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He grew up in the church, went to Christian schools from kindergarten through college, and went 
on to get a graduate degree. He did all the right stuff: church (twice on Sundays), catechism, 
youth group, and singing in the choir. He studied the Bible, served on committees, married a nice 
church lady, and together they raised their kids as he’d been raised. But now in his early 
seventies, he’s got more questions than answers and has kind of given-up on the church. He 
thinks he could be Buddhist – he likes meditation. And being quiet on the water, or looking up 
into the heavens, is where he finds peace or God or something….  
 
He asked me what I hold on to.  
He said,  
 

I gave up on all the doctrines that used to seem important. I used to be so certain – not 
anymore. I don’t know what I believe. What do you still believe? 
 

It was early on a Monday afternoon, in the middle of a pandemic, I didn’t anticipate the 
discussion or the question. It felt like I needed to give an accounting of the hope that is in me.  
 
What would you say?  
What do you hold on to? 
What do you still believe?  
 
I told my friend that I believe, long for, hold out hope that all manner of things will be made 
well. I believe that God in Christ will come again to renew, restore, and reclaim creation to the 
shalom of God. I believe that love wins. That hope seems essential to me….  

 
It often seems like the dark overwhelms the light, and it’s easy to be cynical and despairing, but I 
need to believe that finally and fully all that is bent will be made straight, all that is broken will 
be healed, and all the injustice and horrors of this world will be put to rights – by God in Christ.  
 
Is that just wishful thinking for a happy ending?  
 
I guess I could have answered his question about belief with something about the nature of 
scripture, the mystery of the incarnation, or the meaning of the resurrection, but the answer I 
offered was about the apocalypse.... 
 
We’ve come to think of “apocalypse” as referring to the end of days. We tend to think of it as 
creation’s last dark and damning chapter when the lights will go out and there’ll be hell to pay – 
  

The sun will be darkened, and the moon will not give its light; 
 the stars will fall from the sky and the heavenly bodies will be shaken.  
 



But, the word (apocalypse) comes from a Greek compound and it meant uncovering or revealing. 
Over time it took on a more negative connotation, but its etymological root is about revelation, 
it’s about that which is uncovered.  

And, scripture is ripe with revelation, including passages about what’s to come. Our text 
this morning is part of that apocalyptic literature – uncovering a picture of the future.  

  
A little context…. 
Jesus and his disciples are in Jerusalem when one of them, gobsmacked by the temple, comments 
on the size and beauty of the stones. But, Jesus responds, 
 
 Not one stone here will be left on another; every one will be thrown down. 
 
The disciples have no idea what to make of that. The temple was at the heart of what they 
believed; it was the center of their hope…. 

So later on, when they’re alone on a slope that overlooks the temple, the disciples ask 
Jesus what he meant. And Jesus answers with a “little apocalypse.” He reveals what’s to 
come. Jesus says,  

 
Watch out… when you hear of wars and rumors of wars, do not be alarmed. Such things 
must happen, but the end is still to come. Nation will rise against nation, and kingdom 
against kingdom. There will be earthquakes and famines. These are the beginning of 
birth pains.  

 
Our text this morning is the last part of that apocalyptic picture. 
 
When Mark picks up his pen to write his gospel Jesus is long dead, resurrected, and ascended. 
The first followers of Jesus, living under the thumb of the Roman Empire, are at a loss for what 
to do. This is not how they anticipated things turning out. This is not the future that they were 
hoping for….  

Therefore, Mark includes this speech of Jesus as way to encourage those early believers 
to wait and watch for the coming of the Son of Man.  

The language is metaphorical and colorful,  
the images are unsettling and frightening,  
the timing is mysterious and ultimately unknowable,  
but the essential hope is that God is coming.  
So, wait, watch, believe, hold on, for the dawning of a new day…. 

 
Therefore, keep watch because you do not know when the owner of the house will come 
back – whether in the evening, or at midnight, or when the rooster crows… 

 
As it turns out, there are only two places in the New Testament where a rooster appears. Our text 
is one of those references, the other is in Peter’s denial of Jesus on the night of his betrayal and 
arrest – a story in the very next chapter in Mark.  
 
 
 



Now. I don’t know if there’s a connection…  
But, in our text Jesus urges Peter and the other disciples to wait and watch, because for 
all they know, a moment of apocalypse, a moment of unveiling, could happen at any time 
– like a rooster crowing in the dead of night.  

And, who knows what Peter heard or held onto, but just a few nights later, after 
he waffled, wavered, and seemingly gave up on what he believed, a rooster 
crowed and it’s entirely plausible that just then Peter remembered this admonition 
of Jesus.  

 
As one theologian puts it:  

 
Peter did not need to live to see the final day of judgment. That moment, 
that cry of that rooster, was his apocalypse, his encounter with the living God. What he 
perhaps thought was a long way off when Jesus first talked about it, turned out to be far 
closer, far more pressingly urgent, than he guessed. As it turns out, any and every crying 
of the rooster is a moment potentially full of God. 

 
Dear friends, what do you hold on to?  
What do you believe?  
What would you say?  
 
You know, I think my friend at the opening of this meditation imagines belief as intellectual 
ascent to a series of theological propositions. And today he can no longer hold that ascent. Today 
he’s not sure about those propositions…. 
 
But I wonder if belief is actually a matter of trust and practice.  

I often can’t hold or adequately explain a bunch of doctrines. Quite frankly, depravity is 
the only doctrine for which I have proof. But, I trust the end of human history to God in 
Christ. I trust the apocalypse of Jesus that while the stars may fall, our temples come 
down, and creation be shaken, God in Christ will ultimately have the last word – a word 
of mercy, justice, love, and shalom. 

I can’t give you the details of how it will happen. I don’t know the day. Lots of 
days I have more questions than confidence. But, I trust (long for) that coming 
day of God in Christ. I trust that human history is not just random chaos – 
creation careening through space willy-nilly like an untethered balloon losing air. 
Rather, I trust that the rooster will crow, a new day will dawn, and this world will 
be put to rights.  

 
And in light of that foundational trust let us live into practices that help us wait, watch, and work. 
We baptize babies in the deep confidence that they belong to the one who holds history.  
We gather at the table as a foretaste of that coming day.  
We recite the stories of God’s coming in Christ.  
We light candles as a reminder that light will ultimately overcome the dark.  
And we invest, whatever we’ve been given, in the beachheads of God’s coming kingdom – on 
earth as it is in heaven.  

 



That’s all I’ve got.  
For, as Scott Hoezee puts it,  

 
…let’s face it: if the church cannot proclaim and look forward to the second advent of 
Christ, then in all honesty there is precious little sense in making much ado about his first 
advent in Bethlehem. If Jesus is not coming back to make all things new and bring in the 
kingdom he talked about all through his ministry, then any celebration of his birth really 
would be on a par with fantasies about Santa Claus and Rudolph the Red-Nosed 
Reindeer or the generic “holiday spirit” with which people try to get infused every 
December. If Jesus is not the Lord of lords who can come back at the end of history, then 
“Silent Night” has all the charm—and all the meaning—of “Chestnuts Roasting on an 
Open Fire.” 

 
Dear friends, may we watch, wait, bear witness, and work until we hear that rooster crow – for in 
Christ a new creation is being born. 
 
Even so, come Lord Jesus. 
Amen. 


