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Death, Vanity and the Reaper             
Ecclesiastes 11:9-12:14 
#14 in our series from Ecclesiastes 
February 12, 2017 
Peter Hiett 
 
All images by Peter Hiett unless otherwise credited. 

 
Prayer 
Lord, we thank you that you make us your sanctuary, your temple, the place of your 
dwelling.  We pray that you would in habit us and that together, you would help us to 
preach your gospel, in Jesus’ name, Amen. 
 
Sanctuary Worship Band  
“(Don’t Fear) The Reaper” by Blue Oyster Cult 
 
All our times have come  
Here but now they're gone 
Seasons don't fear the reaper  
Nor do the wind, the sun or the rain, we can be like they are 
 
Come on baby, don't fear the reaper  
Baby take my hand, don't fear the reaper  
We'll be able to fly, don't fear the reaper  
Baby I'm your man, 
 
Valentine is done Here but now they're gone  
Romeo and Juliet Are together in eternity, Romeo and Juliet 
40, 000 men and women everyday, Like Romeo and Juliet  
40, 000 men and women everyday, Redefine happiness 
Another 40, 000 coming everyday, We can be like they are 
 
Come on baby, don't fear the reaper 
 Baby take my hand, don't fear the reaper 
We'll be able to fly, don't fear the reaper  
Baby I'm your man 
 
Love of two is one  
Here but now they're gone 
Came the last night of sadness  
And it was clear she couldn't go on 
 
Then the door was open and the wind appeared  
The candles blew then disappeared 
The curtains flew then he appeared, saying don't be afraid 
 
Come on baby, and she had no fear And she ran to him, then they started to fly 
They looked backward and said goodbye, she had become like they are 
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She had taken his hand, she had become like they are 
Come on baby, don't fear the reaper 
Movie Clip: Monty Python—The Meaning of Life—Suicidal Leaves 
 

[The scene begins with a beautiful tree in autumn that is beginning to lose its leaves] 

LEAF #1: (sobbing) It's no good. I-- I-- I-- I just can't go on. I-- [sob] I'm no good anymore. (sniff) 

LEAF #2: No. 

LEAF #1: (sob) I-- I-- I want to end it all. [sobbing] Good-bye!  Goodbye! (snap)  
[The leaf that was talking drops to the ground.] Aaaaaaagggghh! 

[whump] 

LEAF #2: (gasp) Oh, my God! (gasp) Oh, no! I c-- [gasp] What'll I do? I-- I can't live without him.  
I-- I-- I—(gasp) (snap) [Another leaf falls to the ground.] Aaaaaaggh! 

[whump] 

LEAF #3: Mummy? 

LEAF #4: Mum, where are you? 

LEAF #3: Mum? Daddy? 

LEAF #4: (gasp) 

LEAF #3: Mumm-- mummy? 

LEAF #4: (gasp])Mummy? What are you doing? 

LEAF #3: (gasp gasp) 

LEAF #4: Don't push. 

[snap] 

LEAF #3: (gasp) Aaaaaaggghh! 

LEAF #4: Aaaaaaggghh! Aaaaggghh! 

[whump] 

REMAINING LEAVES: Oh! Aagh! 

[(whump) All the remaining leaves on the tree fall simultaneously to the ground and a leafless tree in 
the darkness is left.] 
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[dong dong]  
[wind]  
[dong dong dong]  
[scary music]  
[clunk clunk]  
[clunk clunk] 

[The Grim Reaper knocks on a door. A man opens it.] 

GEOFFREY: Yes? [pause] Is it about the hedge? [pause] Look. I am awfully sorry, but-- 

GRIM REAPER: I am the Grim Reaper. 

GEOFFREY: Who? 

GRIM REAPER: The Grim Reaper. 

GEOFFREY: Yes, I see. 

GRIM REAPER: I am death. 

GEOFFREY: Yes, well, the thing is, we've got some people from America for dinner tonight, and-- 

ANGELA: Who is it, darling? 

GEOFFREY: It's a 'Mr. Death' or something. He's come about the reaping? I don't think we need any at 
the moment. 

ANGELA: Hello. Well, don't leave him hanging around outside, darling. Ask him in. 

GEOFFREY: Darling, I don't think it's quite the moment. 

ANGELA: Do come in. Come along in. Come and have a drink. Do. Come on. 

GUESTS: [mumbling] 

ANGELA: It's one of the little men from the village. 

GUESTS: [mumbling] 

ANGELA: Uh, do come in. 

GUESTS: [mumbling] 

ANGELA: Please. 

GUESTS: [mumbling] 

 [spooky music] 
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GEOFFREY: Good Lord. 

GRIM REAPER: I am death. 

DEBBIE: Well, isn't that extraordinary? We were just talking about death only five minutes ago. 

ANGELA: Yes, we were. 

HOWARD: Mmm. Mm. 

ANGELA: You know, whether death is really the end. 

DEBBIE: As my husband, uh, Howard, here, feels, or whether there is-- and one so hates to use words  
like 'soul' or 'spirit', but-- 

JEREMY: But what other words can one use? 

GEOFFREY: E-- exactly. 

GRIM REAPER: You do not understand. 

DEBBIE: Ah, no. Obviously not. 

HOWARD: Let me just tell you something, Mr. Death. 

GRIM REAPER: You do n-- 

HOWARD: Just one moment. I'd like to express, on behalf of everybody here, what a... really unique  
experience this is. 

JEREMY: Hear, hear. 

ANGELA: Yes, we're so delighted, uh, that you dropped in, Mr. Death. 

HOWARD: Can I just finish, please? 

DEBBIE: Mr. Death, is there an after-life? 

HOWARD: Dear, if you could just wait, please, a moment,-- 

ANGELA: Are you sure you wouldn't like some sherry? 

DEBBIE: [mumbling] 

HOWARD: Angela. Angela, I'd like to just say this at this time, if I could, please. Really. 

GRIM REAPER: Be quiet! 

HOWARD: Can I just say this at this time, please? 

 

http://www.montypython.net/sounds/meaning/iamdeath.wav
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Message 
In one of his books, sociologist Tony Campolo points out that many sociologists have 
noted how peasants in agrarian societies escape the consciousness of death by 
bickering… and then, he points out that actually, we all do just the same.  
 
It reminds me of that Monty Python clip. We talk and talk and talk about death, but none 
of us really understands death—unless of course we’ve already died. 
We talk about death hoping to defend ourselves against it. 
We deny death, because we’re terrified of the reaper. 
 
Blue Oyster Cult sings, “Seasons don’t fear the reaper…” In other words, leaves on 
trees—as far as we can tell—don’t cry out, “I’m going to end it all. And then fall to their 
death weeping…” They just obey the will of their creator. 
 
They don’t fear the reaper, but we do. 
And of course we do, for we experience loss consciously, and it hurts. 
 
For some of you death is a distant concept and that’s how you feel protected.  
For some of you the concept has become a reality that you feel stalking every labored 
breath and that you may even see staring back at you in the mirror.  
For some of you that reality has overtaken a loved one and in that way overtaken you, 
and now you cannot keep up the denial… but find yourself driven by despair. 
 
Many years ago, I read about a woman who became gravely ill. After a time of 
hospitalization she returned home, but was confined to bed. Her eight-year-old daughter 
was not aware of the terminal status of the illness. 
 

GRIM REAPER: Silence! I have come for you. 

ANGELA: You mean... to-- 

GRIM REAPER: Take you away. That is my purpose. I am death. 

GEOFFREY: Well, that’s cast rather a gloom over the evening, hasn’t it?  

HOWARD: I don't see it that way, Geoff. [sniff] Let me tell you what I think we're dealing with here:  
a potentially positive learning experience to get an-- 

GRIM REAPER: Shut up! Shut up, you American. You always talk, you Americans.  
You talk and you talk and say 'let me tell you something' and 'I just wanna say this'.  
Well, you’re dead now, so shut up! 

HOWARD: Dead? 

 

http://www.montypython.net/sounds/meaning/come4you.wav
http://www.montypython.net/sounds/meaning/come4you.wav
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This little girl stood outside the bedroom door one afternoon as the doctor, along with her 
father, visited her mother. She overheard the doctor say, "Yes, I will be frank with you. 
The time is not too far off. Before the last leaves have gone from the trees you will die." 
The little girl's presence was not detected. 
 
Sometime later the father came to the breakfast table to find that his little girl was not 
there as he had expected. After searching for her he saw her out in the front yard. His 
heart was broken as he watched her picking up leaves that had begun to fall. She was 
using thread to tie them back onto the limbs of the tree. 
 
I am that little girl.  
You are that little girl.  
And you are also a leaf that will surrender its life upon the tree. 
 
 
Ecclesiastes 11: 9-12:8 
 

Rejoice, O young man, in your youth, and let your heart cheer you in the days of 
your youth. Walk in the ways of your heart and the sight of your eyes. But know 
that for all these things God will bring you into judgment. [ha mishpot: “the 
Judgment”] Remove vexation from your heart, and put away pain from your body, 
for youth and the dawn of life are vanity.  
 
Remember also your Creator in the days of your youth, before the evil days 
come and the years draw near of which you will say, “I have no pleasure in 
them”; before the sun and the light and the moon and the stars are darkened and 
the clouds return after the rain, in the day when the keepers of the house 
tremble, and the strong men are bent, and the grinders cease because they are 
few, and those who look through the windows are dimmed, and the doors on the 
street are shut—when the sound of the grinding is low, and one rises up at the 
sound of a bird, and all the daughters of song are brought low—they are afraid 
also of what is high, and terrors are in the way; the almond tree blossoms, the 
grasshopper drags itself along, and desire fails, because man [ha adam: the 
Adam, the Man] is going to his eternal home, and the mourners go about the 
streets—before the silver cord is snapped, or the golden bowl is broken, or the 
pitcher is shattered at the fountain, or the wheel broken at the cistern, and the 
dust returns to the earth as it was, and the spirit returns to God who gave it. 
Vanity of vanities, says the Preacher; all is vanity.  

 
If you would and if someone is sitting next to you, turn to them and look deeply in their 
eyes and repeat this after me—both of you can say it: “I think you’re going to die.” 
 
How did that feel? … to say it? … and to hear it?  
 
Shocking? Un-nerving? Maybe it’s a relief— a little like pointing to a giant elephant in the 
middle of the room . . . Or maybe, passing gas at a fancy cocktail party… or the 
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Christmas Eve service. “Y’all look lovely, but I’m sensing something that we’d all like to 
deny.” 
 
I love Solomon’s description of death: 
#1  It’s so, “In your face… so you just can’t deny.”  
#2  It’s so poetic—it’s not just an idea, but a passion that Solomon  
            experiences. 
Throughout our study of Ecclesiastes, we’ve noted that there are two ways of knowing.  

• You can take wisdom like fruit from a tree, but the wisdom dies—it becomes 
dead laws, knowledge of the good, but not the experience of the good.  

• You can take wisdom or you can receive wisdom—like a bride receives a groom. 
Then you don’t only know about the Good, you experience the Good and even 
give birth the Good. 

 
The Reaper in the Monty Python sketch says, “You don’t understand.” 
But it appears that we will all come to know. 
 
Let’s look at our scripture again. 
Ecclesiastes 12:1-8  

 
Remember also your Creator in the days of your youth, before the evil days 
come and the years draw near of which you will say, “I have no pleasure in them” 

 
When you’re old, you even begin to lose your desire—eyes dim, hearing fades, taste 
buds stop tasting… 
 

before the sun and the light and the moon and the stars are darkened… 
 
That’s apocalyptic language. 
I’m genuinely amazed at how religious people will worry about the “end times,” when we 
can guarantee that the End will come in your life time . . .  
The sun, moon and stars will darken and you will have an apocalypse. 
 

and the clouds return after the rain, in the day when the keepers of the house 
tremble, and the strong men are bent, and the grinders cease because they are 
few, and those who look through the windows are dimmed, and the doors on the 
street are shut—when the sound of the grinding is low, and one rises up at the 
sound of a bird, and all the daughters of song are brought low… 

 
Solomon is describing each person as a city, house or temple. 
And remember he built Jerusalem, containing the Lord’s house—the temple. 
“The keepers of the house” are arms that begin to tremble. 
“The strong men are legs and backs” that bend but don’t straighten. 
“The grinders” are teeth that fall out and become few. 
“Windows” are eyes that dim with cataracts and disease. 
“Doors” are hearts closed in fear, so one no longer hears the business in the street and 
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yet one wakes in the night at the sound of a bird…  
 

they are afraid also of what is high, and terrors are in the way; the almond tree 
blossoms… 

 
Almond trees turn pale when they blossom—like hair turns grey on an old man’s head. 
 
 the grasshopper drags itself along… 
 
Since my heart attack, three-and-a-half years ago, I’ve been told to exercise five times a 
week.  And so I’ll often ride my bike on the trails around Bear Creak Lake Park. 
In the fall, as I’m dragging myself up the bike trail near my house, I’ll watch the 
grasshoppers, who once were bounding across the trail, drag their old bodies along… I’ll 
watch caterpillars preparing to spin cocoons and die. The season is changing and the 
reaper is coming. 
 

and desire fails, because man [ha adam: the Adam, the Man] is going to his 
eternal home, and the mourners go about the streets—before the silver cord is 
snapped [think of the spinal chord], or the golden bowl is broken [think of the 
skull], or the pitcher is shattered at the fountain, or the wheel broken at the 
cistern, [think of the heart pumping blood or any organ that works and stops 
working]  and the dust returns to the earth as it was, and the spirit returns to God 
who gave it. Vanity of vanities, says the Preacher; all is vanity [hebel].1 

 
Vanity is the Hebrew word hebel meaning vapor or breath. 
We’re like a vapor . . . here one moment and gone the next. 
 
Solomon wants us to know that we each are going to die . . .  He puts death in our face, 
as if he wants us to taste it and know . . . Be we don’t want to know. . . Death is an 
uninvited guest at our dinner party. 2 

                                                        
1 Hopefully, you remember that this was Solomon’s statement at the start of Ecclesiastes: 
“Vanity of vanities, all is vanity! What does ha Adam, the man, gain from all his toil under 
the son?” (Ecclesiastes 1:2-3) 
 
Well, maybe the man gains knowledge or knowledge gains him—he comes to know, truly 
know, that all his toil is vanity and striving after wind (1:17). 
 
2 Death is so very strange—it’s an intruder. You know? I was a geology major at CU and 
so have a great deal of respect for much of Darwin’s work, but one thing that ironically 
never fit with his theory—at least in my mind—was death. According to his theories, 
death should be the very first thing to evolve out of a gene pool. 
 
Did you know that chambered nautiluses have been around 500 million years? 
Yet as far as we can tell, the life span of one of these guys today is just the same as the life 
span of one of these guys 500 million years ago. 
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Death is so strange 
And death feels so wrong, because life feels so right—so good. 
Death is the loss of the good—like leaves or fruit falling from a tree.  
 
My mom is 89 years old and preparing to meet the Reaper. In November, the sewer line 
to her condo backed up and flooded the place. For two months she’s lived at a nearby 
hotel.  But in the last few weeks we’ve been moving her back in. 
As part of that process, we’ve had to sort through old pictures of my dad, knick-knacks, 
and junk—or what others would call junk—junk that had been stored in the crawl space 
that was flooded with gunk. 
 
Last week, my mom handed Susan a big stick, stuck in a cheap vase and held in place  
by plaster of paris… and spray-painted white. She said, “Susan take this to Good Will.” 
Susan said, “Mom, No one wants this at Good Will.” I interrupted, grabbed the stick in 
the vase, and gave Susan a look that meant just stop talking. 
 
On the way home, I explained why Mom wouldn’t think of throwing it away. I said, 
“Honey, that was out Easter tree. I still remember the day that we went out and found 
that old branch, stuck it in the vase, and spray-painted it white. Mom must’ve got the 
idea from some magazine or something. Every Easter, we’d hang these really cool 
Easter eggs on that tree. Eggs that we had hollowed out and turned into these really 
cool little dioramas—well they were really cool for an eight-year-old. Each egg had like a 
window and you’d look inside and see some scene from the Bible. It was like our family 
project—and every Easter I’d sit at the piano, stare at our Easter tree, think about Jesus, 
and be filled with faith, hope, and love. Honey that’s what she can’t bear to throw it 
away.” 
 
When we got home, I immediately broke the tree and threw it in the dumpster because I 
knew I wanted to keep it forever along with everything else in Mom’s crawl space. I 
wanted to sow the leaves back on the tree… and I don’t have that power. 
 
I understand why people become hoarders . . .  
And fill their house with stuff they’ll never look at our need.  
Maybe we’re all hoarders… 
That’s why we eat so much, drink so much, buy so much, and worry so much. 
We’re trying to sow the leaves back on the tree. 
We’re hiding from the Reaper. 
 
Death is so strange, feels so wrong and is so very terrifying that we live in denial of 
death. How do you explain a funeral industry that does approximately 20.7 billion dollars 
                                                                                                                                                  
 
Now if you didn’t follow that, don’t worry about it.  
I’m just saying that death is like a bad miracle—in other words, a curse. 
And that means, it must also be a sign—a sign to which we should pay attention. 
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worth of business each year in the United States alone.3 We embalm our dead, dress 
them up, and put them in padded coffins as if they were asleep and pay about $10,000 
to a funeral home each time we do it. 
 
When my Dad died, the coroner’s office sent two young men to pick up his body, which 
by that time had become stiff with Rigamortis. They put him on the gurney and covered 
the body as if Dad were asleep . . . but his head was stuck up in the air in the position it 
had been when he died. One of these young guys saw it, panicked and quickly put a 
pillow under his head. 
We all stared for a moment. Then my sister said, “He doesn’t need a pillow… He’s 
dead.” It was like a fart in an elevator . . . and we all started laughing. 
 
According to many Freudians and Neo-Freudians, civilization itself is dependent on the 
repression of the fear of death, which is the denial of death. Of course, that repressed 
fear shows up as neurosis, psychosis, and all forms of mental illness . . . yet without it 
we’d all go stark raving mad with fear. 
 
In 1974, the Neo-Freudian, Earnest Becker published his Pulitzer Prize winning book 
The Denial of Death. In it he argues that we all seek to create a “heroic self,” that 
transcends our physical self and is thereby immortal—a self constructed with faith, hope, 
and love. 
 
The problem comes when my self competes with your self for greatness—because that’s 
not Love but just the opposite of Love. I end up stealing life from your tree and trying to 
sow it on my tree. And of course, it doesn’t really work anyway. 
 
Woody Allen, who was a student of Ernest Becker once commented, “I don’t want to 
achieve immortality through greatness; I want to achieve it through not dying.” 
 
We all fear death. And we all repress or deny our fear of death. 
 
If you say you have no fear of death, you may have the most fear of death. Dr. Erving 
Yalom of Standford University writes, 
 

Death and anxiety is omnipresent in the unconscious as an intrinsic component 
of the human condition; the absence of evident death anxiety at a conscious level 
does not mean that the individual is without death anxiety.  

 
Researchers have actually done Galvanic Skin Response tests and discovered that 
those who claim to never think about death register the greatest fear response to words 
associated with death.  
 
So, we all fear death.  
And we all repress our fear of death. And that produces all sorts of evil.  
                                                        
3  [http://www.pbs.org/pov/homegoings/economics-of-the-funeral-industry/] 
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The author of Hebrew writes that the devil has kept us in lifelong bondage through the 
fear of death. [Hebrews 2:15] 
 
Think about it: 
The fear of death might explain all your addictions. 
Maybe we really do hoard things because we’re afraid to die. We’re hanging on to life. 
Maybe we eat too much and drink too much because we’re trying to hang onto life. 
Maybe men actually do sleep around, because they’re afraid to die . . . 
  Like Olympia Dukakis said in the movie Moonstruck. 
Maybe we won’t forgive because we’re afraid to die. 
Maybe we murder and go to war because we’re afraid to die. 
 
On 9-11-2001, I remember thinking, “The US has such a great opportunity to show the 
world how Jesus is different than Mohammed, for instead of revenge we could display 
the Judgment of Grace.” 
 
But soon we went to war and for the 10,000 that died on 9-11, hundreds of thousands or 
perhaps even a million died in countries that had nothing to do with that 9-11 terrorist 
attack. 
 
And now the home of the brave is terrified of refugees—that we have created. 
Terrorism is the fear of death. And we have made ourselves its victim. 
 
See? Maybe it’s the fear of death that is the exact opposite of Love . . . 
For as we’ve learned in Ecclesiastes, Love is sacrifice.  
 
Love is the sacrifice of the self for the benefit of another . . .   
Love is surrender to death for the sake of the Life. 
So maybe all our competition, strife, and sin are a manifestation of the fear of death. 
That fear causes us to run and hide from the reaper. 
 
Have you ever noticed that almost all our monsters are people that refuse to die? 
Zombies are living dead that eat the broken body of the living—and refuse to die. 
Vampires are living dead that drink the blood shed of the living—and refuse to die. 
Ghosts are ghosts that refuse to give up the ghost—and therefor, will not die. 
 
And of course, ghosts are not just fiction, you’ll find them in the Bible— 
   obe in Hebrew, phantasma in Greek. 
 
They appear to be spirits in Sheol/Hades—spirits that have not yet surrendered their 
spirits, themselves that is, to the God who gave their spirit in the first place—the dust 
has returned to the ground and the spirit refuses to return to God who gave it, as 
Solomon described in verse 7. 
 
Well, I’m just pointing out that all our problems may come from the fear of death, which 
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leads to the denial of death, that is, running from the reaper. 
 
Sadly, I’ve presided over the funerals of many suicides and prayed for many that are 
tempted by suicide and I have been tempted myself.  
 
Ironically, I’ve come to believe that: 

• People kill themselves because they’re afraid of death. That is… 
• They judge themselves because they’re terrified of Judgment. 
• It’s a last ditch effort to seize control because they’re terrified of loosing control. 

 
I don’t believe that suicide is the unforgiveable sin,  
But the problem with suicide is that it doesn’t work. 
You can’t judge yourself with yourself… 
And you can’t kill yourself with yourself—because you’re not the Reaper. 
 
The lead singer of Blue Oyster Cult wrote that he was appalled when he learned that 
some people thought “Don’t fear the reaper” was a call to suicide. He writes, “It’s meant 
to be a love song, where love transcends the actual physical existence of the 
partners…love of two is one.”  
 
In other words, it’s about the sacrifice of self. It’s about sacrificing the bubble (that we 
talked about last time), which we have constructed in fear. It’s about losing your life, for 
the sake of love, and then finding it. 
 
So I’m asking, could it be that all our problems come from the fear of death, which leads 
to the denial of death, that is, psychically, emotionally, spiritually, and even physically 
running from the reaper? I think so . . . 
 
And what’s even more surprising is that it’s often religious institutions that teach us to do 
just that. We pastors are always looking for ideas to motivate the flock and increase 
attendance: 
 

• “We’ve got knowledge of good and evil. If you take it and apply it to your life, then 
surely you won’t actually die.” 

• “We’ve got knowledge of good and evil. If you take it and use it to judge yourself 
and justify yourself, you won’t be judged.” 

 
Now there is a verse in John 11 where Jesus talks about those who live and believe and 
don’t die . . . but I think that’s because they’ve already died, as if faith is the death of 
your own judgment. 
 
And there is a verse in John 5, where Jesus mentions those that don’t enter into 
judgment . . . but that’s because they’ve already been judged. 
 
See it’s pretty weird for us to act like Jesus got crucified so we won’t have to be crucified 
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when the one thing required for discipleship is to pick up a cross. 
And it’s pretty weird for us to act like we won’t be judged when judgment begins with the 
household of God (1 Peter 4:17). 
 
In the American Evangelical Church, of which I am a part, we’ve actually taught people 
that if they just say a little prayer in the back of a pamphlet they’ll be saved from the 
judgment of God. 
 
And so there are then two kinds of people in the world:  
1. Those that get judged and go to Hell—forever without end. 
2. Those that don’t get judged and go to Heaven forever without end. 4 
 
The free will folks spin it one way and the sovereignty folks another way. Either way you 
may choose poorly or you may not be the chosen. But either way, we teach people to 
hide from God’s Judgment by keeping them terrified of God’s Judgment based on the 
idea that we can protect them from God’s Judgment because only some get judged and 
some escape the judgment using our knowledge of good and evil.  
 
But that’s not the way Solomon, or the rest of the Bible, talks about Judgment. 
 
Ephesians 12:8 “Vanity of vanities, says the Preacher; all is vanity.” We’ll talk about 
next week verses 9-13. But Solomon ends Ecclesiastes with verse 14:  “God will bring 
every deed into judgment [mishpot], with every secret thing, whether good or 
evil.”  I think that would include every man, every woman, every child—
Judgment. 
 
See? It’s not as if some will be judged and some won’t be judged.  
In Ecclesiastes 3:16-17 he wrote, “…in the place of righteousness, even there, 
was wickedness…God will judge the righteous and the wicked…God is testing 
the children of Adam that they may see they are but beasts.” 
3:19 “They all have the same breath (ruach).” 
3:20 “They all go to one place.” 
4:4 “All their work is envy” 
6:6 “Do not all go to one place?” 
9:3 “The hearts of the children of adam are full of evil, and madness is in their 
hearts while they live, and after they go to the dead.” 
11:9 “For all these things God will bring you into the judgment—the mishpot” 
 
 
Solomon writes as if there is one Judgment, but not only that, he writes as if 
                                                        
4 So you can get folks to join your institution by appealing to their fear of death, but in the process 
you might just make them more a slave to satan, than you ever were. 
 



 14 

there is only one that’s judged, and yet all are judged. 
 
12:5 he wrote, “The Adam (man) is going to his eternal home.” 
12:7 “The dust returns to the earth as it was and the spirit returns to God who 
gave it.” That’s the breath God breathed into the Adam in the garden. 
 
You see? He writes as if we’re all one man—as if we’re all in this together. We’re 
all one man or, in one man, passing through one judgment. We all must come to 
know that we are but beasts, and then watch as God turns us into beauties. 
For Solomon told us at the start of the book, “God has made everything beautiful 
in it’s time” (Ecc. 3:11). 
 
Solomon can’t explain it, but he sees it when he goes to the house of the Lord 
and sits before the judgment seat of God and the altar on which the lamb is slain, 
in the very spot where the Jews believe that God first breathed his breath into the 
Adam, next to a tree in the middle of a garden. 
 
He sees the mishpot, the judgment of God. 
Mishpot means the judgment, decision, command or word of the Ruler—the 
King. 
 
So, the very first mishpot we hear in all of Scripture is this: “And God said, ‘let 
there be light,’ and there was light.” Jesus even said, “This is the Judgment, the 
light has come into the world.” “I am the Light.” We also know that He is the 
Word. 
 
This is the second mishpot God speaks His Word: “Let there be an expanse…” 
and there was. 
 
Then a third, fourth, fifth . . . 
 
You get the picture? Creation is the mishpot of God. God speaks His Word and 
creation happens . . . It happens until we get to the sixth day, for God speaks, 
“Let us make adam in our own image, after our own likeness…” But look around. 
Did it happen? 
 
God is Love and His Word is Truth.  
So, if you are not entirely loving and completely true, well then,  
 You are an adam that has not been fully created . . . 
 As if something strange has happened to God’s Word . . .  
 As if it must still be the sixth day of creation . . . 
 As if we maybe witness our own creation . . . 
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 Through the wonder of God’s Judgment,  
 Which is His Word that creates all things. 

 
Now, this would be a good point to remember that we believe the Word of God 
became flesh and dwelt among us and we called Him Jesus. He is the mishpot, 
the Judgment, of God. But we hated God’s Judgment and so crucified God’s 
Judgment on a tree, which is strange indeed . . . for it makes us wonder, “Is my 
bad judgment stronger than God’s good judgment—His judgment to make me in 
his own image?” 
 
We crucified God’s Judgment—that’s our judgment. 
And God raised Him from the dead. That’s God’s Judgment—His command. 
Jesus said, “I know his command. It is eternal life.” 
 
God raised Jesus from the dead, and in the Revelation, we hear his voice calling 
from the throne of God as he says, “Look I make all things new.” That’s the 
Judgment of God. And that includes you. As I hope you know because I wrote a 
book on it. I believe that both Scripture and Science reveal that we are living in 
the sixth day of creation being romanced into God’s Seventh day, the new 
creation. We are being romanced to agree with our own creation, romanced by 
the One we nailed to the tree, in the middle of the garden 
 
On the sixth day of creation, on the sixth day of the week, at the sixth hour of the 
day, the Word of God, who is the Life of God, Judgment of God, and Wisdom of 
God hung on the tree in the garden, everything went dark . . .and then He cried, 
“Father forgive . . .” and “It is finished.” 
 
What is finished? Creation is finished and you are finished; you are finished when 
you meet Him at the cross and surrender your judgment to the Judgment of God. 
 
And you will meet Christ at the cross and you will surrender our judgment, for 
nothing is more powerful than the Judgment of God, who is our Lord. 
 
 
God’s Judgment is creation, and that means that absolutely everything is grace, 
which also means that to know God and to know His Word, something in you 
must die. 
 That something is the illusion that you are your own creator . . . 
  The illusion that you can save your own life. . .  
  Sow the leaves back on the tree…that you call yourself. 
 The illusion that your judgment, determines the Judgment of God . . . 
  I’m talking about your ridiculous and obscene pride. 
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  I’m talking about the old man. 
  I’m talking about the vanity of vanities. 
 
Solomon wrote, “Vanity of vanities, all is vanity.” 
I’ve wondered if “all” includes God? 
 
Scripture says God is Spirit and spirit also means wind and sometimes breath—
maybe Solomon means that we can’t control God. Whatever the case, nothing is 
more real or permanent than God. He is faith, hope, and love.  
 
Well, by “vanity,” I doubt he means God, but I’m sure he means us. We are made 
with the breath of God. Hebel translated “vanity” also means breath. All 
humanity, the adam, is the breath of God in dust. So, the vanity of vanities, must 
be the breath of the breaths, That is the people that we think we have created. 
 
We’ve been looking at this picture for months 
 

 
 
The man on the left is the vanity of vanities, he is the “beast.” 
He is the empty illusion that I have created with my judgments, my sin. 
 
The man on the right is the eternal beauty, that is the new creation. 
He is who I truly am—“created in Christ Jesus for good works, which God 
prepared beforehand that I would walk in them.” 
 
The New Man is created in the place of the old man, for “where sin increased 
grace abounded all the more.” 
 
At the cross I confess my old man—my sin. 
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And I receive the new man, created by grace through faith.  
 
Saint Paul wrote, “If we are joined with him in a death like his, we will surely be 
joined with him in a resurrection like his.” 
 
You see?  
Jesus didn’t come to simply die in our place, so we wouldn’t have to. 
Jesus came to help us die to ourselves and live to God. 
Jesus came to help us “lose our lives that we might find them” 
 —Lose our old psyches that we might love.  
    Jesus lifted His head and cried,  
    “ Father into your hands I surrender my spirit, my ruach, my breath.” 
Jesus was the first adam ever to do so.  
Jesus was first to truly die and first to truly live. 
 He is first-born from the dead, firstborn of all creation. 
Jesus came to give us the Judgment of God, which is the Judgment of Love,  
 Which is choosing to lose your life, so you can find it in God. 
 
The Judgment of God is more than knowledge of the Good, 
It is the very presence of the Good, who is Wisdom, in us. 
 
At the cross we took knowledge of the Good like fruit from a tree and everything 
died. And at the cross, God gives Himself, who is the Good, and so we are 
known by the Good, like a bride is known by her groom and everything lives. 
 
So, we don’t only know about God’s Judgment, we live God’s Judgment, and 
give birth to God’s Judgment. We incarnate His Word; we experience His 
passion, and we become His Body. 
In other words, we begin to Love—not because it’s some law, but because God 
has made Himself our nature. 
 
 
Do you understand? Our choices do not determine the Judgment of God—it is 
eternal. But the Judgment of God determines our choices, which are the 
expression of our eternal nature—Faith, Hope, and Love. 
 
So, I took the old Easter tree that used to sit on the piano and I threw it in the 
trash . . . but the faith hope and love that grew on the tree is eternal and cannot 
be destroyed. 
  
And it wouldn’t surprise me if the tree shows up in the new creation, on a new 
and eternal piano. 
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Saint Paul wrote, “Anyone in Christ is a new creation. The old things have 
passed away, behold all things have become new.”  
 
My entire world is made new or I will see it has always been new. 

Solomon’s temple, the city of Jerusalem—everything Solomon thought he 
built, including himself—gets utterly destroyed. 
 
And yet, in Revelation, they descend eternal and new from God in the 
heavens, the House of God, City of Peace, and even Prince of Peace—a 
brand new Solomon. 

 
I can’t sow the leaves back on the trees. 
But I can watch them fall and watch them come back again in spring . . . 
 And then I’ll know that each one is a gift . . . life is a gift. 
 
And maybe knowing it’s all a gift, and I am a gift, and God is a gift is what will 
causes me to enjoy God and all His gifts forever in an eternal spring. 
 
Now I know I just said more that we can grasp, but I hope this much is clear: 
God’s Judgment is creation and particularly our creation, and that involves a 
death and a resurrection. 
 
In Romans 11 God describes God’s Judgment saying, “He consigned all to 
disobedience that he may have mercy on all.” Then he writes, “Present 
yourselves a living sacrifice…be transformed” In Greek the verb is 
metamorphao—where we get our word metamorphosis. 
 
[Image of a caterpillar on one side and a butterfly on the other] 
 
Someone once said, “What the caterpillar calls the end, God calls a butterfly.” 
I’m saying that you are a caterpillar striving after the wind, but God’s Judgment is 
that you will be a butterfly, forever riding the wind. 
 
So don’t fear the Reaper “you’ll be able to fly.” Your old body of flesh is like a 
cocoon that gets hung on a tree, and then from that shell emerges the new 
creation. That’s God’s judgment that the beast would forever be a beauty, that 
“the worm” would become “the man.” 
 
In Psalm 22, prophetically Jesus says, “I am a worm and no man.” He became a 
worm to make you a man.  
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That’s God’s Judgment and not just on some, but on all. All throughout the Old 
Testament—Psalms, Isaiah, Ezekiel, Zephaniah . . . God promises to destroy all 
and then redeem all—to give all a new heart, a new nature. 
 
It is the same in the New Testament, “As in Adam all die, so in Christ will all be 
made alive,” writes Paul. But then Paul notes that there is an order.  

• There are some, who come to Christ in this age and begin to live now… 
even before their body dies. 

• And there are some, who won’t come to Christ, but hide from Christ 
perhaps even until the end, when the end comes to them . . . and they are 
just a ghost hiding in a pit that some call hell. 

 
They hide from the Reaper because they’re terrified of death. 
 
And now I need you to listen very well:  
Death is not the reaper; that’s a lie from the pit of Hell—to trap you in Hell. 
In Revelation 14, at the seventh trumpet we meet the Reaper.  
And He’s not grim. He’s one like a son of man, seated on a cloud wearing a 
crown.  
 He’s the ruler. He is the Judgment. 

He reaps a harvest of bread and wine—as if they were His own body. 
He reaps faith and mercy from the face of the earth.  

And what He does is reminiscent of what Solomon saw the high 
priest do in the temple 

He is the Lord of the Harvest. 
He is not death.  
  He is the Resurrection and the Life.  
      He is the death of death. 
His name is Jesus. 
He said, “I will come for you.” He is not death—but Life. 
He causes us to lose our old psyches, which we called a life. 
He causes us to lose them, so we can find them in Him. 
He is the Judgment of God.  

 
Death is not the reaper. Your friend Jesus is the Reaper.  
 
Turn to your neighbor and say, “I think you’re going to die, and that’s OK 
because I’m sure you’re going to live.” That’s good news! 
 
In 1914, the Empress of Ireland sank off the coast of Canada. 1,015 people 
drowned that night. One hundred nine of those were Salvation Army officers.  Not 
one of them was found wearing a life vest.  The few survivors told of how that 
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happened. Upon discovering that there weren’t enough life jackets to go around, 
the Salvation Army officers would run up to people on the ship, take off their own 
life preservers, strap them to others—even on big strong men—and say, “Here!  
Take this! I can die better than you.” That was worthless if they said it in 
arrogance, but if they said it in gratitude it was the Gospel and the power of God. 
 
What if we said that to the homeless? 
 “Here! Take my coat! I can freeze better than you.” 
What if we said that to the hungry? 
 “Here! Take my dinner! I can starve better than you.” 
What if we said that to our enemies? 
 Here! Take my life . . . even my country! I can die better than you.” 
Well they might believe that we were actually friends of the Reaper. 
 
Call to Communion 
On the night He was betrayed by us, He took bread and broke it saying, “This is 
my body giving to you. Take and eat, and do this in remembrance of me.” And in 
the same way after supper He took the cup and said, “This is the covenant in my 
blood drink of it all of you and do this in remembrance of me—in communion with 
me.” You see? This is an altar call in the sanctuary of the temple so come to the 
table and commune with the Lord as He communes with you in His death and 
His resurrection. The death is for a moment; the resurrection is eternal. Come 
and commune at the table with your Lord Jesus. In other words, come to the 
table, get “reaped” and begin to live. 
 
Prayer 
Lord Jesus, we confess to you our pride, our arrogance, our belief that our 
judgment is stronger and better than your Judgment. So, Lord God we do what 
you tell us not to do because we think our judgment is better than your 
Judgment. Then Lord God, we are captured by fear because we worry that 
maybe our judgment is stronger than yours, or maybe that your Judgment is not 
good. We thank you for revealing your Judgment in Jesus. You wrapped your 
Judgment in flesh and even hung it on a tree for all the world to see. We confess 
our sin and we receive your mercy, which you gladly gave from the very moment 
you said, “Let there be light,” and there was. In Jesus’ name, Amen.  
 
[Communion & Worship] 
 
Benediction 
So, should you fear the Reaper? Maybe if you’ve been ignoring Him. 
Well you should fear the reaper long enough to get a good look at him, see  who He is 
and listen to what He says—and hear him say, “Fear not… I died and look, I am alive 
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forever more and I have the keys of death and Hell” (Rev. 1:17-18).  
 
You know I sometimes wonder and you might too, “Why do we do this church 
thing? It’s been a real pain in the neck to me, and yet God seems to keep 
wanting us to do it, and without it I’m lost of something. Why do come hear a 
sermon, sing some songs, and have communion? Why did Solomon have to 
build that house, go to that temple and sit there and watch what the high priests 
did?  
 
You know we often downgrade the temple; we think it’s stupid and it’s really 
bizarre. Why? Because when Solomon would go to the temple he’d go there and 
just watch things die. Things were consumed by fire that would appear from 
Heaven and then just disappear. But why did God have Solomon do that? Well, I 
think that temple was like a womb. Our church is like a womb, and we come to 
the front, to an altar, to a veil that was closed, for on the other side is a new 
creation.  
 
Do you remember when Jesus died and then rose? The curtain in the temple 
ripped from the top to the bottom. What’s on the other side of that curtain? The 
new creation.  
 
Why does God have us come to church, sit and do what we do? I think He 
doesn’t want us to fear the Reaper—His Judgment. So, on that day, when Life 
comes for you, you will rejoice and gladly go home—rather than running and 
hiding in the darkness, in the depths of the earth. And He will accomplish His will, 
but may we agree with His will and surrender to His Judgment, for His Judgment 
is Life.  
 
You are the children of God preparing to be born. He was the firstborn and you 
will be born. You are begotten and you will be born into His Kingdom.  
In Jesus’ name, believe that and live!  

Disclaimer: This document is a draft and has not been edited by the author. Therefore, there may 
be discrepancies. Some discrepancies may be minor; some may have to do with theology. When 
in doubt, please refer to the audio version of the sermon on this website and don’t be shy about 
informing us of errors. 
 


