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TEXT

2 Peter 3:8-14
8But do not overlook this one fact, beloved, that with the Lord one day is as 
a thousand years, and a thousand years as one day.  9The Lord is not slow to 
fulfill his promise as some count slowness, but is patient toward you, not 
wishing that any should perish, but that all should reach repentance.  10But 
the day of the Lord will come like a thief, and then the heavens will pass 
away with a roar, and the heavenly bodies will be burned up and dissolved, 
and the earth and the works that are done on it will be exposed. 11Since all 
these things are thus to be dissolved, what sort of people ought you to be in 
lives of holiness and godliness,  12waiting for and hastening the coming of the 
day of God, because of which the heavens will be set on fire and dissolved, 
and the heavenly bodies will melt as they burn! 13But according to his 
promise we are waiting for new heavens and a new earth in which 
righteousness dwells.

 14Therefore, beloved, since you are waiting for these, be diligent to be found 
by him without spot or blemish, and at peace. 

Thanks go to the great preacher, Thomas Long for his inspiration for this sermon.

There’s an old Tanya Tucker song called Delta Dawn.  It tells the story of a woman 
in Texas.  Delta Dawn was 41 years old, and her father still called her Baby.  
Everyone thought she was crazy, because she walked around town, suitcase in her 
hand, looking for a dark-haired man.  You can just picture her, like a homeless 
woman wandering the alleys downtown.  When you see such a person, you wonder, 
“What happened to her?  What was she like as a girl?  Did she ever think she’d be 
living on the streets?”  

Well, in Delta Dawn’s case, she had been a shy, young beauty.  A Daddy’s girl.  
Inexperienced at love.  Until a stranger came to town.  He saw her beauty, so he 
courted her and swept her off her feet.  They were madly in love.  But then he left 
her. Said he’d be gone for only a little while.  “Wait for me!” he said.  “I’ll be back 
soon!  We’ll get married, and I’ll take you to my grand estate where you’ll live like a 
queen.  Just wait for me!”  That’s where the song gets sad, because he never did 
come back -- and something happened to her mind.  

Now she walks up and down the streets, a crazed look in her eye, wearing a 
rumpled wedding dress, muttering to herself, always appearing to be looking for 
someone.  Folks on the street taunt her:  “Delta Dawn, what’s that flower you have 
on?  Could it be a faded rose from days gone by?  And did I hear you say he was a-
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meetin’ you here today to take you to his mansion in the sky?”  They shake their 
heads and laugh, and Delta Dawn shuffles down the street.

Now, that may not be your favorite song, but it does get you thinking about our 
Savior’s return.  Because the Bible calls the Church the Bride of Christ.  We, the 
Church, are that young woman.  Years ago Jesus Christ touched our lives, swept us 
off our feet, and promised to love us with an everlasting love.  Then, He left, 
ascended into heaven, leaving us a promise:  “I have to leave you now for a little 
while, but I’ll come back for you! I’m preparing a mansion for you!”  And here we 
are, looking and looking for His return. 

Are we crazy like Delta Dawn?  Is this a foolish thing we’re doing, waiting for a 
mysterious dark-haired man who never seems to come, muttering to ourselves on 
Sundays while the rest of the world goes on business as usual, smiles at us, and 
shakes its head?  Scoffers say,  “Where is this coming He promised?  Everything goes 
on as it has since the beginning of creation.” (2 Peter 3:4) 

Peter says that’s not true.  But there are circumstances in life that seem to go on as 
always, the “unfixable circumstances”  The infant who dies in the crib, the 
devastating cancer that does not respond to treatment, the poor that we always 
have with us, the incredible cruelty and horror associated with war.  

As these unfixable circumstances continue, the Church grows weary.  Because the 
Church does not go on business as usual.  It stops and tries to minister in the 
unfixable circumstances of life.  The Church tries to offer hope in the unfixable 
circumstances.  But when the clock keeps ticking, now for twenty centuries since 
the mysterious dark-haired man left, maintaining hope becomes more of a challenge 
than most of us are up to.  We grow weary of waiting.  Why the Lord doesn’t just 
come back and put an end to all these troubles?

Peter addresses that question in this text, and we will add to his answer Jesus’ 
words in Mark 10:45:  “The Son of Man did not come to be served but to serve…”  
Another way of saying that is:  “The Son of Man came not to be waited on but to 
wait on…us.” (Herzog) -- and the waiting on us Jesus does is the same as that of 
the father in the Parable of the Prodigal Son.   The father waits on his son to return 
home. 

Was Peter thinking of that father when he wrote, “The Lord is not slow with His 
promise as some consider slowness, but He is patient with you, not intending that 
some perish, but that all have room for repentance”?  The father waits on his son to 
return home.  The Lord is waiting on us as nations, as churches, as persons to 
return home.  Why doesn’t the Lord just come back and put an end to all these 
troubles?  He is waiting on us to return home.

There was another woman who, like Delta Dawn, had been a Daddy’s girl.  When 
she was very young, she had been close to her father.  Her fondest memory of that 
closeness was those times when her extended Midwestern family would come 
together for the holidays – aunts and uncles from out of town, cousins from distant 
places.  On such occasions, someone would roll up the living room rug and put 
some polka music on the Victrola.  Inevitably The Beer Barrel Polka would be 
played, and this was the secret signal.  Her father would come gallantly across the 
room to her, take her hand, and say, “I believe this is our dance.”  And they would 
dance, whirling across the room.  
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Children, however, become adolescents, and childhood affection gives way to 
independence -- and so it was one holiday when her father took her hand to 
dance, she pulled it back with anger, “Don’t touch me, you goof!” 

Her father sadly pulled away and, respecting her needs and wishes, kept his distance.  
He never again asked her to dance.  Indeed as she moved through high school the 
separation between them grew.  She would come home late from a date, only to 
find him asleep in his chair.  “What do you think you’re doing?” she would snap.  He 
would gently look at her and say, “I…I was just waiting on you.” 

When she came of age, she left home, content to have minimal content with her 
father.  But as the years went by she began to miss her father.  The distance 
between them was now so great, the separation so hardened, she hardly knew how 
to bridge it.  She did return home for the holidays, though, and the inevitable 
moment came.  Someone pulled up the rug, put polka music on the stereo, and the 
sounds of The Beer Barrel Polka poured forth.  Some hopeful impulse sent her 
across the room toward her father.  He saw her approach and turned toward her.  
“I believe this is my dance,” she said to him, taking his hand. “Yes,” he said, “I’ve been 
waiting on you.”

Our Lord Jesus is waiting on us as nations, as churches, as persons to return home.  
He waits on us here this morning.  As in the parable in Luke chapter 12, the Master 
does the unexpected.  He is not expected to become a servant and humbly serve 
His servants.  He is not expected to dress Himself as a servant and serve, just as He 
is not expected to allow Himself to be stripped at the base of a cross in order to 
become the servant of all.  Such a lowly task is unthinkable!  But our Master does 
the unthinkable!  For He did not come to be served but to serve!  

So, He waits on us.  

Jesus our Master invites us His lowly servants to come to His Table.  Where He 
rolls up His sleeves and waits on us.  Where he has us dine at the foretaste of the 
Wedding Banquet that is to come.  Where the One who loves us feeds us from His 
own Body and gives us to drink from His cup.  In which He sustains our hope.  
Where He invites us to feast upon the Bread of Life, He is waiting on us…to 
sustain our hope.  He is waiting on us.  

“For the Lord is not slow as some consider slowness, but He is patient in regard to 
you, not intending that some perish, but that all have room for repentance.”

Amen
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