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It’s finally gone.  The old house on the corner of Club Boulevard and Duke.  It was a big two-

story house with relaxed windows and a sagging porch.  It certainly had seen better days.  It 

needed paint. New steps.  Probably a complete rewiring, a new roof, new heating, new plumbing.  

Certainly a do-it-yourself dream or nightmare.  But, it had a look about it.  Something that said it 

had had a good life.  You could just imagine that maybe it once housed a family who planted 

marigolds and petunias every spring and every summer they sat on its porch to catch the evening 

breeze.  Every autumn they raked the leaves and the smell of apple pie filled the rooms of the 

house.  And in the winter garlands dressed its railings and paper snowflakes hung from its 

windows.  But on Wednesday when I drove past, the house was gone.  All that was left was a 

huge mountain of rubble.  All that it had been had disappeared and turned to dust.  I don’t know 

why I felt so sad about it.  I mean, that’s the way things go.  Seasons change.  Time passes.  

Houses fall empty.  They get torn down.  That’s life. 

 

That’s what happens in life.  There are beginnings and endings.  There are plantings and 

harvests.  There are interstates being built and interstates that keep being built.  There are homes 

filled with laughter and houses that are dead silent.  Life keeps moving.  It is an endless cycle.  

For everything there is a season and a time for every matter under heaven.  The verses from 

today’s scripture might be familiar to us.  We have seen it in the world around us.  We might 

have even heard it before.  Now you may not know this, but in 1965, the Byrds used these verses 

from Ecclesiastes in a song called Turn, Turn, Turn.  I guess you know it too.  It’s hard not to 

think of the song.  “To everything, turn, turn, turn, there is a season, turn, turn, turn…”  Life has 

seasons, ups and downs, highs and lows.  Life is continually changing. It’s continually turning.  

And all we can do is hold on.  That’s life. 

 

Though we have heard this litany before about the ever-changing nature of life, we hum the tune 

and move on.  After all, we are human.  We don’t listen.  We are too busy toiling and working 

and making life better.  We make suspension bridges and chewing gum and little forks to stick in 

corn so we don’t get our hands messy.  We have important things to do.  We are driven to 

succeed.  We have purposes.  We have goals.  That’s life. 

 

When my sister and I were young, we used to play a board game called The Game of Life.  On 

the box, it said, everyone’s a winner at the game of life.  But that wasn’t true.  Especially when 

my sister played.  At the beginning of the game you spin to see what your career is.  She had 

calculated exactly how hard to twist the spinner to get it to land on the highest paying job of 

doctor. She had also calculated how to land on every square that said baby boy and baby girl.  

She knew how to manipulate the spinner to land on every payday and to avoid forking over any 

taxes.  She knew how to balance all the little pieces in her car game piece so she could get her 

wealthy, baby-loaded butt over the finish line while I lagged behind on my student salary and 

mortgage payments.  Oh, my sister knew how to play the game. 
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And that’s life.  It’s a game you have to know how to play.  You have to know how to strategize 

and how to survive and how to win. The world makes a pretty good argument that life is about 

having the most.  It’s about crossing the finish line with the Hummer and the house in Aspen, the 

perfect, beautiful, successful children, and the big retirement fund.  It’s about having the friends 

in high places, the heated pool, caviar and cocktails on the yacht.  And, that would be the life. 

 

But most of us would settle for a successful life, a happy life.  A life we can be proud of.  A life 

where we feel like we have enough.  A life where we don’t have to worry.  A life where no one 

is sick and no one is upset and everyone does their job.  Maybe a little snuggling and some 

chocolate now and then.  That would be enough.  That’s a good life. 

 

But somehow it’s not enough.  It’s not enough just to have life.  You seem to have to work at it.  

There’s some sort of trick to having a good one.  And we keep thinking we can plan our way into 

it.  And planning involves analyzing and timing.  If life has seasons, then we will work on hitting 

the right seasons.  We’ll work the system.  We’ll play our cards right.  Like the wise man Kenny 

Rogers once sang about life:  You gotta know when to hold ‘em, and know when to fold ‘em.  

And when the dealin’s done, that’s when you count your money, and calculate your next move. 

That’s life. 

 

Life is about timing.  And there is a perfect time for every matter under heaven.  There is a time 

to buy a house and a time to sell.  A time to stay in your job and a time to get a new one.  A time 

to save and a time to spend.  A time to party and a time to just stay home.  Read the seasons right 

and life will work out.  Play your cards carefully, and you’ll wind. 

 

So we plan and we set goals.  And Life becomes our plans and our goals.  Time simply becomes 

our routine.  And we stop seeing the mystery.  We stop marveling at the joy of jumping in 

puddles.  We stop enjoying a Sabbath day.  We stop wondering at the wonder of life. 

 

Instead, we become managers of a business venture that used to be called life.  We manage our 

schedules and our mortgages and our old water heaters.  And we become experts at managing 

schedules and resources.  We even manage to pretend we have it all together.  We manage to 

show that there aren’t any problems.  That we have our lives together.  And we do what we can 

to manage the fear that everyone will know what phonies we are.  And that’s life and we 

manage. 

 

Then life turns and turns and turns.  And something goes wrong and we can’t manage anymore.  

Life goes from dancing to grieving in the time it takes the bank to foreclose on your house.  Life 

goes from love to hate in the time it takes your best friend to betray you.  Life goes from 

laughing to weeping in the time it takes the doctor to tell you there is nothing more she can do.  

To everything there is a season and a time to every matter under heaven.  And that’s life.   

 

Broken.  Disappointing.  Of all the plans you’ve made.  And all the things you’ve done right.  

They are meaningless. All is vanity.  Wednesday was just like any other day.  Things were 
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planted and uprooted. Things were gathered and scattered again.  And at our chapel service, there 

was pain and there was joy.  For those of us who were lost, God found us there.  Where there 

was hurt, God offered healing.  Where there was fear, God offered hope.  Where there was 

broken bread, God fed us and made us whole.  That’s life. 

 

That’s the life God offers us in Jesus Christ.  To the world, it doesn’t look like much.  It prefers 

dirty animal mangers to clean palaces.  It isn’t rubbing elbows with the influential, but with the 

poor and unwanted.  It isn’t playing politics and playing it safe, it’s obeying God’s call for 

righteousness.  It isn’t keeping and consuming God’s blessings, but giving it away freely.  It isn’t 

living surrounded by friends and flowers and compliments, but dying surrounded by criminals 

and insults and hate-filled people.  That’s life. 

 

On Wednesday, we gathered around One who could offer us life.  People who didn’t have it all 

together were drawn together by Christ.  To receive wholeness.  To receive hope.  And today 

God offers the same thing.  So come to the table.  Come and see life.  It is not a plan for personal 

success, but a plan for redemption.  Come and taste life.  It is not a plan for happiness, but a plan 

for joy that includes all of God’s children.  It isn’t a test of your goodness, but a gift of God’s 

goodness. 

Come and be filled with life.  For our life is not found in our perfection, but in the broken body 

of our Savior.  Behold, I am making all things new.  I am the alpha and the omega.  I am the 

beginning and the end.  In every time and season.  I am with you always.  Do not be afraid.  

Death is no more.  Failure is no more.  You have been claimed fully and completely by God.  

You are loved as you are right now.  Open your hand.  Receive the body of Christ.  Give thanks 

to God.  And live.  

 


