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“When the Son of man comes in his glory…” 

 

Per usual, I arrived way too early for worship at one of our Mid-America churches. 

(You’re not locked out when you can praise God for the beautiful late November 

morning!)  I noticed a man standing across the street in the middle of the 

sidewalk.  I walked over to greet him and asked if he was going to church too.  He 

explained that he will start worshiping because he was at the building last night 

for an AA meeting and felt very comfortable.  As quickly as the Company of 

Strangers can establish an initial kinship, he shared with me how he is homeless, 

staying in a shelter (which was a mile away), and he recently moved from South 

Dakota to get a fresh start in his marriage but his wife just left him with their two 

sons…he needed a fresh start! 

Upon sharing how he admittedly “messed up,” my friend started to tear up.  He 

excused himself and walked down the sidewalk as tears started to flow.  Upon 

composing himself he came back to apologize.  I shared how I believe that a man 

in touch with his emotions is a very strong man, indeed.  He drew a little closer 

and I put my arm around his shoulder.  Soon thereafter, a churchwoman arrived 

and unlocked the door and we headed to join her for Bible study.  

We found our seats and were extravagantly welcomed.  Our leader’s lesson was 

precisely the message of God’s love and hope that my friend needed to hear, as 

would be the sermon later.  Before we left in the afternoon, I counted several 

church folks who took my friend to the side and told him that they would offer to 

help him in anyway and would make plans for him to return next week.  I took 

him out to lunch, gave him a razor and lotion that he asked for, and took him 

home.   

Through the morning, I could sense how a ton of weight was lifted from his chest 

because of the church.  Any wall of suspicion was removed and we engaged in 

conversation that long-lost buddies would share.  This small congregation 

exemplified to me precisely what is means to be Church.  One man, one church, 

one moment in time, One God who makes all things new.  My friend insisted that 

when I return to town to go to the pizza place where he was promised a job so he 



could “return the blessing.”  I told him he has already blessed me in a number of 

ways and looked forward to seeing him again, especially when I could worship 

with him in the church again. 

The Sunday we met was Reign of Christ Sunday, the last Sunday of the liturgical 

calendar.  The next week is the first Sunday in Advent.  The apocalyptic gospel 

texts that grace our liminal space between ending and beginning of the church 

year speak aptly of what my friend and the congregation experienced.   

 ‘But in those days, after that suffering, 
the sun will be darkened, 
   and the moon will not give its light,  
 and the stars will be falling from heaven, 
   and the powers in the heavens will be shaken.  
Then they will see “the Son of Man coming in clouds” with great power and glory. 
Then he will send out the angels, and gather his elect from the four winds, from 
the ends of the earth to the ends of heaven.  Mark 13:24-27 NRSV 

I have come to learn in my spiritual walk that sometimes we can only hear God in 

liminal spaces.  When everything appears to be going well we can quickly say,  

“Look what I accomplished!”  When times are not good, sometimes we are just 

trying to survive let alone reach out.  In our between-spaces, when the road is not 

yet clear but we continue to walk the path, we can hear God’s Word as if never 

before.  May your walk through this Advent Season, intentional space before 

Christmas, open you to untold and unforeseen blessings.   

 


