19 C
8 August 2010

Wisdom 18: 6-9
Psalm 33

Hebrews 11: 1-2, 8-19

Luke 12: 32-48

In the ancient town of Nördlingen, Germany
about an hour northwest of Munich,

there is a church dedicated to St. George,
that was built in the early 1400’s.

Although no one knew it at the time,
the church was built from a sort of stone

called ‘suevite,’ which is grayish white,
mixed with ‘flädle,’ which is black and glassy.

Both are found only in meteorites.

In fact, St. George’s,

as well as the whole town of Nördlingen,
and dozens of other surrounding villages,

are all built in the Ries Basin,

which is about fifteen miles in diameter,

and about 500 feet deep.

The Ries Basin, in turn,

was created some 15 million years ago,

when a meteorite more than half a mile wide

struck the earth at 43,000 miles an hour,

with an impact 250,000 times more powerful

than the bomb that destroyed Hiroshima.

The walls and bell tower of St. George’s are fashioned

from some of what was left of that meteorite

long after the dust had settled.

St. George, you might remember,

is the patron-saint of dragon-slayers.

All of this information is to be found in a book

that I stumbled upon this past week,

entitled, “The Fallen Sky:  An Intimate History of Shooting Stars,”

by the author, Christopher Cokinos.

You might recall my having mentioned

that I have had a fondness for shooting stars,

ever since, as a boy,

I used to watch them in the evening with my brothers and sister,

on family vacations to Door County.

During the month of August,

if you can get away from the lights of the city,

you can see them pretty reliably

simply by gazing up at the southwest sky.

You also must be prepared,

for at an hour you do not expect,

the Son of Man will come.
This morning’s gospel passage belongs to what scripture scholars call

‘apocalyptic’ literature, or stories about the end of time.

We often hear this sort of scripture

during the final weeks of the church-year, in November,

or during the first weeks of Advent, in December.

Here, instead, we encounter it simply

as we move through St. Luke’s gospel in sequence,
during the summer weeks of Ordinary Time,

in ‘Year C’ of the three-year cycle of Sunday scripture-readings.

Believers, sadly, have too often taken these passages

as literal predictions of the end of the world,

and have searched for clues within the texts

of precisely when the end will come.

At a time when every second or third movie released

revolves around some post-apocalyptic nightmare,

brought on by asteroids, or global warming, or nuclear disaster,

I think it’s important to say

that none of this nonsense

has anything to do with Christ.

Instead, Christ preached the kingdom of God,

where the tiniest seeds grow into mighty trees

while our attention is focused elsewhere;

where the Bridegroom arrives in the middle of the night

after half the guests have fallen asleep.

It seems to me

that all of the apocalyptic literature found within the Bible ---

and there’s plenty of it ---

all of it serves as no more than a reminder ---
albeit sometimes in graphic and hysterical language ---

all of it serves as no more than a reminder…..
that this moment is going to end;

is, in fact, ending now,

never to return again.

- Our lust for the future comes at a cost.

- Our impatience with the present

   exacts a sacrilege.

- Our rush to savor tomorrow

   squanders the graces of today.

In our anxiety to extract every possible nanosecond out of life,

in our desperation to wring out as much time as we can,

we overlook the eternity that God carefully tucked away

right inside this moment, right within this second.

If we think about it at all,

we tell ourselves,

“I’ll deal with eternity when I get there,”

while all the while,
eternity is whispering and whispering your name ---

a shooting star that you failed to notice,
a neighbor in tears whom you failed to see.
Sisters, brothers,
light the lamps and open the doors;

the Master is here;

and his arms are full.
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