[bookmark: _GoBack]A couple of weeks ago when I looked at the texts for today, the Sunday after the national election; I knew that I would be challenged.  There is something perversely ironic about the appointed lesson in Isaiah which focuses on a vision of a new heaven and earth and Luke which centers on the destruction of the known world.  
It made me think about my Dad.  In every parsonage of each house we ever lived in he had a woodworking shop in the basement. It didn’t make any difference if he was using plywood or walnut, he did beautiful work. What some would see as just a sheet of wood or a random plank of lumber he could imagine a cabinet, a clock shelf or a jewelry box.  Whether it was a dovetail or tongue and groove joint he could make the wood fit together seamlessly.  I’m not so sure that today’s lessons represent a neatly constructed seam or that they directly address our situation. I do think that they offer good news if we are willing to understand the context and allow the texts to speak to us.  
  Before we do that it is important to acknowledge the elephant in the room. The year has been tumultuous. This last week of the election cycle has been especially chaotic.   The outcome of Tuesdays vote has left some of us feeling elated by the outcome. The opportunity to welcome a Washington outsider into the White House to shape a new vision for the country is exciting.  For some of us there is devastation.  Lifelong values seem to be so much dust on the floor. For others the disillusionment is overwhelming and they are paralyzed with fear. I’m not telling you anything you don’t know; I’m just acknowledging the obvious. The truth is most of us are worn-out and we ready to think about something else. 
One thing is certain; we can’t mark time with the same assumptions that were in operation on Monday. We can’t run away from the upcoming changes any more than our Old Testament friend Jonah could from his responsibilities in Nineveh. 
How might these lessons speak to us?  What good news is offered by Isaiah and in Luke? 
What is your idea of paradise? What would make life perfect:  A fabulous house? A bank account that offers a secure future, an education for your children that is debt free, and at least one slightly extravagant vacation a year?   Or maybe it has more to do with the holidays. They are right around the corner; wouldn’t it be nice to indulge in all the good food without gaining any weight?   Is any of that your idea of bliss? 
The prophet Isaiah wrote to God’s people during a time when they were caught between the great powers of Egypt to the South and West with   Assyria and Babylon pressing in on the North and the East.  It was a tight spot.  The prophet wrote about hope to people who had known destruction. Instead of tears, death and war; Isaiah assured them that they would know something different. A place where children would flourish and the old would live a long full life.  Communities would be built and people would enjoy the fruits of the land and not have to give the land to another as a spoil of war. The most striking line in the passage-“The wolf and the lamb shall feed together, the lion shall eat straw like the ox…They shall not hurt or destroy on all my holy mountain.”   
It is the final verses that foresee contentment and peace. If we are honest it sounds a little like pie in the sky. Just like the people of God we cannot imagine, because wolves and lambs do not live together, at least not for very long.    Although the vision belies probability we have been around God enough to know that all things are possible with God.  The prophet Isaiah paints a picture where the dark days of conflict, war, and destruction fade will be replaced with renewal and restoration.   
The Gospel lesson tells us about a time when the known world came to an end. The temple in Jerusalem in all of its beauty was the home of God.  It proved God’s love for them and God’s presence among them.  The people could not imagine what life would be like without it.  The people wanted to know the signs that would enable them to be in control and avoid the turmoil.  
 	Sound familiar?  
Think for a moment; what are the most permanent things in your life?  What are the things that you can count on—no matter what--family, friends, home, trees, mountains, lakes?  In reality no matter what we name we know whether we want to admit it or not, that all of these things can be gone in a moment, the blink of an eye, the stroke of a pen.  Some of us are able to recall when a volcanic eruption that blew the top off of Mount St. Helens.  The landscape was changed in a matter of seconds.  Today’s Gospel is about the impermanence of our lives, our world, our human kingdoms, and the permanence of God’s kingdom. 
Following the out come of the presidential election some were feeling wrecked liked the temple in Jerusalem.  I read Anne Lamott’s essay written on Wednesday.  She said she was exhausted, despairing and would take solace in a hike with her dog before going to hang out with some sober women.  What followed rang with such truth especially when I remembered Lamott’s struggles with alcoholism, depression, single-motherhood, and Christianity. She wrote: “many of these women have had decades of sobriety and slow jerky-jerky resurrection; some of whom will only have a few weeks of sobriety. All of them know exactly what the end of the world feels like, and maybe feel it in different form, but for every one of us, the end of the world was where new life began. Hitting bottom was the beginning of everything beautiful and true and full of integrity in our lives. We'll stick together, get each other lovely cups of tea or bad coffee, eat our body weight in cookies, and get through another hour in gratitude. Someone will be sure to remind us that we thought we were hotshots when we first got sober, but we helped each work our way up to servants. And that is the path of joy.”
If you have read any of Lamott’s autobiographical books-you know that she is familiar with end times. She has struggled with hitting bottom up close and personal. I admire her grit and her tenuous hold on life.  She has faced her demons and she knows the cycle of death to unhealthy behaviors, the process of resurrection, and new life.  You will notice from her Wednesday writing that she grabbed time with her dog and nature as a restorative, but it is balanced with community. Lamott is aware that resurrection and new life don’t take place in a vacuum. It takes place with others who are struggling with the same issues, with those who are familiar with the territory of destruction, and want something better.  It’s about those common values and it’s about community that gives them strength to move forward when it seems that there is nothing but dust and rubble. 
God’s people from the beginning of time have known God’s steadfast presence through the wanderings in the wilderness, Ruth who journeyed from Bethlehem to Moab in a time of death and famine to new life.  Jesus who taught all of us how to love our neighbor, even our enemies; his ministry, teachings and walk to the cross and new life shows us that when it is the darkest, all is not lost.  We can stand fast in the knowledge that all of life, all of time, our present and future are all in the hands of a loving God who will “give us words to speak and wisdom…but not a hair of your head will perish.” 
We can become stiff with fear; we can get caught up in the world of violence and death, rumors and speculations about what lies ahead, but these texts should assure us that God is present and will not fail us in times of death or resurrection. 
The church years is almost at and end.  We have already set the stage for the watching and waiting in Advent. We seem to be in the right place for these transitional times in the church and in our nation.  We are in a time of waiting, looking to the future and a vision of what will sustain us. 
Garrison Keillor tells a story about a strange gift that he was given while fishing with his Uncle Al. When he was a young boy he and his Uncle Al would go fish.  They would set off in the early morning when there is no light.  They would sit shivering in the cold.  Mist would come up off the water of the lake.  The smell of weeds and Uncle Al’s coffee pervaded the air.  Uncle Al would whisper instructions to Garrison telling him all he needed to do to prepare for when the big fish would bite.  Young Garrison would lower his worm on the hook into the dark water, bracing his feet in the boat—full of anticipation for the fish that was about to strike.  As Keillor reminisced he said My Uncle Al thought the gift he was the adventure of fishing with his nephew.  But it was more than the dark morning, the mist, the rocking boat, whispering, and shivering while waiting for the big one. It was the shivering together; the waiting together and more waiting together for what would happen. 
Here we are, a shivering, waiting church, a waiting people who don’t know what will happen next, but we remember that “not a hair on our heads will perish.”  Amen. 
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