
“Behold, I tell you a mystery, we will not all sleep, but we will all be changed, in a moment, in 
the twinkling of an eye, at the last trumpet; for the trumpet will sound, and the dead will be 

raised imperishable, and we will all be changed.” 1 Corinthians 15:51-52 
“For this reason also, God highly exalted Him, and bestowed on Him the name which is above 
every name, so that at the name of Jesus every knee will bow, of those who are in heaven and 

on earth and under the earth, and every tongue will confess that Jesus Christ is Lord, to the 
glory of God the Father.” Philippians 2:9-11 

 “And behold, I am coming quickly. Blessed is he who heeds the words of the prophecy of this 
Book…He Who testifies to these things says, ‘Yes, I am coming quickly.’ Amen. Come, Lord 

Jesus.” Revelation 22:7,20 
As I focus this morning on how quickly the second coming of Jesus will be, how announced it will be, 
how public it will be, my mind returns to the stable. Such a quiet, fanfare-less night. In fact, if the 
angels hadn’t made much of it to the shepherds, the only ones greeting Jesus- King of the World- His 
first evening here, would’ve been a couple of scared teenagers who just happened to be His parents. 
Oh, and a few smelly animals.  

The Father gave us His perfect, holy Son. He took on our flesh and blood, our humanity. He felt pain, 
He got hot, He played, He laughed, He cried. He was fully human, born of Mary the same way all 
babies are born. But He was fully God too. The deity of the Godhead was on Him. And. We. Missed. It.  

We make so much of famous people these days. Harley Joy asked me the other day why famous 
people are models for stuff on sale. And while I’m no marketing major, I get it. We will spend our time 
and money on things that we believe will make us like those we like {idolize}, or because they say it’s 
the best stuff. Case in point: I have Paula Deen and Rachel Ray cookware- two TV chef personalities 
whom I enjoy watching and would in some way like to emulate in my kitchen. And I’m not alone. My 
girls want Jo-Jo bows for their hair and would love to sing and dance like Taylor Swift. It reaches all 
ages. But Paula, Rachel, Jo-Jo, and Taylor have never died for mankind and yet, there is still much 
made about them.  

Something is wrong and I know it. Of all the people in all the world worthy to be made much of, Jesus 
deserves undoubtedly to be in the very top spot. He should be the main topic of conversation leaving 
my lips, the One I seek to model my life after, the One I most wanna emulate.  

He never made much of Himself and He knew full well Who He was, Who He still is. The Father sent 
Him quietly, and fully planned His stable birth, His first crib to be a feeding trough for animals, His first 
visitors to be some lowly, outcast shepherds. No pomp. No circumstance. Just the King of the 
Universe coming quietly to invade our world with His humility, His love, His grace, His great rescue 
plan.  

I make no mistake in sharing the verses above- His second coming will be vastly different. Every 
single person will take notice of it. He will be praised and glorified just as He deserves to be. And while 
I’m eager to celebrate His first coming, I’m prayerful that He will create a heart within me that is even 
more eager for His second, and that my life will make much of Him now, as I wait.  

May His presence truly be the greatest gift I receive this season. 


