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Proper 25A  Deuteronomy 34:1-12 Psalm 90:1-2, 15-18  Matt 22:34-46 

 

One of the reasons that October is my favorite month of the year is 

that almost anywhere you are on mainland USA it is a gorgeous 

month, and the weather has been so beautiful here in Colorado this 

year! 

The other reason that I relish October is because it is a big birthday 

month in my family. I count six of them, and one of them is my 

very own. 

This year I marked my 80th birthday on October 8, and I am trying 

valiantly to be sure that no one forgets that! I have been 

celebrating all month and right up until last evening with good 

friends. I believe that I have finished celebrating. However, I am 

not finished reflecting on what it means to me. 

 

When you are a kid, birthdays are the stuff of parties with pointed 

hats and hilarious games. The years roll on, and birthdays provoke 

jokes about getting older and even clever ways of changing the 

subject. 

At some point birthdays become poignant reminders of the 

passage of time. 
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This year my family hosted an open house party back in the 

Chicago area for my birthday. It was really quite wonderful. I got to 

make the invitation list. It grew extensively. 

Besides the obvious extended multi-generational family, I was able 

also to invite a small cast of characters from my former days, some 

whom I have not seen for years, even decades. 

I stood in the present moment and considered the years past. Old 

friends will do that for you. And I found that some of the old 

memories and shared affections were not only recalled but were 

alive and real in the present moment.  

So many shared memories were not just back then but alive and 

potent in the present moment. Affections flowed right there and 

then, real now because they were real in the past. 

 

I was in a strange and completely satisfying way spanning the years 

from the past through into the present and even into the future, as 

great grandchildren of my sister Lois darted around the house. 

Those little persons were, for me, like in a flash, the embodiment of 

the future.  

Time was collapsing, telescoping. The passage of time moving back 

and forth, as it were. 
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Although I did not have him in mind during my birthday week, 

here comes Moses in today’s lesson in Deuteronomy. He is old, 

very old, no doubt tired in mind and body. But his vigor had not 

abated, we are told, and eager to claim the promised land pledged 

to his forebears by Yahweh.  

I suspect he could taste it. His heart yearned. He certainly could 

see it across the river, over there, from the heights of Mt. Nebo. 

The Lord God was showing the whole thing to him, as far as the 

eye could encompass.  

But he was destined by God not to cross over the Jordan River to 

claim it, and was buried right there and then, in an unmarked 

grave. 

Someone else, Joshua, would lead the people into the promise. 

God’s sense of time seems to be collapsing past, present, and 

future. 

 

Psalm 90 for today, the only Psalm attributed to Moses, 

dramatically contrasts our awareness of time. It ponders how “a 

thousand years in your sight are like yesterday when it is past, and 

like a watch in the night…we fade away suddenly like the grass.” 
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But then it petitions the future, “Satisfy us by your loving-kindness 

in the morning; so shall we rejoice and be glad all the days of our 

lives.” 

“Lord, you have been our refuge from one generation to 

another…Show your servants your works and your splendor to their 

children.” 

 

In the gospel lesson, Jesus links love of God and neighbor as the 

essence of the law, as others had done before him. But then in an 

intriguing brain-twister, Jesus poses a question to the Pharisees. If 

the Messiah is to come from the lineage of David, then why does 

David in Psalm 110 address the hoped-for future Messiah, as “my 

Lord?” 

Matthew’s Jesus intimates he knows the answer to that question 

because he has some kind of special time-transcending knowledge 

they do not. 

 

These lessons seem to collapse past and future into the present. 

Frequently in biblical texts, past, present and future conflate, 

converge, unite, into a moment that surpasses words, that seems to 

transcend time. 
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Powerful memories from the past when God rescued the chosen 

from slavery in Egypt, and all that transpired in the wilderness 

wanderings, come back just at the end of life for Moses, as he looks 

over into the promised land; promised so long ago and now on the 

cusp of occupying. 

Past, present and future are fused into a ‘moment,’ almost like a 

moment out of time, but that illumines the present moment into a 

special significance.  

 

In that moment Moses is recognized for who he is. “Never since has 

there arisen a prophet in Israel like Moses,” the writer declares! 

God’s deeds over the centuries are recalled at the same moment 

when the future is as broad as the sky over the promised land. 

 

The book of Deuteronomy ends on one of those rare moments, like 

a ‘moment out of time.’  

 

The writer of Psalm 90 meditates on the staggering reality that we 

are keenly aware of the passing of time while God is forever and 

ever, “from one generation to another.” 
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Matthew’s Jesus mixes past, present and future in his brain-twister 

question for the Pharisees in which David, Jesus and the future 

Messiah come together in a puzzlement. 

Jesus was a descendent of a mortal, David, and yet also as One who 

stands outside human history; the Lord, who makes the future 

possible. A brain-twister, indeed!  

Texts that present a dynamic between past and potential future 

that shapes the present moment. 

 

Speaking of brain-twisters, some of you may be trying right now to 

twist your brain around what an 80th birthday gathering and a 

seemingly month-long celebration has to do with such a heady 

analysis of some scripture texts! 

Are you not being more than a bit fanciful, George? 

Well, of that charge I will offer no defense. 

 

However, my birthday celebration was for me was a moment or 

moments in time, really a gift in time, when I experienced the 

faithfulness of God in past, present and future in a manner for 

which I do not exactly have the words. 
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Here is where Old Testament scholar Walter Brueggemann throws 

a bright light on these texts for today. 

A group of us are discussing his book “The Bible Makes Sense” on 

Monday evenings.  

Brueggemann writes that Israel was founded on and lived by a vast 

deposit of precious memories of its decisive interactions with God. 

And that to this storehouse of preserved memory the people 

returned in order to draw power and direction and authority for 

living. 

Even further, Brueggemann says that because of that memory 

retrieved over and over again in each present moment, Israel 

possessed a special expectation for the future such that even the 

future was palpable and alive in the present moment. 

And all of this founded on the faithful promises of God, held to 

through the thick and thin of its life.  

Past and future brought together in the present moment. 

 

We sometimes know this in our personal lives. From one angle, our 

individual lives are merely a succession of days, or as someone 

ineloquently put “one dam thing after another.”  
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‘Life is what happens when no one is watching,’ can also seem at 

times to fit. 

But there are times when you are brought up short by some 

important moment that you did not construct, but just happens for 

you, when you can see something of the past, present and future of 

your life such that it takes your breath away, where you might find 

yourself in your own words echoing the words of Psalm 8,  

“When I look at you heavens, the work of your fingers, 

the moon and stars that you have established; 

what are human beings that you are mindful of them, 

mortals that you care for them?” 

God, you have clothed me with glory and honor, you exclaim! 

 

Those are the moments, maybe few and far in between, when we 

are given our lives back again, as if for the first time, past, present 

and future. 

Those are moments when we have touched something of the 

faithfulness of God. 

 

And so it is and can be with our life as a community of faith, as St. 

Andrew’s Church. 
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“Lord you have been our refuge from one generation to another,” 

are surely our words, as well. 

The past becomes present as we give thanks for all those brave and 

gritty souls who made sure this place did not die, as it might well 

have.  

 

Those who took the courage of their faith: 

in continuing through literal fire and water, and the comings and 

goings of clergy and members,  

in welcoming new folks every Sunday and pushing out the back 

wall of the church to make room for them,  

and purchasing a stake in our parking lots and placing children at 

the center of our life together  

and standing watch while homeless women slept in our undercroft 

and giving thousands to places of compassion and care in our city 

and beyond and caring for homeless families with Family Promise, 

and gathering this fall the largest Catechumenate class we have 

known at St. Andrew’s. 
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Those courageous ones are with us still, some only in spirit, in this 

present moment, cheering us on to touch together the faithfulness 

of God who also gives us the future. 

Could this not be for us a Moses moment, a Psalmist moment, a 

Jesus moment, a moment out of time?  

A moment in our life together when past and future converge in 

the present, a moment when the promised future is already with 

us? 

 

We are working hard on our future with the generous support of 

all. 

And thankfully, we are not in covenant with a good idea that 

depends on us and our best intentions. 

We are in covenant with an active, caring, justice-working, life-

altering God, who keeps promises. 

The one who is “from one generations to another!” 

Amen. 
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