There’s an elephant in the room, and a donkey, and a broken political system that has had our country divided for months (maybe years) of campaigns spewing hate and mistrust. Secretary Hillary Clinton won the popular vote, but President Elect Donald Trump is our country's future. Once again half of the country is devastated. Some of our gay and brown brothers and sisters are afraid of physical harm. Some of our Republican brothers and sisters are sighing with relief after eight long years. Some of us are thanking God it’s over; others are thanking God that Donald Trump won. More still just don’t feel great about the whole thing, because, it seemed like there was no option this time, not one candidate to trust in.
This text might be the perfect text for the Sunday after an election. Not because it is apocalyptically predicting the future doom of our nation, because it’s not actually doing that. Although, I recently saw a groan worthy alpaca meme that we could have embraced “The alpacalypse,” but the truth is Luke was writing to people who had lived through the destruction of the temple, people whose lives were changed in irreversible ways. Luke is sharing Christ’s words not as a prediction of the future, but to remind us that when bad things happen we should not be terrified. The world is broken, but still full of grace and love. This is an invitation to keep on keeping on; by putting our trust in God even when it’s hard and life is hard, scary even sometimes (election cycles can by scary).

Endurance is the hallmark of a believer, because of our faith we get back up on the horse again and again. We fight to live, serve and love and we aren’t the first to do this. For thousands of years faithful people have fought. So we fight and we endure and we do so with all of God’s saints living and departed. Christians in this country can help make America great. We will have to work at it every day. More importantly we can make America kind and loving and we can do that not with rigid nationalism or defeatism (the whole moving to Canada thing), we can do it with Christ’s love and compassion. (Pause)  
This fight is particularly poignant as we have just celebrated Veteran’s Day. A time when we honor and thank those who have showed their love for our country by serving for our freedom, even if that meant a fight (Veteran’s stand (clap)…+ spouses, parents, children, sibling) Thank you and God bless you(clap)). 
In Luke’s gospel, the people are reminded not to focus on the beautiful stones of the temple or even on the fact that it was destroyed and other temples will be too. The focus is meant to be elsewhere, and this is where Jesus leaves us some room for interpretation. It’s clear that we shouldn’t focus on false prophets, or wars, or kings, or earthquakes, dreadful portents, or heavenly signs. So where do we look? What does Jesus want us to see?
The answer might be just before our lesson for today. In the beginning of chapter 21 Jesus lifts up the example of the poor widow who shares her mite. If Jesus started with her, he may want us to keep her in mind as we hear the rest. That means he wants us to look to the poor and to endure with them, and be gracious with the gifts we have even if it’s hard. 
This world is broken, but still full of grace and love. God is with us. So how do we lift up our brothers and sisters that feel marginalized? How do we walk with our Muslim, Mexican and African American friends and family that feel singled out and attacked by our new president? What about those who feel silenced? How do we love LGBTQ folks? Blue collar folks need more care and stability. How do we do that? How do we be respectful to women and their bodies, while acknowledging our complex legal and healthcare systems? We need to…just kidding. I have no idea how this is going to work, but I do know that it’s going to be hard and that things might fall apart, and we will probably fight some more.
Yet we can learn to love each other better. We can be gracious and respectful even to people whose views seem foreign or even batty to us. Many of us are guilty of listening to speak, not to hear; maybe it’s time for us to hear. Instead of saying, “Trump is evil why did you vote for him!??” We can ask, “What makes you excited about President Elect Donald Trump’s leadership?” Instead of saying, “You’re a liberal fool for backing Crooked Hilary, don’t you care about your country?!?” We can say, “I know your candidate lost and it must feel crumby. What are your hopes and fears now that the election is over?” But we have to do more than ask, we have to listen. We have to hear and then we have to respond with actions. 

There are people in our lives that genuinely need our help regardless of who they voted for, what they look like, or if we feel they deserve it. We have the opportunity to embrace God’s love and to recognize that God makes beautiful things out of dust, dirt and wreckage. This campaign season is littered with carnage no matter how you voted. So it’s time to come together to see the beauty in that other person and even in that other party.

We can acknowledge that people are upset and its okay that they are, but now we can figure out how to walk with our brothers and sisters. We live together in this United States of America. Unity is in our name. Our focus as Christians is not meant to be on power and might, but on loving the people we journey with through the good times and the bad. It’s hard, but it’s our call and we have a lot of work to do.

This is actually good news, we have a garden full of dirt waiting to be cultivated. We may have to get elbow deep in manure, but it’s worth it. There is potential for us as a people to rise up together, united in peace and love. There is a Mexican Proverb that said, “They tried to bury us; they did not know we were seeds.” We are all seeds and God hopes that we will thrive where we are planted. So we grow. We find ways to love and nurture our neighbors and ourselves. Together we can reach heavenward. With God’s love we will bloom; we will break through the dirt and blossom in the light of God’s glorious sunshine. We will become more beautiful than the grandest Cathedrals, but we need each other. If we worry only about the flowers we will become we will miss the beauty of the garden. We are better together; the diverse foliage makes something more. (Pause)
Since this sermon is already pretty patriotic we’ll just take it all the way. At my house we have been on the Hamilton band wagon, long before there was a band or a wagon. My husband is the expert there, but the musical is incredible. During one of the numbers the characters sing “I may not live to see our glory! But I will gladly join the fight! And when our children tell our story They’ll tell the story of tonight, Raise a glass to freedom, Something they can never take away, No matter what they tell you.” Being a Christian and a patriot are not the same thing, but you can be both. We may not live in this world long enough to see the Glory of a wholly united people, but we will live in eternal glory; Jesus is directing us to join the fight in our gospel today, by encouraging us to fight and endure for the widows in our lives. And we can all pray that when we tell our story to our children it’s not one of fear and hate, but of Christian love. Now we don’t typically raise a glass for a toast in church. (Although we could toast Martin Luther this day on Thursday he would have celebrated his 533rd Birthday.) We do raise a glass (or dunk in a glass) to drink the blood of our lamb who has freed us from our sins, and that freedom will never be taken away, because it is a gift of grace. 
We all come to the table, unique and chosen. We are all a part of God’s family. Christ chose us in love and that love is a beautiful thing and we are all a part of God’s beautiful creation. God is so good, and God’s creation is too, but he’s not finished with us yet, so we’ve got work to do, but we don’t do it alone. Amen.

