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You may be looking at the worst time-manager 

in the universe. I’m always late – and i know how rude 

that appears… I underestimate the time it’ll take me to 

get from ‘hither’ to ‘yon,’ and over-estimate how much I 

can get done in any given period of time – that’s usually 

why I’m late.  

Maybe I ought to take a lesson from the 2 guys 

working on a dairy farm who slept in the barn. One night 

one of them couldn’t sleep - so he woke up the other one 

and asked what time it was. The guy reached over, took 

hold on a front teat on the udder of a nearby cow, pulled 

it back and said:  "2 o’clock." The insomniac was amazed.   

A couple of hours later, he asked again: “What 

time is it now?" His buddy grabbed the udder – but, this 

time pulled back and forth on a rear teat. "It’s 4 o’clock." 

The other guy was now astonished – until he got up and 

saw the clock on the wall blocked by the cow.   

Maybe I ought to start paying closer attention to 

what time it is because – for each of us – it is a ‘limited 

edition” – something we here at Trinity learned all too 

well – with 3 funerals and Lonnie’s terminal diagnosis - 

just this week. 

"Don't blink, he’ll be off to college before you 

know it:" that’s what someone said the day we brought 

Chris home to greet the world.  

‘Yeah, right,” I thought in the midst of changing 

my first poopy diaper - I was 27, Ronda was 52…I mean 

25. had a good job, living in our first house…I had eons 

left before I had to start selling my soul to pay for 

Roanoke College.  

But they were right: he’s now 38: 16 years out of 

college, with a family of his own in Fredericksburg. Seems 

like only yesterday he was walking around the house in 

his boxers shooting hoops in the basket over his door, or 

in the nearest trash can…or in the commode: anywhere 

that resembled a basketball hoop – that is, anything 

round. Oh that was yesterday – only it was his 7 year old 

son, Zealand: that apple didn’t fall far from the tree… 

Time does fly – that’s why Jesus is cautioning us 

to make the most of whatever time we have: ‘Don’t be 

afraid, little flock” which, by the way is the hymn the 

Bishop jokingly– I think he was joking- suggested be sung  

in my Ordination service…”Don’t be afraid, ‘cause I’m 

here with you – but, at the same time: don’t lay all your 

bets on today because where your treasure is, there your 

heart – and your life - will be also…’Be ready: for the Son 

of Man is coming at an unexpected hour.’  

That’s not a threat. It’s not a veiled attempt to 

scare us into faith – it’s a Promise that, so far, has come 

true for every single person who’s ever lived. It’s also an 

assurance in which the faithful can take hope. In the 60s, 

Curtis Mayfield sang about it this way: “People get ready 

- there's a train, a comin'…you don't need no baggage - 

you just get on board. 

All you need is faith to hear the diesels hummin' 

don't need no ticket: you just thank the lord” because 

your “ticket” has already been paid for by Christ. 

Dr. Seuss writes: “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.”  

Life is almost always too short for us – in relative 

terms. We know that - yet we act as if we have 9 of them-  

like we’re always waiting for our ‘real’ life to begin: it’s 

just around the corner; it’ll be here as soon as I take care 

of a few things…maybe after I retire: then life will really 

begin!  

But, it can be a pretty tricky time: this guy was 

finally retiring.  For years, he rushed to get ready, gulped 

down a coffee and a couple of eggs "over easy…" 

But, on his first day of retirement, he got up late, 

took his time getting dressed, and then headed down for 

breakfast. 

"Honey," he said as he slowly drank a cup of 

coffee, "would you mind frying my eggs a little harder 

and making the coffee a little less strong? I hate soft eggs 

and strong coffee…" 

"What? I’ve been fixing your eggs and coffee that 

way for 42 years,” she said. “You never complained 

before..." 

"Well,” he said, “I never had time to tell you…" 

The funny part of that story for me is to think 

Ronda would be up cooking. Heck! She’ll already be at 

work! 
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Most of us know that the day comes when – 

suddenly – we look back and realize most of our real life 

is, now, in the rearview mirror – there’s much more time 

in the past than - most likely - there is to come.  Our ‘real’ 

life started way, way back there – and we never even 

realized it. 

“A mind,” the commercial used to say, “is a 

terrible thing to waste.” And, so is a life - yet we do it year 

upon year an hour at a time: in a zillion barely noticeable 

and very personal - ways. 

One of the issues in preparing a sermon is how 

do you narrow the focus? All of you know what I’m 

saying, so, I’m not going to beleaguer the point – because 

I really don’t wanna’ end-up like the preacher Mark 

Twain once wrote about: so powerfully good that Twain 

decided to give him every cent he had with him. But, the 

preacher kept at it. 10 minutes later, Twain decided to 

keep the bills, and only give the change…Another 10 

minutes, and Twain said, “I’d decided I wasn’t gonna’ 

give him anything at all. And, when the guy finally 

stopped and the plate came around, I was so exhausted, 

I stole $2 just for spite.” 

I know you sympathize with Twain: I have to 

listen to myself every week, too you know. But, we can’t 

afford to let that happen...so let me just share a few 

observations on how to make your life count – some are 

mine some are others I’ve run across… 

Second to the best comes, I think, from Robert 

Fulghum – written back in 1990:  “All I really need to 

know about how to live and what to do and how to be, I 

learned in kindergarten. wisdom wasn’t at the top of the 

graduate-school mountain, but there in the sand-pile at 

Sunday School: share everything. Play fair. Don't hit 

people – and put things back where you found them. 

Clean up your own mess. Don't take things that aren't 

yours…say you're sorry when you hurt somebody, and 

wash your hands before you eat.  

Flush – that’s quite important. 

Live a balanced life: learn some and think some  

and draw and paint and sing and dance and play and 

work every day some. Take a nap in the afternoon, and 

when you go out into the world: watch out for traffic, 

hold hands, and stick together. Be aware of wonder:  

remember the little seed in the Styrofoam cup? The roots 

go down and the plant goes up and nobody really knows 

how or why, but we are all like that.  

Goldfish and hamsters and white mice - even the 

little seed in the cup: they all die. And, so do we. 

 And then remember the first word you learned-  

the biggest word of all:  ‘look.’ 

  Think what a better world it would be if all - the 

whole world – had cookies and milk about 3  every 

afternoon and then lay down with our blankies for a nap. 

Or if all governments would always put things back 

where they found them and to clean up their own mess.  

        And it’s still true: no matter how old you are – when 

you go out into the world, it’s best to hold hands and 

stick together.” 

Life is too short for Fantasy Baseball, computer 

Solitaire or even ‘Pokeymon Go…’ It’s too short for 

microwave pizza, manicuring the yard, or having the 

cleanest gutters on the block. Life is too short to sit 

around moping, choosing despair, worrying what people 

think, or complaining about people you don't like, or 

looking for revenge, or even trying to change someone's 

opinion about you. 

It’s too short to be bitter over things you can't 

change, want to go back to what was, or always do the 

same thing…too short to be bored, to always blend in, or 

to sit in the corner sucking your thumb.   

Life is too short – yes - to skip church, leave good 

words unsung, or be afraid to pray. And, this little ditty: 

life is to short not to “seek ye first, the kingdom of God…” 

Amen. 
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