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…but these have been written so that you may believe that Jesus is the Christ, the Son of God; and that believing you may have life in His name.
John 20:31

Plenty of Time
M

y Aunt Norma was an intelligent, independent, businesswoman. She combined a sharp,
calculating intellect with a tender heart
ready to help anyone in need. Norma was
an artist and creative hobbyist who actively
pursued oil painting, watercolors, sculpture, gardening, and ﬂower arranging. She
was a civic-minded person, a member and
oﬃce-holder in all those local civic groups
that met for monthly luncheons at the
Tallcorn Hotel on Main Street.
Norma was a stalwart backbone of the
First Baptist Church. For many years she
taught the Primary Sunday School class,
was active on multiple committees, sang
soprano in the choir, was church treasurer,
and sat on the Building Committee when
it came time for the church to move from
downtown to the suburbs.



Because it is the way of all ﬂesh, Norma
aged, and one day she dramatically plummeted out of the strength of her self-suﬃciency. On that day her family determined
that her age and physical and mental condition required that she move to the nursing home. She did so grudgingly. It was a
painful moment of transition for her—an
admission that she was no longer her own
person, but now dependent on others.
And, for her, it was the beginning of
the end.
The mind of that intelligent, sometimes cunning woman quickly spiraled
downward, and it wasn’t long before the
shining mirror of that inquisitive mind
was replaced by a blank, expressionless
stare. In what seemed to be a very brief
span of time, this avid reader, civic activist,
and devout Christian was reduced to little
more than an empty, unthinking shell of a
person awaiting death.



One of the more common responses to
the evangelistic call to know Christ is that

there will always be plenty of time for that
later. “I’ll see to that later.” “I don’t need
to do that now.” “Plenty of time for that
when I’m older.” While it is true that there
can be death-bed conversions, more often
either death comes so quickly, so traumatically, that there is no time for such a decision, or, as in Aunt Norma’s case, the end
comes when the mind is no longer capable
of reasoned thought.
And accepting Christ is a reasoned
response. One does not stumble into
eternal salvation; one does not acquire the
Holy Spirit by osmosis from one’s parents.
That same Spirit moves in the unbeliever—
drawing, illuminating, coaxing—and the
unbeliever consciously, purposely makes a
decision to believe in Jesus Christ as Savior
and Lord—
…that if you confess with your mouth
Jesus as Lord, and believe in your
heart that God raised Him from the
dead, you will be saved; for with the
heart a person believes, resulting in
righteousness, and with the mouth he
confesses, resulting in salvation.
Romans 10:9-10

A woman named Lydia, from the city
of Thyatira, a seller of purple fabrics, a
worshiper of God, was listening; and the
Lord opened her heart to respond to
the things spoken by Paul.
Acts 16:14

None of us, believer or no, has a guarantee
that when our time comes we will be in
our right mind. What a horrible contemplation that someone—not antagonistic
toward God, but simply a chronic procrastinator—might put oﬀ their decision
indeﬁnitely, only to lose their reasoning
faculties before the decision is made.
Hospitals and nursing homes are ﬁlled
with people who no longer care. If Aunt
Norma had not already established a
relationship with Jesus Christ before she
reached the nursing home, it never would
have happened. This life-long student of

Scripture suddenly was apathetic about
it and the things of God. Prayer ceased.
Worship ceased. A desire to attend church
ceased. Bible study ceased. To her, it simply no longer mattered.



But in all these things we overwhelmingly conquer through Him who loved
us. For I am convinced that neither
death, nor life, nor angels, nor principalities, nor things present, nor things
to come, nor powers, nor height, nor
depth, nor any other created thing, will
be able to separate us from the love of
God, which is in Christ Jesus our Lord.
Romans 8:37-39

Norma had forgotten God, but He had
not forgotten her. In the covenant of
Christ’s blood—the covenant in which her
salvation was grounded—God the Father
does not forget those who are His own.
No matter her physical or mental condition, no matter that her diminished mind
had become cold to the indwelling Spirit,
her eternal life with God had been secured
long before. She had already been justiﬁed; her salvation was in the bank, secured
behind the impenetrable door of the vault,
never to be withdrawn.
By the time Norma was near death, by
the time she was at that point where, in
the movies, the dying soul “makes peace
with his Maker,” it was already too late.
She was incapable of making that decision.
If, at that point, she had never believed in
Christ’s atonement for her sins, she was
already on her way to hell.
But she did believe; she had made that
decision. So now Aunt Norma is part of
that healthy and joyous throng before the
throne, praising the One who lifted her
out of that tortured body of ﬂesh, to reign
with Christ forever in a body gloriﬁed and
pure like His.
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