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 1 Then I saw “a new heaven and a new earth,” for the first heaven and the first earth had passed away, 
and there was no longer any sea. 2 I saw the Holy City, the new Jerusalem, coming down out of heaven 
from God, prepared as a bride beautifully dressed for her husband. 3 And I heard a loud voice from the 
throne saying, “Look! God’s dwelling place is now among the people, and he will dwell with them. 
They will be his people, and God himself will be with them and be their God. 4 ‘He will wipe every tear 
from their eyes. There will be no more death’ or mourning or crying or pain, for the old order of things 
has passed away.”  

 5 He who was seated on the throne said, “I am making everything new!” Then he said, “Write this 
down, for these words are trustworthy and true.”  

-- Revelation 21:1-5 

 
 We start at a disadvantage when we read this text by itself without its bookend in the 

Great Collapse of Genesis 3 or even the whole book of Revelation before this.  Without 

slogging through the centuries of sin and its effect on God’s good Creation, we don’t always 

get a sense of the joy that God coming to our rescue deserves.  Yet perhaps it’s not always 

necessary to make the long journey through a mountain of text.  We know the strife and 

hardship of life.  We are aware of how sin and evil and death touches everything.  Beginning in 

the first chapters of Genesis, the word of God roots us in how unkind and unfair life can be.  

However here, in the last chapter of the last word of God to us, we’re pointed towards hope.  

And it’s this hope that revives us time and time again because we’re pointed away from the 

harshness of this life to what God is doing right under our noses.   

 If we read it well, John’s vision in chapter 21 should leave us breathless.  A new heaven 

and a new earth, descending to us like a new bride taking her time coming down the aisle.  No 

death, no mourning, no crying.  God’s own hand wiping every tear away.  The old things are 

passing on—yet what replaces them?  A new heaven and a new earth. 
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 “I am making everything new”, says the NIV translation of John’s Greek.  The word John 

uses here for “new” isn’t “neos”—as in the English words “neophyte” or “Neolithic”.  “Neos” was 

a word the ancients used to describe something that is chronologically young, like a child.  You 

or I would use it when saying we’ve started a “new” project or a “new” hobby, and while that 

can be exciting, the word John uses here is more than just “neos-new”.  He uses another word, 

“kainos”, which means “fresh”—but more than just “fresh”, “kainos” means “brand new, all new, 

from the ground up.”  You and I might use “kainos” if we were to describe a steaming hot loaf 

of bread just coming out of the oven or flowers bursting out in spring.  John uses it here to 

mean that God isn’t just renovating the old heaven and old earth—he’s making everything from 

scratch.  This means rebuilding, reforming, remaking—recreating.  From how atoms are 

arranged into molecules to how words like “love” and “wisdom” get redefined, God is making 

all things new.  Maybe a better way of saying it is that God isn’t making all things new, but that 

he’s making all new things.  And, this new heaven and new earth comes to us.   

 One of the greatest and most oft-repeated mistakes in all of Christian thought is to think 

that we will “go up to heaven”.  This flies in the face of the biblical witness, which always 

speaks of Heaven coming to us—here in Revelation 21, as a holy city.  Now, if you’ve lived 

your entire Christian life thinking you’re going to fly away, the thought that you might not get to 

“fly up” to heaven can be a profoundly disturbing one.  Maybe you’re ignoring me now because 

you still want to think that way and because flying up, up and away fulfills your greatest wish of 

being able to leave everything behind.  Though you might think this is just nitpicking, there’s a 

least two good reasons why it’s important to keep remembering that Heaven comes to us.  

First, this is who God is—he’s always the one who makes the first move.  We don’t come to 
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God on our own, he comes to us.  This pattern is played out over and over again throughout 

the Biblical narrative and is seen most simply and powerfully in the way God comes to us in 

Jesus at the Incarnation.  Here, we see God coming to us again with a ready-made dwelling, 

not us going up to God.   

 The second good reason we need to think of this heavenly city coming to us is that if 

heaven were something we could reach by the exercise of our imaginations, it wouldn’t be 

heaven at all.  We might dream of chocolate waterfalls and mint sugar grass under a cotton 

candy sky, but in order to keep Heaven as “Heaven” and not our fantasy world, it needs to 

come from the mind of God—which, I don’t need to tell you, isn’t always the same as ours.  But 

even more, none of us, no matter how brilliant or imaginative we are, can conceive of what 

wonders this whole new Creation will have.  There’s a measure of trust in allowing God’s new 

heaven and new earth to come to us that we need to exercise; trust that we won’t be 

disappointed and that the life to come will be blessed in a way this one isn’t.   

 But it’s not as though we wait in darkness for this city to come down to us.  Rather, the 

fuller picture we get of what Heaven is like is when we hear Jesus declare that he makes 

everything new, and when he says this, he doesn’t just mean the trees and rocks and birds 

and oceans.  We’re included in this recreating as well. 

 As I grow older and closer to having more years behind me than before me, I think 

about this a lot.  Even if it’s not my receding hairline or creaky knees, I only need to think about 

my parents and about their friends who are dying one by one.  I know what we all used to look 

and act like, but every conversation I have with my parents reminds me that they’re waiting for 

renewal even as they slow down and eventually stop.  And it’s not just their minds or their 
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bodies, it’s our relationship.  I do love my parents, but it’s hard having them.  Deep down, each 

one of us is longing to be made fresh and for everything around us to be made fresh.  While 

it’s interesting to fantasize, we don’t actually want candy-cane trees fed by showers of 

doughnuts.  What we really want is this Creation, these bodies, these minds—these lives—to 

be made new.   

 There’s an ache that you and I share.  If we sit still long enough, you can feel this 

longing take over you.  Most people live with this ache unconsciously the same way each of us 

doesn’t think about the ninety percent of our lungs we don’t use for normal breathing.  Yet take 

a deep breath or sigh, and we realize that there’s so much more to us than just the everyday.  

This is our longing to be home with God. 

 There are signposts in our lives that always point to the longing for home.  In North 

America, more often than not it’s when tragedy strikes that we yearn for things to be put right, 

for life to be free of suffering.  Unfortunately, in as safe and wealthy a land as ours, it’s only in 

the hard times that we tend to open ourselves to God.  There are hundreds of stories of people 

coming to Christ in the hours and days after 9/11, a time when our serene but pale reality was 

torn apart to reveal the fragility of all life.  Yet it doesn’t need to be that way.  Beauty and 

goodness themselves can be signposts for glory, for the hope held out for us of a resurrected, 

everlasting life with the risen Lord. 

 This occurred to me most strongly this week when I sat outside a Starbucks on No.2 

and Francis Roads in Richmond.  It was a beautiful afternoon, a warm middle to what had 

been a grey start.  The sun, at last, was pouring honeyed light through high and broken clouds, 

down onto my left side and onto the pages of the book in my hands.  In the parking lot, cars 
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ambled by, some with stereos turned up to throw noise out to the neighbourhood.  Regulars of 

the strip mall stopped and greeted each other, complaining about their hips and backs, 

wondering about the Canucks and the weather.  It was at that moment that desire reawakened 

in me, a yearning for more in spite of the bliss of that summer day.  There was glory here, but it 

was veiled like a chaste bride, waiting patiently for her husband to come claim her.  I was not 

so patient.  Somewhere inside me, a deep well of longing opened up; longing for more sun, 

longing for hips to be made whole, longing for friends to get beyond the Canucks.  And I knew 

the only way for this longing to be satisfied was for the King to bring his Kingdom in, and soon. 

 In the movie 'The Shawshank Redemption', Morgan Freeman's character says “Hope is 

a dangerous thing. Hope can drive a man insane.” And so it can, but only if that hope is left 

unfulfilled.  Yet as Christians, we don't start our new lives out of some fairy tale we hope will 

come true, but out of what is professed to be trustworthy and true, the words that Jesus 

speaks about himself and about what he says God is already doing.  Our belief is based on the 

stunning unlikelihood of Jesus being raised to life in the past, but our faith is fed by looking 

ahead, beyond the doors of death, into the life everlasting.  Our hope is rooted in eager 

anticipation of the future, but it knows its fruit in the present when we learn to live courageously 

and passionately because of what lies ahead. 

 If you didn’t know, today is Pentecost Sunday, the fiftieth day after Easter Sunday.  For 

centuries this day has marked the gift of the Holy Spirit to us, the people of God, an occasion 

recorded in the second chapter of Acts.1  Yet even this is another bookend to a long story.  

The first time God’s breath (because that’s what “spirit” means) filled us was when were first-

                                            
1 Acts 2:1-13 
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made, in Genesis 2.2  There, God breathes his own breath into us, giving us a kind of life that’s 

different from the rest of Creation.  Then, at Pentecost, he does the same thing again, 

breathing into us his very own breath, starting in us the process of renewal and of being made 

fresh.  This for me is the  most exciting part of being a pastor—it’s when I see people not just 

coming to believe and put their trust in Jesus as both Lord and Saviour, but they learn to follow 

him by listening to his Spirit, by breathing that same holy breath.  None of us will be finished 

products by the time we lay our heads down for one last long sleep.  Yet the life everlasting 

begins now, by the power of the Breath of God.   

 Our great task now is for us to act as signposts for the Kingdom.  The Church witnesses 

to a world starved of the source of glory and as witnesses to each other.  By virtue of our lives 

lived in love for God and for our neighbours, you and I speak to a world that thinks love for self 

or for some other idol is a love supreme.  But we also speak to each other, reminding each 

other every time we gather that this—as crammed with glory as it is—this isn’t our home.  At 

least, not yet. 

 Some of us don’t like the idea of living “heavenly-minded” because we heard 

somewhere that being so heavenly-minded makes us no “earthly good”.  While I appreciate 

that sentiment, it’s wrong, because it’s only when we set our eyes on the Kingdom and long for 

its fulfillment that we start to make sense of the lives we have now.  There is nothing that helps 

us to live courageously and temperately in the moment more than to live for the Kingdom of 

God in its fulfillment.  This is because every time we point away from ourselves towards the 

Kingdom, our lives are put in perspective as the brief sojourns they really are.  Ambition, 

                                            
2 Gen 2:7 
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wealth, families, marriages, possessions, vacations—the things that worry us—these seem 

pale and weak in light of the re-creation that awaits us.   

 Henri Nouwen wrote this to his friend Fred Bratman in his book, Life of the Beloved:  

“Am I afraid to die?  I am every time I let myself be seduced by the noisy voices of my world 

telling me that my ‘little life’ is all I have and advising me to cling to it with all my might.  But 

when I let those voices move to the background of my life and listen to that small soft voice 

calling me the Beloved, I know that there is nothing to fear and that dying is the greatest act of 

love, the act that leads me into the eternal embrace of my God whose love is everlasting.” 

 Friends, keep pointing away from yourselves because this is what we are meant to do.  

Then, one day, while pointing away from ourselves, we may find that we aren’t just pointing at 

thin air, but at the God who is, and the re-creation of all things.   

  
 
 1.)  What are you longing for to be made new? 
 2.)  Where do you experience the leading edge of the Kingdom most intensely?  (i.e.:  
where do you experience God’s redemption and his beauty?)   
  

 


