
Oh, where do I begin? 

Well, how about we begin at the end. 

When some were speaking about the temple, how it was adorned 
with beautiful stones and gifts dedicated to God, Jesus said, "As 
for these things that you see, the days will come when not one 
stone will be left upon another; all will be thrown down." 

In the days before he died, Jesus suddenly started teaching his 
followers about the end of the world. And it’s pretty scary stuff. 
Wars and insurrections, nations against nations, kingdoms 
against kingdoms, earthquakes, famines, plagues, and I don’t 
know what “dreadful portents” are exactly but they can’t be good.  

I don’t know about you, but I’ll admit that there are times when 
I’ve been embarrassed by the apocalyptic stuff in the New 
Testament. There are times it has seemed to me too 
melodramatic, too paranoid, too detached from the reality of our 
day-to-day lives, and not at all the hopeful vision people need in 
order to bring to life God’s justice in the world.  

For many of us in this country, for many of us in this city, and for 
many of us in this very room, and for me personally, this past 
week has felt like the end of the world. This wasn’t just any other 
kind of political defeat. For those who gathered in this church this 
past Wednesday night with prayerful tears, for those protesting in 
cities across the country, for those who sit under the threat of 
deportation, for those whose hopes of finding refuge in this 
country are collapsing, for couples like Raff and me who dream of 
getting married and for other queer people and transgender 
people, for Black and Brown people, for Muslims, for Jews, for 
people with disabilities, for all who know that we are losing 
precious time to avert climatological disasters, and for so many 
women -- for all of us, this was not just another election.  

This has been a week of profound sadness, profound confusion, 
and profound fear.  

And yet, I admit that, just like with Jesus’ apocalyptic talk, over 
the past few days there have been times when I have felt 
embarrassed by my own fear. Am I being melodramatic? Am I 
being paranoid? Am I too detached from the day-to-day lives of 
those who voted for Mr. Trump? Am I forsaking the hope of 
building a better country with my fellow Americans?  

If any of these thoughts and feelings are familiar to you, if you’ve 
felt like this is the end of the world, or if you‘ve felt like that’s 
crazy talk, or if you’ve felt some combination of both, then 
perhaps Jesus’ teaching on this can help us all sort out our 
feelings this week. 

Let us start by asking this question: Why does Jesus, in the days 
before his death, suddenly and seemingly out of nowhere start to 
teach his followers about the end of the world?  

Historians have an answer. They will quite rightly tell us that we 
have to keep in mind the chronology of early Christianity. Jesus’ 
life occurred during the first 30 or so years of the first century. The 
gospel of Luke was written around the end of that century. And in 
between was a major cataclysmic event.  

In the year 66, a Jewish revolt erupted in Judea and Jewish 
rebels retook the city of Jerusalem from Roman occupation. But 
in the year 70, the Romans sacked the city and in the chaos 
burned down and completely destroyed the Temple, the very core 
of Jewish religion. This event and the sporadic wars that followed 
very nearly decimated the entire Jewish religion as well as the 
Jewish people themselves. It was a time when various Jewish 
leaders were hailed as messiahs only to be defeated, it was a time 
of intense conflict both within Judaism and without, and it was a 
time of plagues and starvation, such as always accompany war.  

Such a time must have felt very much like the end of the world.  

In all likelihood, Luke and the other gospel writers, writing after 
the destruction of the temple, used their hindsight to insert into 
their gospels predictions of these cataclysmic events.  

But I don’t think that’s a complete answer. I believe the wisdom 
of Jesus himself shines through these anachronistic predictions.  

His teaching about the end of the world is a teaching not just for 
those about to witness his death, nor a teaching just for those 
who lived through the Jewish revolts, it is a teaching for all of us 
because all of us know what it feels like for the world to end. The 
world ended on December 7, 1941. The world ended on August 
6, 1945. The world ended on November 22, 1963, and again on 
April 4, 1968. The world ended on September 11, 2001.  
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The world has ended before. The world can end right now. The 
world will end again. Apocalypse is in the rhythm of human 
history. That’s why Jesus teaches us about the end of the world. 

So, in our emotional turmoil this week, there are a few messages 
for us in Jesus’ apocalyptic teaching. 

First, a message of assurance: In today’s passage, it’s when his 
followers start admiring the temple that Jesus sets off on his 
apocalyptic teaching. The beauty of this building has distracted 
his disciples from the evil building up all around them that will 
one day destroy the great edifice they are admiring and the 
institution housed therein. But the disciples are not alone in 
being distracted by the beautiful stones. Humans have a strong 
ability to normalize even the worst of situations. Evil always seeks 
its own banality, it seeks to become commonplace and just part 
of the way life is. And we are always all too willing to be distracted 
and dissuaded by the imposing trappings of power.  

So if you feel like the world is ending, let me assure you that you 
are not overreacting, you are not being melodramatic, you are 
not being paranoid. Mr. Trump has promised in concrete terms 
some very frightening policies, and we would be foolish not to 
fear them and faithless not to fight them.  

What’s more, setting aside just for the moment whatever 
legitimate reasons people might have had for voting for him, let 
no one be in denial that Mr. Trump has conjured powerful 
demons of racism, sexism, and xenophobia in order to make 
himself powerful. His victory has emboldened a new and 
growing movement of militant white supremacy in this country, 
the effects of which are already manifesting in graffiti, bullying, 
and outright violence. The perpetrators of such terrorism — 
whether they are high schoolers or the president himself — must 
all be named, condemned, and obstructed by people of good 
conscience, irrespective of our political affiliations.  

For we can be sure that the beautiful trappings of legitimacy that 
come with the presidency will do more to distract us from and to 
normalize Mr. Trump’s policies and language than a thousand 
Jimmy Fallons tousling his hair. 

That is why Jesus calls us to be an apocalyptic people. It’s woven 
into our scriptures, into our prayers, and into our songs. It’s part 
of the package. And thank God for that.  

Being apocalyptic is the opposite of being complacent, of being 
distracted, of being bullied. So stay apocalyptic. Hold onto that 
feeling that the world is ending. It doesn’t make us crazy. It 
means we are awake to the evil in our world. By our endurance 
we indeed will gain our souls.  

Second, a message of challenge: The apocalypse Jesus describes 
is not confined to Judea alone. As he describes it later, it’s the fate 
of the whole earth. Moreover, the apocalypse does not negate 
everything else Jesus has been teaching his followers up this 
point about good news for the poor and release for the captives.  

Meaning, this is not our own private apocalypse. The world has 
ended not only in different times, but it is ending right now in 
different places. The apocalypse is in Syria and Yemen. The 
apocalypse is in Guantanamo. The apocalypse is in Tom Gateau, 
Haiti. The apocalypse is in Standing Rock and Flint. The 
apocalypse is in North Lawndale and Austin and Englewood and 
Chatham. And, yes, the apocalypse is in coal country West 
Virginia and rust-belt Pennsylvania.  

When we feel our own world ending, Jesus calls us to feel the 
world ending in these places as well. Having been taught about 
the impending doom of Jerusalem, Jesus’ followers did not 
hunker down and pile up provisions and arms to protect 
themselves like survivalists.  

No, they went out into the world. They brought healing to the 
hurting, they cared for the widows and orphans, and they fed the 
poor. And all the while, the Holy Spirit showed them all sorts of 
other places where good news needed to be proclaimed, places 
they never imagined they would go.  

To be Jesus’ apocalyptic people means to make common cause 
with everyone whose worlds are been destroyed by systems that 
have benefited the few at the cost of the many.  

In a democracy, Jesus challenges all the more: If this election has 
taught anything to me personally it is the importance of 
participating in the political system from start to finish. If we take 
Jesus’ radical hospitality seriously, then we have to give that 
vision voice by speaking up to those in office, we have to be part 
of choosing candidates for all levels of government, we have to 
demand a reprioritizing of issues, we have to seek out our allies 
and join with them in their work, and  — for the love of Christ — we 
have to vote each and every time we are given the sacred 
opportunity to do so. 2020 will be too late to suddenly get 
interested again.  



Third and finally, a message of courage: Jesus points out to his 
followers the scary things to come, but he also tells them not to 
be terrified. There’s a difference, I think, between being afraid 
and being terrified.  

To be afraid in the face of scary things is good. To be terrified by 
those things is to let ourselves be enslaved by them.  

Let us not lose our heads, let us not forget who we are, and let us 
not permit our fears to sway us from our faith in God’s justice and 
love and in the sacred goodness and dignity of every human 
being. 

As Peter wrote this past week, now more than ever, this country 
and this world need communities like this one. You are a holy 
people, each and every one of you. Never forget that. 

 Your hearts are big, your minds are keen, your arms are strong,  

and your spirits are bright. This is a place where Jesus’ radical 
hospitality is fervently sought and gratefully received. This 
community has made all the difference in my own life. I know it 
has made a difference in your life. And I know that it continues to 
make all the difference to people who show up at our door weary 
and beaten from a world crumbling all around them.  

And so let me say to each of you from my heart what was written 
to the Thessalonians: I must always give thanks to God for you, 
sisters and brothers beloved by the Lord, because God chose you 
as the first fruits for salvation through sanctification by the Spirit 
and through belief in the truth. May our Lord Jesus Christ himself 
and God our Mother, who loved us and through grace gave us 
eternal comfort and good hope, comfort your hearts and 
strengthen them in every good work and word.  

Amen. 


