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The cataclysmic clash of 2 ages – 2 worlds ( the world that is and the world that is to come) – a theme throughout Old and New Testaments, is at the center of the conversation between Jesus and his disciples in today’s reading.  Theologically it is called apocalyptic eschatology, and it always bothers me.  I wonder whether we – I – could really understand what importance and meaning it held then and so is to hold now.  Having this as one’s expectation - the end of history as we know it, through a series of events, such as earthquakes, famine, war, that shake the very foundations of existence - when waking and when sleeping, just seems too far afield for any of us of the 21st century western world to conceive of, even though we know of terrorism and war all too well.  

The closest I come to appreciate it is when I follow thoughts of my very little piece of it: the end of me, but I know that is far different from being the same thing as the end of the world.  The existentialist theme that you really do not know life until you face death holds a solid nugget of wisdom.  So I will go with what I know.  As we face our death – we understand more deeply life.
The reality of one’s death strikes so hard, so real, that it can make you dizzy, fearful, and anxious.  The weight of seeing the end can be like a trying to rise up daily with a blanket stuffed with dumbbells draped over you, always on the mind and always pulling one down into a small, small place, dislocated from most, and silent only if lucky. There are  voices crawling around in head and heart like fibers seeking to squeeze the vitality and joy right out of a day or a night.  Death is near.
It is comparable to the breaking down of a building if you see your life as something you build, you create – a notion given wonderful expression from that classic 20th century preacher, Harry Emerson Fosdick: “So build we up the being that we are.”  With Death, then suddenly, the body, has not one stone left sturdy, secure, and impenetrable.  No stone is left as it was.
In this condition, there are some things I think good seen from this darkness:

- Breathe in the lovely, delightful breath of God – NOW; these very moments. 

- One’s true strength does not come from the body.
- Don’t be led astray, by being alarmed about some future.

- Hope is not about the future, nor some preconceived outcome, rather hope is how dust rises to heaven, in the now whether, before, during, or after death.  
Seeing death brings the truth that perhaps we each are more authentic seeing ourselves as dust rather than as building blocks of a different tomorrow because dust rises to heaven much more easily than stone, on a daily basis.

Maybe apocalyptic eschatology is finally getting a tiny root in me, and I can grow into a being shaped more by the hope of Jesus: thy Kingdom come on earth as it is in heaven.  It’s not about a future, but a now that I taste, see, arise toward in heart, mind, and spirit for living in.
