
Come! 

Revelation 22:12-21 

I wasn’t raised in church.  We never went to church when I was young.  But between my 

freshman and sophomore years of college I attended a little Baptist church at the invitation 

of a friend.  Not long afterwards, during a Sunday evening service on the 12th of July, 

1981, I encountered the risen Christ in that little church.  A few short weeks later, I 

transferred from a state university to begin my sophomore year at a small Christian 

college in Oakland City, Indiana, located just a few miles up the highway from my home.   

Sometime in October or November of that year, while attending a worship service on the 

college campus, I received my call to Christian ministry.  The Reverend Bobby Jackson 

immediately invited me to preach my maiden sermon at his church located just outside 

the tiny town of Coe, Indiana. Although I can’t remember the exact text I selected for that 

sermon, I remember preaching “In the Shadows of Armageddon” from the book of 

Revelation.  It was bold move for a young man who didn’t even have the benefit of a 

Sunday School education! After all, the book of Revelation is the most complex book in 

the bible, filled as it is with all sorts of vivid and frightening imagery!  Just read it and you’ll 

find dragons and beasts, angels and demons, blaring trumpets and bowels of wrath, rivers 

of fire and streams of blood, all swirling between its sacred pages.  And because of all 

this vivid imagery, the book of Revelation is open to a whole host of interpretations and 

wild speculations.       

Come to think of it, the book of Revelation sometimes reminds me of the ink blot test that 

psychologists give their patients from time to time.  The patient looks at the blots and 

describes what he or she sees.  As you know, the test tells more about what’s in the 

patient than what’s on the page.  In a similar way, people look at the book of Revelation 

and see all sorts of things.  Little did I realize, when I preached my first sermon on that 

sunny Sunday morning, that I was wading into such deep water.  I wasn’t aware that there 

were at least four major schools of interpretation when it comes to the book of Revelation 

– the schools of historicism, futurism, preterism, and idealism.  And I knew nothing of 

such notions as premillennialism, postmillennialism, or amillennialism at the time.  All I 

knew then was the world was going to hell in a handbasket and we’d better get right with 

God before it was everlastingly too late!  Maybe that wasn’t such a bad message, after 

all! 

Well because of its imagery, and the wild speculation that imagery sometimes breeds, 

many American Christians have a hard time with the book of Revelation and are reluctant 

to read it as a consequence.  Not only are they reluctant to read it because of these things, 

but they’re also reluctant to read it because it’s filled with all manner of violent imagery 

that seems to run contrary to the image of God we see reflected in the face of Jesus 

Christ.  After all, in Revelation 14 we get a glimpse of what is presumably God’s judgment 

on his enemies, and he crushes them like grapes are crushed in a wine press, until their 

blood flows “as high as a horse’s bridle, for a distance of two hundred miles.” (Rev. 14:20) 

That picture stands in stark contrast to the God revealed in Jesus Christ, a God who 



teaches us to love our enemies, a God who, in the incarnation, let himself be crushed on 

the Cross instead of calling down fire from heaven or invoking the intervention of angels 

to slay his foes! 

But lest we judge the book of Revelation too harshly for these things, perhaps we 

Americans, living in safety, security, and satiation, should remember that the book of 

Revelation was written during a time of severe persecution when many devout and 

innocent Christians were being martyred senselessly for their faith – a condition that still 

exists in many parts of the world today – and these images from Revelation may remind 

us that many in that day – and even in our own day – were and still are praying for justice 

and relief! 

Be that as it may, despite these things, the book of Revelation is still part of our sacred 

canon and it would be a great shame to neglect the reading of it.  In fact, the book of 

Revelation may be the only book in the bible that promises blessing to those who read 

and hear it.  “Blessed is the one who reads aloud the words of the prophecy, and blessed 

are those who hear and who keep what is written in it…” Revelation 1:3 says.  Indeed, 

many blessings can still be found within its pages as it describes the perennial struggle 

between God’s best and the world’s worst, and how God triumphs in the end! 

Well, today’s text come from the closing scene of this sacred book.  The final battle 

between good and evil, God and Satan, has been fought and finished.  God has triumphed 

over all.  Everything has been set to right.  “Then I saw a new heaven and a new earth;” 

the author writes, “for the first heaven and the first earth had passed away, and the sea 

was no more. And I saw the holy city, the new Jerusalem, coming down out of heaven 

from God, prepared as a bride adorned for her husband. And I heard a loud voice from 

the throne saying, ‘See, the home of God is among mortals. He will dwell with them; they 

will be his peoples, and God himself will be with them; he will wipe every tear from their 

eyes. Death will be no more; mourning and crying and pain will be no more, for the first 

things have passed away.’” (Rev. 21:1-4) What a beautiful picture of the final victory!  And 

who here hasn’t longed for that land where death, and mourning, and crying, and pain 

have finally passed away?  I know I have!  

And then the final chapter of this blessed book begins by describing the world that awaits 

us.  “Then,” says our author, “the angel showed me the river of the water of life, bright as 

crystal, flowing from the throne of God and of the Lamb (Jesus) through the middle of the 

street of the city. On either side of the river is the tree of life with its twelve kinds of fruit, 

producing its fruit each month; and the leaves of the tree are for the healing of the 

nations. Nothing accursed will be found there any more. But the throne of God and of the 

Lamb will be in it, and his servants will worship him; they will see his face, and his name 

will be on their foreheads. And there will be no more night; they need no light of lamp or 

sun, for the Lord God will be their light, and they will reign forever and ever.” (Rev. 22:1-

5) 

What more could be said?  In fact, all has been said!  So, our author comes to a close 

and pens this famous final scene.  “‘See,’” says the Lord, “‘I am coming soon; my reward 



is with me, to repay according to everyone’s work. I am the Alpha and the Omega, the 

first and the last, the beginning and the end.’ Blessed are those who wash their robes, so 

that they will have the right to the tree of life and may enter the city by the gates. Outside 

are the dogs and sorcerers and fornicators and murderers and idolaters, and everyone 

who loves and practices falsehood.” (Rev. 22:12-15) 

What?  Wait!  Who are these?  Who are these dogs and sorcerers, these fornicators and 

murderers?  Who are these idolaters and these who still love and practice falsehood?  I 

thought the final victory had been won and the wicked were cast out forever?  Who are 

these that still appear just outside the gates of God’s city?  I don’t pretend to know.  But 

as soon as we see them, we immediately hear these words of invitation: “The Spirit and 

the bride say, ‘Come.’ And let everyone who hears say, ‘Come.’ And let everyone who is 

thirsty come. Let anyone who wishes take the water of life as a gift.” (Rev. 22:17) Even in 

the end, it seems, if any are left outside, the invitation is still extended: Come! Come and 

drink the water of life! Come all you dogs!  Come all you sorcerers!  Come all you 

fornicators!  Come all you murderers! Come all you idolaters!  Come everyone!  Even 

now, it’s not too late! Come one and all…Come home! 

On the wall in my office there hangs my certificate of ordination reminding me of my call 

to ministry and my ordination in the United Methodist Church.  It’s been 30 years since I 

was first ordained a Deacon and 28 years since I was ordained an Elder.  A preacher 

from South Africa preached the ordination sermon during one of those ordination services 

– though I can’t remember which – and I’ll never forget the text he took to preach my 

ordination.  It was a scene from the life of Joseph as recorded in Genesis chapter 45 and 

verse 4.  

If you remember the story of Joseph then you’ll remember he was sold by his jealous 

brothers into Egyptian slavery but God delivered him from his prison and set him in 

Pharaoh’s palace as Pharaoh’s righthand man to oversee grain distribution during a 

terrible famine throughout the land. During that famine, Joseph’s brothers came to Egypt 

in search of food and they met Joseph but didn’t recognize him given the passage of time 

and his unexpected appearance as an Egyptian lord.  But Joseph recognized them, and 

on a subsequent visit he revealed himself to them.  “I am Joseph,” he said, but they were 

so overcome that they hardly believed their eyes.  So Joseph said, “Come closer,” and 

they came.  The preacher that day reminded us ordinands that we were being ordained 

to extend that same invitation to any and all.  Come closer!  Come closer!  It’s God’s 

invitation to the whole wide world, he said! I think he was right!               

And so, the bible ends with this same invitation.  “The Spirit and the bride say, ‘Come.’ 

And let everyone who hears say, ‘Come.’ And let everyone who is thirsty come. Let 

anyone who wishes (come) take the water of life as a gift.”  Which reminds me of one last 

story! 

Dr. Richard V. Beesley was Vice President of that little college I mentioned earlier – the 

one I attended so many years ago. He was a wonderful man and mentor, and a 

tremendous pastor and preacher.  I can still remember, some 35 years ago now, one of 



the sermons he preached while I was his student studying there. The title of that sermon 

was “God’s Favorite Word.”  According to Dr. Beesley, that word was “Come!” Come!  I 

think he was right!  But even if “Come!” is not God’s favorite word then I think it is his final 

word as we see in this, the last passage in the bible.  Favorite, or final, or both, it is 

certainly the word that should always be on the lips of God’s people.  So, let us always 

say to one another and to all, “The Spirit and the bride say, ‘Come.’ And let everyone who 

hears say, ‘Come.’ And let everyone who is thirsty come. Let anyone who wishes (come) 

take the water of life as a gift.”  And now, may the grace of the Lord Jesus be with us and 

with all!  (Rev. 22:21) Amen!         

 

  

 

 

  

 

   

         


