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Most often, we hear our scripture lesson this morning at a funeral for a loved one. The words 

bring us comfort as we think of life in the sense of seasons. Ecclesiastes is a part of the scriptures 

that we often refer to as the wisdom writings of the Bible. It is filled with words that make us dig 

deeper into who God is and who we are. Wisdom does not always give us plain answers, but 

seeks to engage us in dialogue and relationship with the words that we see on the page. Listen for 

how the writer of Ecclesiastes engages us this morning in Ecclesiastes 3:1-13: 

 

For everything there is a season, and a time for every matter under heaven: 

a time to be born, and a time to die; 

a time to plant, and a time to pluck up what is planted; 

a time to kill, and a time to heal; 

a time to break down, and a time to build up; 

a time to weep, and a time to laugh; 

a time to mourn, and a time to dance; 

a time to throw away stones, and a time to gather stones together; 

a time to embrace, and a time to refrain from embracing; 

a time to seek, and a time to lose; 

a time to keep, and a time to throw away; 

a time to tear, and a time to sew; 

a time to keep silence, and a time to speak; 

a time to love, and a time to hate; 

a time for war, and a time for peace. 
 

What gain have the workers from their toil? I have seen the business that God has 

given to everyone to be busy with. He has made everything suitable for its time; 

moreover he has put a sense of past and future into their minds, yet they cannot 

find out what God has done from the beginning to the end. I know that there is 

nothing better for them than to be happy and enjoy themselves as long as they 

live; moreover, it is God’s gift that all should eat and drink and take pleasure in 

all their toil.1 

 

* * * * * 
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Last week, Dawn and I took a quick vacation to the Upper Peninsula. We had not been back 

since we left over two years ago, but my sister was going camping with her family and some 

friends along the shores Whitefish Bay on beautiful Lake Superior. So Dawn and I packed up our 

travel trailer, also known as “The Marriott on Wheels,” and headed up north to Brimley, 

Michigan. 

 

It was an amazing week that forced me to disconnect a little bit because I realized as I arrived 

that we wouldn’t have any cell service in that area. I’d have to go over towards Sault Ste. Marie 

about twenty minutes away to get a good signal. We also spent some time showing my sister and 

her family some of the places that we loved so much when we lived up there, as well as 

discovering a few new places. It was one of those moments when you just seem to lose track of 

time. 

 

Yet, before I knew it, here we were driving along the road and Dawn said, “Oh, look! The leaves 

on the trees are just starting to change!” I hate when she does that. I was just beginning to enjoy 

my summer moment, and sure enough, upon closer examination, the trees were starting their 

annual change. It was slight, but it was there nonetheless. She seems to spot it before me every 

year while I am quite comfortable in my own personal state of denial that the fall season will 

arrive. I’ve grown to love summer. 

 

Now don’t get me wrong, I love the beauty of the peak of the fall colors, too. What I don’t love 

is knowing that with the changing of the leaves comes the snow that will rip them all off of the 

trees, sometimes even before the leaves get to their most beautiful peak in color. I don’t mind 

snow and winter, but it could be reserved for December 24 and 25 so that we can get on with the 

rest of the year. Winter is the place I like to visit, but sometimes overstays its welcome. Its 

timing is just all off for me! Sometimes the change in time is just too much, the transition is just 

too extended to clearly grasp that another spring and summer will come in its time. How do we 

live in the midst of the change; the transition? 

 

Earlier this summer, I went for my annual eye exam. It was time for a new pair of frames and I 

knew that there would be some changes to make to my prescription. In fact, the last time I tried 

to read the fine print on a pill bottle, I realized that it was probably time for the types of lenses 

that you usually don’t want to talk about when you get into your forties. I had put it off until 44, 

and now I was experiencing some of the greater effects of the middle of life. I noted it when I 

went in for the exam, and sure enough, my prescription changed for the first pair of…transition 

lenses. There, I said it! The doctor even noted that it would be my first pair of transitions on my 

prescription. 

 

Dawn had gone a few weeks before me, so we both went out shopping for new frames together.  

She’s been wearing glasses longer than I have and knows what looks good on me. After finding a 

new set of frames for both of us, we came back a few days later to pick up our new glasses.  

When they brought out glasses out to us, we looked at the frames and said, “Nope, those are not 

our glasses.” The optician soon realized she had grabbed the wrong bag. 

 

Moments later, she returned with our new glasses. As she pulled mine out, I couldn’t wait to get 

them on. I knew there would be some adjustment, so I was a little anxious as to how soon I’d 
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catch on to a different type of lens. She took them out and put them on me. In no time, I looked 

out and it was as if I couldn’t see a thing. The whole world was a blur. I looked out of the top 

and the words on the wall were blurred. I looked out the bottom and the words on the receipt 

were blurred. 

 

I couldn’t see a thing. I thought, I’m never going to be able to make this transition to Transitions.  

The optician squeezed the nose pads together so they would sit differently on my face and I still 

couldn’t see a thing. In the meantime, she pulled out Dawn’s new glasses and handed them to her 

while I kept thinking that this was going to be a big adjustment for me. As soon as she put them 

on, Dawn said, “Oh, no! These are not my lenses!” 

 

Turning to one another, we said at the same time, “Here, try these,” as we handed each other our 

glasses. Guess what? We could both suddenly see again. Someone had mixed up our 

prescriptions and frames. While her glasses look great on her, my facial features don’t do them 

justice. They fixed the mistake for us and the transition to a new type of lenses was so much 

easier when we had the right lenses. 

 

The dictionary defines “transition” as “passage from one state, stage, subject, or place to another:  

CHANGE.”2 When I started in ministry over 20 years ago, I loved to talk about “change” all the 

time. As I get a little older, I’m not opposed to “change,” but I’d like the world to slow down a 

little bit from time to time, especially as I’m enjoying the “good times.”3 

 

The Teacher from Ecclesiastes this morning begins with, “For everything there is a season, and a 

time for every matter under heaven: a time to be born, and a time to die…” After putting the 

bookends of birth and death, the Teacher names a variety of other times that seem to be polar 

opposites of one another. There are times to “plant” and “pluck up,” “kill” and “heal,” “break 

down” and “build up,” “weep” and “laugh,” “mourn” and “dance,” “throw away stones” and 

“gather stones,” “embrace” and “refrain,” “seek” and “lose,” “keep” and “throw away,” “tear” 

and “sew (or mend),” “keep silence” and “speak,” “love” and “hate;” and interestingly enough, 

the Teacher ends by mentioning “a time for war” and “a time for peace.” 

 

The Teacher begins by talking about “birth” and “death” and then mentions a variety of seasons 

in life. Some of those seasons make us feel great while other seasons really stink. We can 

empathize with the Teacher who reminds us that these polar opposite types of seasons are what 

life is all about. At the end, however, is the “peace” for which we most long. In life, there are 

mountains and valleys; times that make us feel great and other times we’d prefer to avoid; highs 

and lows. Yet, “peace” is where our hope lies. 

 

Right now, some parents are celebrating newborn babies while others are sending their children 

off to college. They’re empty nesting and trying to adapt to a new reality at home. Some couples 

are planning for weddings while others are figuring out how they end a relationship that has 

somehow changed. Spouses or family members have lost loved ones and they’re trying to figure 

out how to move on. 

 

Healthy national debate that should be move us towards higher mountaintop experiences for the 

greater good has somehow found us stuck in a pit of despairing brokenness in our dialogue and 
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our friendships. Even in the body of Christ, we have found that what divides us at times seems 

more important than the overwhelming love and grace of God that could unite us. 

 

The Teacher tells us, “[God] has made everything suitable for its time; moreover [God] has put a 

sense of past and future into their minds, yet they cannot find out what God has done from the 

beginning until the end. I know that there is nothing better for them than to be happy and enjoy 

themselves as long as they live; moreover, it is God’s gift that all should eat and drink and take 

pleasure in their toil.”4 What about the difficult times that lie between birth and death? How do 

we get from war to peace? How do we stop tearing our garments at the outrage of one another 

long enough to move to a time to mend them? 

 

W. Sibley Towner, in The New Interpreter’s Bible commentary, notes that “The ‘times’ are 

moments of human-scale appropriateness intricately interwoven with implicit cosmic orders.  

The first item on the list, ‘a time to be born, and a time to die’ (v. 2), is clearly out of human 

hands, but the rest involve human choices. The wise person’s task evidently is to know when the 

right time has come and to move visibly with whatever invisible program there may be.”5 

 

I mentioned in my Steeple Notes article this past week that my five-year old niece, Ella, is 

starting kindergarten this coming week. I’ve been mourning that we won’t have our usual 

Fridays together. Uncle Elbert is not ready to see Ella grow up, while I’m also so proud that she 

is growing up. I understand our empty-nesting parents to some extent today as well as our 

parents who are sending off your own five year old to kindergarten. The house will be too quiet. 

 

Mourning that, I asked Ella, “What am I going to do without you here on Friday?” She said, 

“Don’t worry. I’ll send you postcards.” I asked her again the other day the same question and she 

said, “I already told you, I’ll send you postcards.” You see, when I travel, I always try to send 

her a postcard even if I’m only out of town for a few days. It’s our way of staying in touch.  

She’s learned to know that when the time comes that we are away, we stay connected with a 

postcard. We do the things that make for connection with one another. When the fall gets long 

for me, she’ll send a postcard to stay connected. 

 

The Teacher reminds us that God is with us in the bookends of birth and death as well as all the 

highs and lows that lie between them. God holds us as God holds all of life in God’s hands. The 

moments of our birth and death are beyond us. In the time between, however, we are invited to 

work towards the things that help us and the world around us experience the fullness of the 

“goodness” of life that God intends for us. “I know that there is nothing better for them than to 

be happy and enjoy themselves as long as they live; moreover, it is God’s gift that all should eat 

and drink and take pleasure in their toil.”6 O Lord, helps us to make it so. 
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