
Ninth Sunday after Pentecost 11 August 2019  Luke 12.32-40 

One dawn in 1924, 3000 white robed devoted followers of the Order of the Star in the East 

gathered in their amphitheatre at Balmoral, facing the Sydney Heads, through which they 

hoped that Jesus would walk up the Harbour to take them home in the Second Coming. They 

had followed the words of Jesus in Luke 12.33 to “sell your possessions and make purses for 

yourselves that do not wear out, for it is the Father’s good pleasure to give you the kingdom.” 

Alas, they had jumped the gun for the coming of the Son of Man. Night fell on the sadly 

deluded and sunburned devotees. Perhaps, they reclaimed their pussy from the cattery and 

then threw themselves on the charity of in-laws, as, denying themselves the seduction of 

wealth, they had given away all their material possessions. 

The return of the all-conquering Christ will not be a trap like a game of hide and seek, calling 

“Coming ready or not.” He has his own timetable. Peter 3 tells us that Jesus will delay his 

return so that the generality of us sinners will have time to repent and turn to him.  

The countdown for Jesus’ true return may have begun 260,000 years ago, with our first 

matrilineal ancestor in Africa. As the first, faint dawn of speech evolved, did   Mitochondrial 

Eve awake to a strange dream of God as she first mumbled gratitude at the marvels of God’s 

created world? 

4000 years ago, in present day Iraq, then a lush paradise of gardens, God placed in the soul 

of two unlikely pensioners, Sarah and Abraham, the prospect of founding a new nation. And, 

at the word of this strange God, the pair uprooted to leave home and families forever, their 

only possession being their new-found faith in God, to journey south to an unknown dust-

bowl called Canaan. There, putting themselves under God’s protection, they founded a God-

centred moral nation to be called Israel, “Let God rule.”  

Over subsequent centuries, God sent countless holy women and men prophets to speak out 

to rescue what Hebrews today calls “a city that has foundations, whose architect and builder 

is God.” This noble army, sustained with “the assurance of things hoped for,” time after time 

“met the tyrant’s brandished steel, the lions’ gory mane; they bowed their necks their death 

to feel, who follows in their train?” We are their grateful heirs, today. 

2000 years ago, God chose to become a human as Jesus; the word Jesus means “God is my 

salvation.” God’s timing was perfect; any earlier to come would have been premature. Jesus 

came to show us a more perfect way to live our lives, so we could help to perfect the world 

to bring about the Second Coming. What did I say? Are we in charge of God’s timetable when 

the Lord “comes in the middle of the night or near dawn and finds us alert, blessed are those 

slaves?” How we choose to tend to perfection, how we strive to perfect our world will bring 

on, or will hinder, the Second Coming of Christ.  

We read from gentle Luke today. Matthew’s account is more rugged. His tax-collector’s mind 

was filled with credits and debits. He spent his time separating tax monies, the sound coin 

from the duds. Matthew copied his imagery of the Last Times from the awesome future vision 

in the Book of Daniel. Despairing Daniel was in exile, the prisoner of an egocentric despot 

king, who thrust him into a hungry lions’ den which experience perhaps soured his biblical 

prophecies. Matthew wrote that the Son of Man will come to repay everyone for what he has 

done. “He will separate the believing sheep from the unbelieving goats at shearing time” 

[Matt. 25.32]. 



In 1517, Martin Luther began his divisive reformation of the Church of Rome. By 1541, 

Catholic Rome had clawed back its former rigidity from its near terminal demise. The Church 

commissioned the then towering artistic genius Michelangelo, to paint his frightening 

panorama “The Last Judgement” in the Sistine Chapel wall. He painted an enormous, avenging 

Jesus, a white-hot, angry judge, pointing his peons to pitchfork sinful humanity into a 

wretched underworld of torment. So terrifying is this pantocrator, that his gentle mother 

Mary cowers from her son’s unbelievable anger, as, today, our news reports have recently 

shown a diminutive wife cowering beneath her huge CFMMEU union leader-husband.  

Michelangelo’s Jesus is not mine, nor should he be yours. He painted sheer propaganda to 

show that the Church of Rome was “semper reformanda, semper eadem; always needing 

reform, but always remaining the same.” Specifically, the horrid views showed “This is what 

you Proddy dogs will get, especially those who adhere to the false religion founded on the 

filthy lust of Henry Eighth.” A sad, early example of fake news gone viral. 

My Jesus is the God-man who chose to come to save us, everyone, never to pour out bile 

upon us. The bitter prospect of death by crucifixion terrified Jesus so much that he sweated 

blood. My Jesus is the God-man who let the repentant thief steal heaven with his last breath. 

Whereas the woebegone disciples on the Emmaus Road bemoaned “We had hoped that he 

was the one to redeem Israel,” the faith of a thief saw beyond the shame to the glory of the 

Kingdom come. My Jesus is the God-man, who on Easter morning, became Margaret Fulton, 

to serve Peter-the-Denier a heavenly breakfast of grilled fish, when devils-on horseback may 

have been more apt. 

In truth, Jesus returns as the heavenly bridegroom every moment. He knocks for our 

response, coming as a God-in-apron, which today’s Gospel calls a belt, to sweep us into his 

banquet. He comes again and again to serve his faithful, ever-watchful ones. Our response 

will either help or hinder the world’s final fulfilment. He comes already in the circumstances 

of our daily lives: does he find us dressed for action with lamps lit?  Every Sunday, he serves 

us with hospitality at Eucharist, saying “the body and blood of our Lord Jesus Christ preserve 

your body and soul - where? -to everlasting life. Our Eucharist is the sacrament of vigilant 

hope to nourish and to strengthen us for eager service, until our very last Eucharist, when we 

will go to meet the Lord, who waits to receive all who have lived a lifestyle of ready welcome 

to him, especially when he comes as the poor and the marginalized and the needy, sick and 

suffering. How have you helped to bring this about? 


