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Hunkered Down Homilies - “Gates” 

Friends,  

ENan and I were at the Wilmington airport 
Saturday night waiting for the arrival of our 
daughter and her two children. Airport greeting 
has always been a big deal for us. We usually 
wear some type of silly hat or outfit. When our 
son-in-law came to North Carolina for the first 

time, we held signs with just his first name (like the guys waiting to whisk business people off 
to a limousine). Since our son-in-law’s name is Elvis (uh-huh), we attracted a lot of attention. 
Most passers-by felt obligated to tell us, “Elvis is NOT in the house!” We assured them, “He 
will be!” 

Airports were a lot more fun prior to 9/11. We would intentionally go to the airport long before it 
was necessary just to watch people coming and going. We would move from gate to gate 
according to the airline schedules and would create stories about all the people. “This guy 
works for the CIA and is leaving for an undercover operation at an undisclosed destination”. 
“That one is saying good-bye to her fiancé, hoping the relationship will survive while she is 
studying in Paris for a year.” “This family just came from vacation in Disney World and it did 
not go well!” 

One thing I have noticed however is the electronic board showing the departures and arrivals. 
The same flight indicated by a departure time at this location is also listed on another board at 
another airport as an arrival. Departures tend to be depressing and accompanied with tears. 
Arrivals, on the other hand, are full of joy and celebration. 

The Apostle Paul wrote, “The time has come for my departure. I have fought the good fight, I 
have finished the race, I have kept the faith. Now there is in store for me the crown of 
righteousness…”  (2 Timothy 4:6-8) Paul knew his departure from this life would be followed 
immediately by his arrival in heaven. The tears of separation will give way to the shouts of joy 
when we finally make it home. 

I think about that every time I participate in a funeral. The sadness of the family marking the 
departure of their loved one is mirrored by the celebration of those waiting on the other side. 
And standing at the gate is the “head that was crowned with thorns and the face that was spit 
upon, for me.” (John Bunyan – Pilgrim’s Progress) And He will be holding a sign with your 
name on it. 

Now THAT is a story to tell! 

 


