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I am a little bit addicted to HGTV.  Just a little bit.  I find it relaxing to guess which house people choose on all iterations of House Hunters and I wish I could hang out with Erin and Ben Napier of Home Town in Laurel Mississippi.  This past week,  I watched the season finale of “Scariest House in America” with comedian Retta.  The show tours scary houses, and then picks regional finalists out of which one winner is chosen.  They are awarded a $150,000 home renovation.  These houses are awful, and creepy.  Some have rooms dedicated to hundreds of eerie dolls.  Some of the homes are literally haunted.   I can’t, for the life of me, why people would choose to make these houses their homes, because they are dreadful.  The owners, however, must see some good bones in them. 
Maggie Smith’s poem knows the meaning of good bones. How many of you have been told by a realtor, “Oh, this house has great bones! You could make it amazing!”  How many of you realtors have said it?  
In her poem, Smith knows the world has good bones, in spite of everything.   She admits she keeps this from her children—the fact that life is short, the world is at least half terrible, and for every kind stranger there is one who would break you. She is trying to sell them the world anyway.
We don’t have to keep the truth from each other here.  We know the world is at least half terrible. All we have to do is turn on the news, or open our social media feeds where division and frustration and fear rule in the midst of cat videos and our friends’ vacation photos.  (Thank god for these respites.)  Friends, we are all to familiar with the half-terrible.  
And still, we are born with good bones.  The world was created with good bones.  In fact, good bones abide and abound all around us, and they are what are holding us up. 
God has made everything beautiful in its time, says the Teacher in Ecclesiastes. All things. All beautiful. Even stink bugs and mosquitoes and perhaps cockroaches. But notice: in its time. Beauty, for the Teacher, is something unfolding. Holy Love has set eternity in the human heart, yet no one can fathom what God has done from beginning to end. We are living in the middle of a beauty still being made.
When we go back to our spiritual origin story in Genesis, it begins in a chaotic void. It isn’t that nothing is there. One could argue the chaos offered God some great bones to work in order to come up with the sun, moon, stars, waters, skies, creatures, humanity. The chaos becomes community. The inhospitable void becomes the scaffolding for wonder and beauty to be brought forth.  At the end of each day, God looks at what She has created, she says, GOOD—and not in the way of a house inspector.  Rather, it is the wonder of the Divine Artist  who is so pleased and in awe of all that is has been made—it’s almost like God is a little bit surprised at how enormously wonderful everything turned out.   The God of this story is a gracious, generous host, making room, making a home for everyone who will live there. Even the cockroaches.
And on the last day, humans are made in the image of that God.  God is a generous, gracious, caring host and guess what?  These things are in our bones, too: our very marrow is made up of generosity, compassion, grace.  I guess the terribleness is in that we forget who we are and what is inside us.  
So, we need to remind ourselves of who we are, of what is inside us, and remember the beauty we witness and that we have created.  What if we write our own FCCH creation story?  
In 1947, Jody and Mary Barber of Hendersonville met the dynamic Rev. Charles “Tad” Heymann, and they said, “Let’s start a church!” And they did. And God saw… that it was good!
Somewhere along the way, someone said, “Let’s form a choir and sing on Sundays.” And God saw… that it was good!
Some years ago, Milton Stewart and others said, “Let’s plant a vegetable garden and share fresh produce with the food pantries.” And God saw… that it was good!
At one point someone said, “Let’s give away ten percent of everything we receive, to people making a difference,” and called it Service and Giving. And God saw… that it was good!
After Hurricane Helene, when the roads were out and the power was gone and we didn’t know how to be anything but tired, Mark said, “Let’s have Community Coffee every Monday morning.” A way in the wilderness. And God saw… that it was good!
Just last year, Janet and Frances said, “Let’s have a weekly Crones group.” And God saw… that it was good!
Krista said, “Let’s start small groups where people can really get to know each other, and call it Circle of Friends.” And God saw… that it was good!
You get the idea.  What is your part in this FCCH creation story? 
Now here is the curious thing. We just heard the prophet Isaiah, speaking to a people who had lost almost everything, telling the people to not to remember the former things, and we just spent five minutes remembering them. But I don’t think the prophet is asking us to forget. I think he is asking us not to get stuck there. Not to mistake the old chapters for the whole story. We remember the former things so that we can perceive the new one, because the new thing always grows out of the good bones of the old.
Our creation story isn’t finished. No one can fathom what God has done from beginning to end. The next line hasn’t been written yet. Someone in this room is going to say “let’s…”, and God is going to see that it is good.
We are in the season of stewardship, which I love, because it gives us a chance to celebrate the good work of this congregation and to invest in this place. It has good bones, and it has a commitment to be God’s hands and feet and heart in a world full of  desperate void and the clash of chaos.
The world is still at least half terrible. I won’t keep that from you. But we are not realtors (no offense my realtors, we love you), selling each other a house we know is falling down. We come from the people who dreamed and built and forged.  
So let’s keep building on this corner of White Pine and 5th Avenue. Not because we have to, or ought to, but because these are the bones we were given—our history, and our now.  We are people made for standing with and through the terrible times, with bones that contain the generosity and wonder of our Creator.  Let’s continue to make something beautiful here, in its time, for the love of God, and for the love of the world.
Amen.

