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The Fullness of Time 

Reading from the Old Testament:  Habakkuk 2:1-4 

Readings from the New Testament: Ephesians 1:9-12; 1 Peter 3:8-9  

If you have been thinking that time is passing you by, you may 

want to move to a lower floor. Seriously, I’m not making this up. A 

touch over 100 years ago, Albert Einstein proposed that time is a 

relative concept “and the higher you live above sea level the faster you 

should age. Einstein's theory of relativity states that time and space are 

not as constant as everyday life would suggest. He suggested that the 

only true constant, the speed of light, meant that time can run faster or 

slower depending on how high you are, and how fast you are travelling.” 

(Stephen Connor, Independent)    

Huh? … Yeah, I asked the same thing. Well, with today’s 

incredibly accurate atomic clocks we are able to keep time within one 

second over a period of about 3.7 billion years or about as long as life 

has existed on earth. So, when the folks at the National Institute of 

Standards and Technology monitored two such clocks positioned just a 

foot apart in height above sea level, they found that time really does 

run more quickly the higher you are – just as Einstein predicted. 
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Dr. James Chou reports: "These precise clocks reveal the effects of 

gravitational pull, so if we position one clock closer to a planet, you also 

increase the gravitational pull and time actually runs slower than for 

another, similar clock positioned higher up," (Stephen Connor, Independent) You 

know what that means? If you sit in the balcony, the sermon is shorter. 

So, time is relative. Of course, any parent knows that, even 

without the aid of an atomic clock. “Time for dinner…” “Time to get 

up…” “Time to go…” “You’re going to be late…” And a most lyrical voice 

cries out in the distance, “Just a sec!” “I’ll be right there!” “Geez, just a 

minute.” Yeah, right… a minute. I recall one Sunday a few years ago, 

seeing my wife sitting alone in the congregation, and about five to ten 

minutes into the service I saw my son sheepishly sliding in next to her. 

Hmmm. Seems he had invoked the just a minute tactic one too many 

times, so when he went out to the garage to get in the car, the car was 

gone. He was lucky it wasn’t raining, because he’d be walking to church.  

“Just a minute…” Is there a more meaningless phrase in the 

English language? And yet, we all use it. I use it all the time. I just 

haven’t walked out to an empty garage … yet. At least I have an excuse, 
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because I’m short, closer to the ground … sooo, time moves slower for 

me. 

Time is relative. And in a way, time is perception. On a scorching 

summer day, the sun seems to move so slowly across the sky. And yet, if 

you find a spot to observe the full glory of a sunset, it’s like the sun 

suddenly speeds up into turbo-drive, disappearing over the horizon. But 

the sun doesn’t have paddle shifters, so it’s not changing speed. Thus, it 

must be my perception that alters reality.  

Anxiety also alters our sense of the passage of time. The hour 

before an audition. The day before surgery. Waiting for the phone to 

ring during a job search. Seconds suddenly masquerade as minutes and 

clocks mysteriously take on the appearance of patients coming out of 

anesthesia – tick ………… tock. Soooo lethargic. Waiting on the test 

results to come back. The family waits on the surgeon to come out to 

report the status of their loved one. Time plays the tortoise.  

And yet, in different circumstances, anxiety gives the clock a 

mega-dose of adrenaline. Some call me slow. I, rather, like to think of 

myself as methodical. But methodical is not conducive to standardized 
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tests. Other folks would have turned in their tests and met up at 

McDonalds, and I’d still be in the classroom sweating bullets because 

the clock said I had twenty minutes left with two essays still to write. I 

was like Dr. Seuss’s Cat in the Hat: 

How did it get so late so soon? 

It's night before 

it's afternoon. 

December is here before it's June. 

My goodness how the 

time has flewn. 

How did it get so late so soon? 

Let me just say, you will not see me buying one of those life clocks. 

Have you seen these apps? Answer a few health-related questions and 

the clock calculates your life expectancy and displays the countdown for 

the years, days, hours, minutes, and seconds you have left until your 

kids are writing snarky comments for your obituary. There is even an 

app that lets you enter your activities and recalculates your day of 

demise. Uh, oh, that double cheeseburger’s gonna cost you a couple of 

weeks. No thanks, I’ll pass, not on the cheeseburger, the clock. I’d just 

as soon take the thief in the night option instead. 
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However, when you are enduring the relentless creep of chaos, the 

prospect of peace can seem ever so distant. Have you ever heard 

yourself saying, “I’ll never get out of this mess?” Have you cried out in 

lament: “How long, O Lord? How Long?” Have you ever found yourself 

singing the classic Hoagy Carmichael, Johnny Mercer lyric, “Guess I’ll 

just go through life catchin’ colds and missin’ trains, cause everything 

happens to me.” 

Despair, as much as anything slows time to a crawl. Joy seems a 

distant memory with no prospect of seeing it make a return 

engagement. Likewise, peace or contentment appear as an unreachable 

destination from where you are, a journey spanning light years hacking 

through impenetrable forest before you get there. Hope is laughable. 

For a person of faith, such was the time in the waning days of 

Judah’s nationhood. The kings were corrupt, the leaders, incompetent. 

After decades of indentured status as the vassals of Assyrian hegemony, 

things went from bad to worse for Judah when Nebuchadnezzar 

defeated the Assyrians, and the Babylonians became the alpha dog in 

the neighborhood. Jehoiakim’s foolhardy decision to rebel against the 

powerful Nebuchadnezzar only hastened Judah’s demise. Twelve short 
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years earlier, there had been such hope. Josiah, as Judah’s king, 

established significant reforms and renewed Israel’s covenant with God. 

But now, all of that had long vanished in Judah’s rearview mirror. 

Corruption was widespread. The powerful took advantage of the weak. 

The king was only concerned for his own survival.  

The prophet Habakkuk had the misfortune of being called to 

service in such a time. Like his contemporary, Jeremiah, job satisfaction 

had to be low. Speaking truth to power. Exposing injustice. Watching 

leaders lay waste to the covenant that had brought them to this 

promised land. Habakkuk cries out, “2 O Lord, how long shall I cry for 

help, and you will not listen? Or cry to you "Violence!" and you will not 

save? 3 Why do you make me see wrongdoing and look at trouble? 

Destruction and violence are before me; strife and contention arise. 4 So 

the law becomes slack and justice never prevails. The wicked surround 

the righteous— therefore judgment comes forth perverted.”  

It is an observation that could be made in every age, including our 

own. It is a plea that is common in the Psalms. “O Lord God of hosts, 

how long will you be angry with your people's prayers? 5 You have fed 

them with the bread of tears, and given them tears to drink in full 
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measure.” “Stir up your might, and come to save us!” Like, right now, 

God! 

Back in the 80’s, George Peppard would grin through his cigar at 

the end of another campy, predictable A-Team episode and say, “I love 

it when a plan comes together.” But how does one remain faithful when 

all evidence is highlighting how the plan is not coming together. “How 

long shall I cry for help, and you will not listen?” Habakkuk believes 

God is just, yet, he’d rather God would be a little quicker getting there 

because fun, love, and collegiality are not words Habakkuk is 

associating with his job at the moment.  

In Tolkien’s Fellowship of the Rings, Gandolf and Frodo are not 

feeling particularly hopeful about the times in which they dwell. “I wish 

it need not have happened in my time," said Frodo. 

"So do I," said Gandalf, "and so do all who live to see such times. 

But that is not for them to decide. All we have to decide is what to do 

with the time that is given us.” (J.R.R. Tolkien, Fellowship of the Rings)   

Habakkuk’s world seems dominated by the power of Babylon and 

all evidence points to that truth. Impatience is understandable, but he 
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cannot allow it to undermine his trust in the promises of God. In the 

second chapter, Habakkuk encounters the Lord again, “I will stand at 

my watchpost, and station myself on the rampart; I will keep watch to 

see what he will say to me, and what he will answer concerning my 

complaint. 2 Then the Lord answered me and said: Write the vision; 

make it plain on tablets, so that a runner may read it. 3 For there is 

still a vision for the appointed time; it speaks of the end, and does not 

lie. If it seems to tarry, wait for it; it will surely come, it will not delay.”  

In Richard Adams’ Watership Down, the classic heartrending saga 

set in the world of rabbits, one rabbit admonishes another, “You're 

trying to eat grass that isn't there. Why don't you give it a chance to 

grow?” That is powerful advice for anyone when impatience tempts you 

to despair instead of watchfulness. The apostle Paul entreats us: “If we 

hope for what we do not see we wait for it with patience.” In the same 

way, the author of 2 Peter encourages us. “The Lord is not slow about 

his promise, as some think of slowness, but is patient with you, not 

wanting any to perish, but all to come to repentance.” 

If it seems to tarry, wait for it. Habakkuk offers wise counsel to all 

who want to trust the Lord, but find it so hard to do when the plan just 
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isn’t coming together. He uses the image of the watchtower, the 

rampart, the wall that surrounds the city. Most of the time this image is 

used to describe someone looking out from the wall of the fortress to 

warn all inside of any incoming threats.  

However, Habakkuk uses the image differently. For Habakkuk, 

the watchman is not possessed by the potential of incoming threats. He 

is not driven by fear and suspicion. Rather, the Psalmist is looking out 

and paying attention to catch the signs of where God is working his 

purpose out. Hope eclipses fear. Promise outshines doom. In spite of 

this world’s chaos, there are always signs confirming that God’s purpose 

is being worked out in ways that we can actually witness if we watch, 

and actually experience if we engage those places where kingdom work 

is being done. It is the difference between being driven by fear or driven 

by faith. 

The loud voices out there spewing blame, hate, and doom offer 

daily evidence that fear is a powerful, maybe even the dominant force 

today. However, our hallways today are filled with a quieter witness to 

the eternal truth that God is working his purpose out. They bear names 

like Project to Heal, OFCB, A Child’s Place, Streets to Peaks, Urban 
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Ministry. This January, the mother/daughter team of Janet and Bryce 

Morgan, along with Todd Gordon will travel to Haiti for the first time to 

participate in a sign of God’s purpose being worked out in a place called 

Bayonnais.  

The Lord is not slow about his promise, as some think of slowness, 

but is patient with you, not wanting any to perish… So, let us live into 

the fullness of the time that we have. The great reformer Martin Luther 

said it well. “This life therefore is not righteousness, but growth in 

righteousness, not health, but healing, not being but becoming, not rest 

but exercise. We are not yet what we shall be, but we are growing 

toward it, the process is not yet finished, but it is going on, this is not 

the end, but it is the road.” Amen        


