
Hunkered Down 

Homilies – Old 

 

My job title is Minister 

to Senior Adults.  

When I interviewed for 

the position, I asked 

how they define 

Senior Adults.  I was 

told, “That’s the 4:00 

pm K&W crowd.”  This 

week I have been 

celebrating with folks 

who would be first in 

line.  My mother 

turned 92 last week, 

so ENan and I had a 

birthday outing with 

her.  I participated in a 

funeral for a 95-year 

old friend in the 

Piedmont this week.  I have spoken with several other folks from our 

church who celebrated more than 90 years of life.  (Discretion keeps me 

from sharing their names.)   

There is a good chance I will live long enough to be in the early-bird line at 

K&W (I’m not there yet!)  Both of my parents made it past their 90th 

birthday.  My only aunt just died at 100.  My great-grandmother lived to be 

102.  Still, I often wonder, other than good genetics, what makes for a long 

life?  A friend’s grandmother lived to be 106.  When asked her secret to a 

long life, she replied, “I eat a slice of raw onion and drink a Dr. Pepper 

every day.”  When she died, people said, “I knew that Dr. Pepper would kill 

her sooner or later!” 

Woven into the Christmas account in Luke is the story of an old guy.  We 

aren’t told the age of Simeon but we know he had been told he would not 

die before seeing the Christ.  One day he took his walker and made his 



way to the Temple, where he encountered Mary and Joseph who had come 

to dedicate their baby boy.  Simeon recognized Jesus as the one he had 

been waiting for and said, “Lord, now I can die content!  For I have seen 

him as you promised I would.  I have seen the Savior to the world.” (Luke 

2:29-30) 

Simeon had waited his whole life to lay eyes on the Savior.  He did not 

want to leave this world without knowing the one who would open the way 

to heaven.  After seeing Jesus, Simeon was ready to die, confident of 

God’s promise to meet him on the other side.  Vance Havner was an 

evangelist from Greensboro who lived well into his 90s.  He echoed 

Simeon when he wrote, “It is the hope of dying that has kept me alive so 

long.” 

Knowing Jesus makes it so much easier to face death.  And life!  

 

 


