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“Roadkill at the End of Time” 

 

Revelation 19 and 7 

 

A few weeks ago, I was walking to the office here at church – walking up 
Massachusetts Avenue. And there, in the middle of the road, about halfway between 
Newport Avenue and Cape Cod Court, splayed out on the asphalt was a giant raccoon, 

dead in the street. This critter had obviously been hit by a car was sprawled out there on the 
tar. And a giant bird of some sort – a buzzard, I suppose, sat there, feasting on the remains 

of this dead raccoon. 

Roadkill, to you and me. 

And a feast to the buzzard. 

For several weeks we have been exploring the Book of Revelation. So you know that 
John, who wrote the Book, has a vision of a cosmic battle where the armies of God sally 

forth to war against the armies of the Roman Empire. 

And the portion we read from Revelation 19 is how the battle ends. The kings and 

captains, the powerful people of the empire who have been the oppressors are defeated. 
Even their horses are killed. With bizarre words, John says they become the great supper of 

God.  This is a gruesome image, for sure. Like the raccoon in the street, the Roman troops 
are dead on the ground, and “all the birds were gorged with their flesh,” the Bible says. 

Yuck! Certainly not very appealing as we plan to go outside and enjoy a picnic 

today. 

As I said a few Sundays ago, I think John missed the boat by offering these brutal 

images of war as way to end conflict. 

What’s interesting is that in other places John offered far more peaceful, inviting, 

inclusive images of our eternal purpose. 

As disgusting as this supper of slaughtered Romans is, John also offers the image in 
Chapter 7: “They shall hunger no more and thirst no more for the little lamb will guide 

them to springs of water and will wipe every tear from their eyes.” 

That is a very different feast from the roadkill at the end of time. 

Revelation 7 offers a table where all satisfied. 



We need to remember that John is not writing history. Revelation is not an owner’s 
manual or a TV documentary. 

John paints a picture of a vision. He offers poetic possibility. He invites us to imagine 
with him how things might be. 

And with these two very different feasts – with roadkill at the end of time and with 
springs of water where hunger and thirst are no more – John offers us a choice. 

We have a choice between destroying others and nurturing others, between violence 
and peace, between dominance and hospitality. 

We have a choice between lakes of fire and springs of life. 

I think John’s Revelation – like so much that is in the Bible – offers us a choice. 

As I was thinking this past week about this choice that I see in the Book of 

Revelation, I read an article written by my friend Jim Rigby, a Presbyterian minister who is 
one of the most clear-eyed Christians that I know. 

Jim wrote about how different people see religion differently. As I read his words, I 
saw him offering us these same choices. How we live -- how we live as people of faith – is a 
choice. I am grateful for Jim’s thinking. His words form much of the basis of this sermon. 

As we look at the world around us, especially as we think about what it means to be 
Westmorelanders or Christians or spiritual or religious persons, how do we respond to the 

choices offered to us. 

For some, the image in Revelation Chapter 19 might be an appealing picture of 

religion: conquering the enemy, feasting on their remains. For others, Revelation Chapter 7 
is a more appealing image: a table where all are welcomed and no one goes hungry. 

Those choices get at much of the divide we see in our communal life, our national 

life, even our global life.  What does it mean to be religious?   

Some people say that religion was invented as a means to control people. Some 

people say that religion is an effort to explain away death. Some people tell you that religion 
arose as an to attempt to explain the world with prescientific theories of reality.  

Each of those choices, each of those options, offers elements of truth. 

But there are other choices. For some of us, religion is a profound sense that the 
universe “speaks” to its children in a language we do not fully understand. That choice, that 

view of religion says that we humans resonate with the universe because we have cosmic 
origins ourselves. That idea of religion, that choice, says that while science thinks about the 

patterns of reality, religion attempts to feel them. 



For some people, religion is a call to dominate creation. For others, religion is a call 
to serve the living beings upon earth.  

For some people, religion is a to-do list, narrow, defined, and legalistic. For others, 
religion is a call to schedule interruptions in our lives where wonder has the ultimate word. 

For some, religion is a requirement to divide and to segregate into the us-es and the 
thems. For others of us, religion is a sense that we are part of something bigger than 

ourselves and that our individuality is enhanced by community. 

For some people, religion is a call to judge or to convert other people. For others of 
us, religion is about living with respect and humility and realizing that people have a 

multitude of valid ways of being wise and good.  

For some, religion is about indoctrination. For others, religion is about just wanting 

to share what gives us meaning.  

For some, religion is defined by doctrine and dogma. For others religion is 

experienced in symbols, rituals and principles.  

For some, religion is limited to certain words and phrases that must be repeated as if 
they are magical recitations. For others, religion is like art on a canvas or music from an 

instrument or an electric, alive body dancing with ecstasy.  

For some people, religion is the hellfire and brimstone of Elmer Gantry or the slick 

smile and slicker hair of a televangelist. For others, religion is the gentle justice of Gandhi, 
the mysticism of Hildegard, the compassion of Mother Teresa, the clear-sighted hope and 

prophetic poet of Dr. King, the unfailing and sacrificial love of Jesus.  

For some, religion is an unbending orthodoxy trapped in tradition. For others, 
religion is a liberating hope filled with curiosity, honesty, failure, fairness, and kindness. 

Thank you for wandering through the Book of Revelation with me the past seven 
weeks. It is a strange and beautiful vision of ugliness and splendor, of pain and comfort, of 

violence and justice. And we end here with these two feasts: Roadkill at the end of time or 
springs of water where no one goes hungry. 

John invites us to choose. 

The world invites us to choose. 

The streets of Chicago, a gay bar in Orlando, the hills of Palestine, all plead with us 

to choose justice, kindness, peace, and love. 

May it be so with us.  Amen. 


