
 
 

 If you were here last week, you heard that the word “apocalypse” comes from the 
Greek word which literally means “lifting the veil.” Today, we are encountered by a text 
from the Book of Revelation, which is titled, in the Greek, “Apocalypsis.” The fact that 
this word was rendered from Greek to English as “Revelation” helps us to understand a 
bit more about what it means. 
 
 John, in exile on the island of Patmos, sees a vision. As anyone who has ever read 
this letter knows, it is a strange and troubling vision, on the surface of things. There are 
dragons, and the four horsemen of the apocalypse, a lake of fire, lots of swords, and, yes, 
the Battle of Armageddon, the one that ends it all. It is these images, and many others, 
that lead most people to avoid the letter altogether. 
 
 Another reason for avoiding the letter is the way it has been misused by the church 
over the centuries. Pastors and so-called prophets have read it as a blueprint for the end of 
days, the end times, and have tried to decipher its various numbers and symbols as 
containing clues for when to know Christ is coming. I remember Mikhail Gorbachev, the 
leader of the then Soviet Union, being mentioned in a sermon as possibly being the anti-
Christ spoken of in Revelation. Why? Because he had a birthmark on his forehead that 
this pastor had decided was the mark of the beast. He convinced his followers of the truth 
of his calculations, and even put a date on the event when Gorbachev would launch 
nuclear bombs and thus begin Armageddon. What came instead was the fall of the Soviet 
Union and the tearing down of the Berlin Wall. I never heard from that pastor again. 
 
 So, I can see why people are inclined to ignore Revelation. But I think doing so is a 
mistake, because it was written ultimately not to predict the end of time, but to reveal that 
time itself belongs not to us, but to God. It is God who holds our days, who is our Alpha 
and Omega, the beginning and the end, and it is God who, after our end, after the end, 
does not end, and will take us to God’s very self.   
 
 Our time, the times we keep by the clock, marches on and measures our days. The 
Greeks had a word for that kind of time. They called it “chronos,” which is where we get 
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the word, “chronology.” When you want to know the chronology of something, you are 
looking for what happened and when. It is the tick tock of the clock, the turning of the 
pages of the calendar, the measuring out of the school year (freshman, sophomore, junior, 
senior), the keeping time of birthdays, the milestones (21, 30, 40, 50, 70, 90), the year 
you were married, the year you had you first child, the year you retired, the year you 
moved. Chronos. Tick tock.  
 
 And, if we are honest, chronos is the time we’d often like to stop. I’ve been here 
long enough now that children I baptized as infants are in high school, and people who 
were in middle and high school when I came here I have presided at their weddings and 
baptized their children. When people ask me how I feel about that, I say I’m happy for 
them, but I feel old. Tick tock.  
 
 And I have a granddaughter, and another on the way. Every time we video-chat 
with her she seems different, because she is. She’s at that age where every day brings 
new growth, new words, new everything. Tick tock. 
 
 I went for my physical the other day, and I think it was the first time I heard my 
doctor say, in response to some ailment I was conveying, “Well, at your age…” I know 
him well enough to say, “You shut your mouth, you’ve got eight years on me at least.” 
But it’s true. For all of us. Tick tock. 
 
 And chronos is what seems to rule our lives. Our calendars fill up with so many 
things, most of them quite good, leaving little time for anything else. Especially this time 
of year, it seems every minute of every day is filled. I was talking with someone recently 
who said she was tempted the other day to delete her calendar from her phone. “I had my 
finger hovering over the delete button,” she said. I asked why in the world she would do 
something like that. It just feels like I’m overwhelmed all the time with all that is 
demanded of me, my family, my work. I just want to hit delete and start over. Or at least 
pause.” Tick tock. 
 
 And chronos rules our world. I read a couple of papers on line every day. You can 
feel the clock in a visceral way reading the news. One election ends and already they are 
talking about the next one. A report comes out saying climate change is proceeding at a 
pace that will decimate our economy and the lives of our children and grandchildren. As 
soon as an event in the world happens, we know it right away, and we can predict the 
responses, everyone racing to their respective corners, and no one listening as everyone 
talks. All the while, people in this country and around the world suffer from poverty, 
hunger, natural disasters, and disease. It seems every day while I read I feel like nothing 
changes. Tick tock. 



 But this is precisely what John is writing about. This is his revelation, his lifting of 
the veil. The vision he is granted is that while chronos is marking time, underneath the 
veil is another time. Call it God’s time. The Greeks had a word for this kind of time as 
well. They called it “Kairos.” It was fullness of time. It was time that takes you out of 
chronos and lifts you to time that is full of meaning, that is eternal, that is full of life and 
love. God’s time is occurring, writes John, just beneath the surface of things. God is at 
work, always and everywhere. God is beyond the tick tock of chronos. 
 
 Revelation was written during a time of deep persecution of the church by the 
emperor Nero. It was a time when Christians were routinely and brutally killed because 
of their faith in Christ. The Caesars were referred to as the rulers of the kings of the earth. 
When John refers to Jesus as the “faithful witness,” it is a direct reference to what was 
happening to Christians. The word “witness” in the Greek is “martyr,” and that is what 
Christians were being called to do, as their witness to Christ cost them their lives. Jesus 
as the first-born of the dead was a proclamation that death does not get the last word. And 
Jesus as “ruler of the kings of the earth” proclaimed that Caesar, with all his apparent 
might, was not the true king. Christ was king, a king who proclaimed peace, a king who 
laid down his life, and a king who even now was bringing to birth a realm of grace. 
 
 This is what John sees beneath the veil. This is his apocalypse, his revelation, and 
ours.  
 
 God is at work. Beneath the tick tock of chronos, there is another time at work. We 
catch glimpses of it, we can also see beneath the veil. Kairos time can bring meaning to 
our chronos days, can infuse them with indescribable joy, immense peace, profound love. 
The one who is and was and is to come is the one we worship this day, is the one who 
holds our time, all time, in God’s hands. 
 
 We recognize God’s time beneath our own as we mark the calendar in the church. 
While the chronos world is covered in the trappings of Christmas, encouraging busyness 
and consumption, we light the candles of Advent, preparing for the One who comes and 
redeems our time. Amid New Year’s toasts in chronos time, we reflect on the baby in the 
manger, and the magi’s journey to greet him, the true king. When the days get longer and 
the pastels of spring call us to new sports seasons and spring breaks, we fast and pray in 
Lent, listening for God’s call to deepen our walk of faith, and we break out the 
instruments to gloriously proclaim death does not get the last word, that at the end of 
chronos, a gloriously full Kairos time awaits. And while we begin the days of summer, 
attending graduations, marking commencements into chronos, we put on red and 
celebrate the Holy Spirit, knowing that the Spirit accompanies us, inspires us, comforts us 
through the days of Ordinary time.  



 The church lays one calendar over the other, the Kairos over the chronos, to 
remember this story, the story that lies underneath all our stories, is still being told, in 
each generation, and that it is eternal.  
 
 Tick tock. Yes, the clock still moves. We all get older. We grieve so many 
passages as we live. And yet, amid the ticking of the clock, another calendar lies under 
the veil. God is at work. Christ is king, and no other.  
 
 When I was a young pastor in Memphis, it fell to me at the end of a Christmas Eve 
service to deliver a fruit basket to one of the shut-ins of the church. I wanted nothing 
more than to be with my little family, but it appeared that’s what everyone else wanted as 
well that dark night, and I was the pastor, and the fruit basket had to be delivered. I set 
out reluctantly, intending nothing more than to knock, hand over the basket, and leave.  
 
 The woman was originally from Germany and spoke in very broken English. She 
had absolutely no family and had not been able to attend church in so many years that 
hardly anyone remembered her. I knocked on the door. It took a while for her to get to the 
door. She opened it, and, seeing me bearing the fruit basket, she exclaimed, “Oh, it is so 
good to see you Pastor! Is that for me? What a wonderful gift! Thank you. I was just 
watching a Christmas program. Could you stay for coffee and some fruit and watch for a 
moment?” 
 
 The answer was no, in my head. But something about her gratitude and hospitality 
beckoned me in. She was watching the Mormon Tabernacle Choir on a small television. 
We sat in her spare living room with strong coffee and strawberries, and she cried as they 
sang “Joy to the World.” Let earth, receive her king. And there, in that Kairos moment, 
we did. Let it be so for us again today. Let us receive our king. Amen. 


