
 
It had been fifty or sixty years since Christ had died. Everyone 
agreed that he had died — that much was big news. But some, 
who were just beginning to call themselves Christians, some 
believed Christ had risen from the grave, had slipped the snare of 
death and was going to be coming back for them, soon. 
But then half a century went by, and the first believers were sorely 
suffering. Things were bad and getting worse. The leaders of the 
people of Israel began making foolish decisions. Talking a big 
game about freedom, the rulers only managed to achieve bringing 
pain upon the ordinary people by courting the wrath of the Roman 
Empire.   
Jerusalem — still the heart of the early church — was conquered. 
The temple was destroyed. The people were cut off from their 
sacred places, with any sense of earthly security taken away. Far 
from viewing themselves as under God’s direct protection, they 
felt as if their leaders had brought them under the power of some 
curse. 
The Christians had hoped that Christ was going to return in the 
flesh — and soon. They hoped that just when things were at their 
worst, that God would sweep in and set the world right once and 
for all. But time kept dragging on with no earthly deliverance in 
sight. The days they lived in challenged their hope, with their 
sacred places gone they longed for a foundation upon which to 
build a different hope.   
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This was what life was like for those Christians who first read the 
Gospel of John. Earthly matters were a shambles when the early 
Christians first heard the words — in the beginning was the Word, 
and the Word was with God, and the Word was God. The gospel 
of John speaks of the cosmic architecture of eternity. It speaks of 
the Word made flesh and flesh made eternal, light that could not 
be circled round by shadow, life that could not be swallowed up 
by death. The gospel of John backs way up out of the world and 
says — this world is not the only place for our hope to dwell.  
The Gospel of John was first heard by those stuck in a world 
choked with death.   
They were the first to grasp hold of Christ’s words: “I go to 
prepare a place for you, I will come again and will take you to 
myself, so that where I am, there you may be also.” They were 
the first to linger on the promises of a realm of eternity far vaster 
than the world and its troubles. The faithful in a troubled time 
began to hope differently. Still they worked to alleviate suffering, 
still they hoped and prayed for the renewal of the earth. But to 
that hope they added another hope, that if death should find them 
before the earth’s restoration, that Christ still yet was preparing a 
place for them beyond the world and its troubles. That even if 
death’s power should swallow them up by the thousands, that 
they would share in Christ’s life, life eternal. 
The gospel of John has been sounding different to me the past 
month. I feel as if the world has shifted under my feet and I am 
living in days that challenge my hope, days that need a different 
hope. 
I feel besieged by the power of death. Sacred places have been 
radically changed. The death toll in our country is an 
incomprehensible 74,581 on the day I am recording, perhaps by 
the time we gather for worship it will be 80,000, and we’re still in 
the thick of it. More in just seven short weeks than in the years of 



the Vietnam War — the cries of death and suffering from the 
Vietnam War still echo after all these years. How long will THIS 
echo? I cannot comprehend it. I don’t know what it means. 
Now when I read the gospel of John, it feels tangible and tactile.  
Its promises feel immediate and urgent. I do still hope and pray 
and work for a renewal of the earth. But another hope has begun 
to press close as well. I cannot hold all this death, or even 
comprehend it. My hope now turns to God who cannot be 
swallowed up by death, God whom death cannot comprehend.   
The words of Christ sound so different now — “Do not let your 
hearts be troubled. Believe in God, believe also in me. In my 
Father’s house there are many dwelling places. If it were not so, 
would I have told you that I go to prepare a place for you?”  
I have heard these words so many times. But they sound so 
different now — eternal life cast not as a new heaven and a new 
earth, not as a heavenly Jerusalem, but eternal life as all 
humankind together under one roof. One family with no divisions.  
In God’s own house, safe and together with plenty of room for 
74,581 people to move in. 
No more death, no more distance, no more longing to touch and 
hold family I cannot hold in my arms for fear of death, life eternal 
all together as family under one roof.   
“In my Father’s house there are many dwelling places. If it were 
not so, would I have told you that I go to prepare a place for you?” 
These days, they are changing our nation, changing our world.  
They are changing my faith. The promises of Christ in the gospel 
of John, they are transformed, made into daily bread, made into 
the earth from which food can spring, made into the wood and 
stone that holds back rain, made into a sure foundation. The 
promises of Christ they are transformed, and my heart longs for 
the presence of Christ. And as my spirit searches for him his 



words come again — “You know the way to the place where I am 
going.” 
“Lord, How can we know the way?”  
 “I am the way, and the truth, and the life.”  
May it be so.	


