard a common theme in their narratives of conversion—being born again, turned upside

down, shaken up. The common theme goes something like this: I was doing fine, minding my own
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business, just getting by, and then comes God - life interrupted. 

I’m sure, back in the days of Noah, before the cataclysmic flood, many people thought they

were making progress. They were going about their daily lives, trying to eat right, stay fit, forming

healthy relationships with others, getting married or not. 

And then comes God.

I read about a doctor the other day, who was commenting on the current food

fads—macrobiotic, kale, gluten-free, etc. “There’s really no scientific evidence,” he said, “that any of

these measures prolong your life. They may all be healthy eating, and some of them taste good, but

healthy diet alone doesn’t seem to do much to add to your years.”

So why are people so consumed with consuming the “right” food?

“I think it gives folks the illusion of control over their lives. It’s illusory, of course, but still, most

of us seem to need such illusions to make it through the night.”

I’m not taking a stand on the proper diet, but I do af firm that we are indeed frail, fragile

creatures. All of us are terminal. We will, for any of our great human attainments, die, and all whom

we love will die as well. It’s a sombre, sobering truth. Maybe it’s only natural to attempt to bolster

ourselves with illusions of control. We can solve so many of life’s problems on our own, maybe we

can solve the problem of our mortality as well. There was a court case recently about a young girl

who wanted to be cryogenically frozen so that the if a cure for the disease that took her life is ever

found she can be thawed out and cured.

Sad to say, all attempts to achieve eternal life on our own always fail. The wise person learns

not to be surprised by mortality.

Realizing that there will not always be a tomorrow, knowing, really knowing, that our days are

limited, can lead to major changes in our lives. There was a man who was a dedicated, probably
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overly dedicated, head of a booming business. The day he got his stage three cancer diagnosis, he

quit work, cleaned out his desk, walked off the job, and went home to his family. Fortunately, he lived

longer than he first anticipated, more than a decade.

“I’ve never regretted the opportunity that the notice of my impending death gave me to change

my life’s direction. Knowing that your life will one day come to an end can be good motivation to use

your present days to good advantage.”

But I must be clear: that’s not the sort of wisdom Jesus calls us toward in today’s scripture.

Jesus is urging upon us not simply the wisdom that comes from knowing that the daily progression of

life will one day come to an end as a threat in the future, but the wisdom that comes from knowing

that the course of our lives is vulnerable to being disrupted by God.

That’s the truth that Jesus attempts to teach us in this Sunday’s Gospel. On his way to his

end, Jesus speaks of our end.

We get stuck in our ruts. We take comfort in the anaesthetizing routine: get up, go to work,

come home, eat, go to sleep, wake up, go to work, then do it all over again.

And then comes God, life interrupted.

As Jesus says, in “the time of Noah” there were lots of folk who went right on “eating and

drinking, marrying and giving in marriage, . . . until the flood came and swept them all away” (Matt

24:37-39 CEB). In the time of Noah, there were many who went right on with business as usual,

eating and drinking, writing memos, studying in the library for exams, wasting time playing computer

games, washing dishes, going about daily life. The flood caught them unaware, like a thief in the

night, and swept them away.

How trivial all that eating, drinking, lovemaking, childbearing, dissertation writing, and exam

taking appears when viewed under the threat of the great flood! 

3Life Interrupted.ser.wpd



But of course, Jesus isn’t talking about “flood” in the sense of the deluge; he’s talking about

that time when God shows up and everything you were doing seems trivial and inconsequential, and

you’re suddenly set on a new path.

It’s rather scary, these thoughts about the end: “At that time there will be two men will be in the

field. One will be taken and the other left. Two women will be grinding at the mill. One will be taken

and the other left. Therefore, stay alert!” (Matt 24:40-42 CEB).

Because you don’t know what day your life is ending? No, that’s not what Jesus said. “You

don’t know what day the Lord is coming. . . . Therefore, you also should be prepared, because the

Human One will come at a time you don’t know” (Matt 24:42-44 CEB).

There’s a difference between knowing that your life as you know it may end due to your death

and receiving revelation that your life as you know it may end due to the advent of God. 

There’s a difference between living your life every day with sombre thoughts of your impending

death and living your life with potentially transforming insight that at any time in your life, sooner or

later, God might come.

Death is not God, and we ought to give death no sovereignty that belongs rightly to God. What

if our ending and our beginning is in God’s hands, not ours? What if the life we are living is not our

own? What if our lives can be more disrupted by God showing up than our life is disrupted even by a

bad medical diagnosis?

She had at last finished college, the first in her family to do so. Her mother had mentioned law

school; her father urged her to think about a job in business management. She was leaning toward

the law school option and had even taken the law entrance exam and checked out the websites of

two schools. Then one afternoon, at the volunteer tutoring program she worked in two days a week, a

little girl said to her, “You explain things so good. I wish you were my teacher.”
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She said it was like “a light came on in my heart. For the first time I knew for sure what God

wanted me to do with my life.” She is now an elementary school teacher.

Everything moving along just fine; then God showed up, life interrupted. Her life path ended,

and a new path began.

Jesus warns us not to think too much about the present routine. Our lives are vulnerable to

divine advent.

“Therefore, you also should be prepared,” he says, “because the Human One will come at a

time you don’t know.”

He had learned early on, from the prejudices of his parents, to fear and avoid people of other

races. “I kept to my world, and everything was okay as long as they kept to their world,” he said of his

life. “It was the way I was brought up. I didn’t want to harm them, but I didn’t want them to come close

to me either.”

Then he heard a sermon that changed everything. Or more accurately, he heard a sermon

that God used to change everything. The preacher was saying something about Jesus and his love

for everyone, and somehow, some way, God showed up, life interrupted.

“I was jerked up,” was how he later described the experience. “God made me see how I had

been compartmentalizing my life. God showed me that it wasn’t good enough to stay in my world and

let them stay in theirs. The whole world was God’s world. God didn’t expect me just not to hurt people

who weren’t like me; God expected me to love them.”

Our time isn’t ours to spend as we please. In the advent of Jesus Christ, which we celebrate in

this service, God has taken our time from us and made our time God’s time. In Jesus Christ, the

world has ended. Everything we think has enduring value and to which we so ruthlessly

cling—money, human potential, aspirations to run the world on our own, illusions that we can protect
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ourselves by ourselves—gets ripped away by that old thief of a God.

So as you leave this service, as you resume your daily grind, as you go about doing all those

mundane things you do to get along in your life, keep looking over your shoulder. Keep listening for a

knock on your heart’s door. Expect the unexpected. God not only loves you, God knows your name,

has your address, and in the most unlikely of times can show up and rock your world.

You be careful out there. We’ve got the sort of God who doesn’t wait until you unlock

your door, open it, and invite God in. This God will break in like a thief in the night, like a lover

determined to win your love, an insistent friend who just won’t let you drift apart.

This God, according to Christ, likes nothing better than to allow you to go along in your

accustomed rut, following your well-worn path, keeping your regular routine. And then, God shows

up, life interrupted! Thanks be to God! Amen.
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