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The First Reformed Church of Schenectady was founded in 1680. Three flags fly at the back of 
the sanctuary: the East Indies Trading Company, the British Union Jack, and the first flag of the 
United States. The church has existed under these three sovereigns. An early organizing charter 
signed by the King of England hangs at the front of the sanctuary. Part of preparing for worship 
was opening the display case housing that oversized document. 
 
It was hard to be at First Reformed Church and not have some sense of history. You are 
constantly reminded that you are part of a longer story, a deeper river, a moment in the march of 
time. 
 
When we moved to Schenectady I was surprised by all the markers and memorials that point to 
our shared history. Everywhere you looked there were plaques commemorating battles, 
birthplaces, and pivot points in the American story. These markers are so ubiquitous in the east 
that people have plaques in their gardens that read, “At this spot on April 17, 1778 absolutely 
nothing happened.” 
 
Dear friends, we mark time. 

We celebrate anniversaries, remember birthdays, and measure time’s passing. My 
bedside stand holds a collection of journals with each day detailing how far and fast I 
rode or swam or ran. Seems silly, but the older and slower I get the more that history 
seems to matter to me. My office holds binders with the sermons of each year. Seems 
silly or self-serving, but I want an accounting of what I did with my time. 

 
We are time bound creatures. We punch the clock, set appointments, and keep records. We 
watch time, waste time, and work full time. We live in and keep and try to make sense of time. 
Rabbi Abraham Joshua Heschel puts it this way: 
 

The Bible is more concerned with time than with space. It sees the world in the dimension 
of time. It pays more attention to generations, to events, than to countries or things; it is 
more concerned with history than with geography. To understand the teaching of the 
Bible, one must accept its premise that time has a meaning for life which is at least equal 
to that of space; that time has a significance and sovereignty of its own. 

 
How are you marking time this morning? 
As we close one year and begin another how do you attach meaning to time? 
What is your premise about finding meaning in time? 
On this fifth day of Christmas let us think together for few minutes about time…. 
 
 
 



There are two Greek words for time in the New Testament. 
 
The first word is chronos. Think chronological. The sun rises and sets. The seasons change. 
Time ticks forward. We count it with calendars, watches, and personal planners. We mark it with 
liturgical seasons and lectionary readings. We keep track of chronos time. It’s linear. Yesterday 
precedes and tomorrow follows – today. Chronos time is the metronome rhythm upon which we 
build the music of our lives. 
 
Kairos, the second word, has virtually nothing to do with watches, clocks, or calendars. It has to 
do with when the time is right, when the flower will bloom, when the winter will break, when the 
baby will appear. Kairos could care less about the clock. Kairos is more organic, like something 
ripening, like something growing into its time. It is more like what a wise poet once wrote,  
 

A time to be born and a time to die, a time to plant and time to pluck up what has been 
planted, a time to laugh and a time to weep, a time to mourn and a time to dance,… 

 
Kairos has to do with when the time is right. So, for example, the Gospel of Mark doesn’t 
include the story of the birth of Jesus, but when Jesus appears and proclaims the good news of 
God he says,  
 

The time has come. The kingdom of God has come near. 
 
That’s kairos. 
Chronos is at the beginning of Luke’s gospel,  
 

In those days Caesar Augustus issued a decree that a census should be taken of the entire 
Roman world. 

 
That’s the troublesome location of Jesus in a particular time and a particular place in a particular 
set of circumstances – something more than just a fairy tale or fable. 
 
And in our text this morning Paul writes,  

 
But when the set time had fully come, God sent his Son… 

 
It may have happened in chronos, but finally it was kairos. When the right time arrived, Jesus 
was born into time. 
 
Fennetta Stoub, in her mid-nineties and now in hospice care, was born before the Great 
Depression, lived through World War II, married and buried two husbands, and wept at the 
funerals of two of her three children. Yesterday she told me again that she’s ready, wants to die, 
and doesn’t understand why she’s still here. Except that it “must not be my time yet.” She’s 
waiting for what she understands as God’s time…. 

 
 



I’m not sure what to make of that. While there may be a measure of comfort in saying 
that our dying is a matter of God’s timing I wouldn’t suggest to a parent burying a child 
that this loss was on God’s clock. That we’re just cogs in some manner of divine-timer 
waiting for our set day seems a cruel reach. We live with the mystery of a sovereign God, 
a broken world, and the unfolding of time…. 

 
However, an essential hope of the Christian faith is that time (history) moves forward 
(chronologically) toward a God-intended fulfillment. We trust in an ending that belongs to God. 
But, the ripening or arrival of that time is God’s business, not ours. When God would act, break 
in, or be born among us is God’s doing, God’s timing. 
 
And all of that is to say, that in a few days, the ball will fall, we’ll flip the calendar over, and kiss 
at midnight – or 11:00 because we live in CST. Babies will be born, parents will pass, children 
will grow, administrations will change, churches will open and close, and we’ll number our days 
in a new year. We’ll continue our chronos march and we’ll long for kairos. We’ll long for some 
sense of God’s inbreaking. Maybe wisdom is knowing when the time is Kairos. 

When the time is ripe to let go. 
 When the time is right to keep silence. 
 When the time is full to forgive a hurt. 
 When the time is born to speak. 
 When the time is open to change. 
 When the time is ready to rest. 
 When God is breaking in… 
 
Maybe the best we can muster is living in chronos, while we wait and hope and pray for eyes to 
see kairos moments. Does that seem too mushy and mystical? I hope not… 
 
Dear friends, may we learn anew that just as Jesus was born in the fullness of time, so to God 
will meet us in those ripe, hope-full, kairos moments. For in Christ our lives are held by the 
Eternal. And the gift of life in Christ is not time measured by a cosmic-chronological-calendar 
clicking off time forever and ever, amen…. The gift is an awareness of kairos abundance, here 
and now. 
 
This is my 18th year at Hope. That may feel eternal to you, it often feels like 18 months to me. 
You’d think I’d have this preaching thing figured out by now…. 
 
I know two substantial markers in the passing of these years. 
 
One is the birth of babies. When this chancel was stuffed with children two weeks ago during the 
children’s pageant I was standing in the back-corner wiping tears out of my eyes. It is an 
immeasurable gift to see these children come into this world and be part of their growing. 
Thanks be to God. 
 
 
 



But, the second marker is the death of Hope folks. I recently read a list of those who died in the 
last ten years and it felt like wading into a holy space. How will they be remembered? Who will 
say their names? In the passing of time, in chronos, how will their intersection with kairos be 
remembered? 
 
Part of what we do together is remember and grieve loved ones. We proclaim their belonging to 
God and mark their passing into glory. And I found it helpful to think of time not as linear but as 
something whole – as a whole that includes us, as a whole that includes those we loved who have 
passed on, as a whole that God holds. Debra Rienstra puts it this way: 
 

I like to believe that all of history, past and future, all those lives recorded and 
unrecorded—all is held at once in the mind of God. What a deep mystery that is. I cannot 
know much of the past or any of the future. I can only hope to stretch my perspective as 
I’m given the capacity, and meanwhile look for my next moment, do the next right thing, 
resolve as best I can the troubles of the day, which are, as ever, sufficient. 

 
So, dear friends, I’ve asked Jim Sluis and Sheryl Wiers to read the names of those of Hope who 
have passed away in the last ten years. As they do so may you remember and celebrate God’s 
faithfulness in time. If you don’t know any of these dear souls may you use this time to 
remember those whom you loved and who are held by God. For…. 
 

…when the set time had fully come, God sent his Son… 
 
Thanks be to God. 
Amen. 


