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 Has such a thing happened in your days or in the days of your ancestors?  I’m 

guessing it has.  As the scene unfolds on a living room floor.  Siblings; an older 

brother, a younger sister.  He is furiously building yet another Lego construction arising 

from his imagination—a plane, a star fighter, a towering building, or a quaint 

neighbourhood—really it could be any of these.  She happily stringing beads round her 

neck and dancing and twirling and rolling cars and feeding babies and building with the 

wooden blocks Grandpa made.  And I sit there in my favourite chair with a good cup of 

tea, and Mom sits with her feet up on the coffee table, an ice cap in hand, shopping 

garage sale sights, and it is as if the whole room sighs—it is pure bliss.  Has such a 

thing happened in your days?  Possibly… but probably not for long.   

 For now an invader, a marauder, with beads dangled about her neck; conquest 

and destruction in her mind.  And now she charges through Lego-land to “innocently” 

look at the star fighter, to absently pick up and admire the building, and suddenly a 

propeller is hurtling through the air.  Gunnels and wings crash from a flightless space 

ship stripped bare.  The tower crumbles in blocks and chunks and pieces of Lego 

scattered on the ground.  And we know such a thing has definitely happened in our 

lives.  And then she giggles, as 3 yr olds do.  And a brother bitterly complains as 7 yr 

olds do.  “Look what she did!  She ruined everything I was creating!  Why did you have 

to do that?”  Mom scolds the little one and she gets a time out.  Grandma tries to 

console the older, “That’s the great thing about Lego.” I say, “You can always build it 

again.  Or make something entirely brand new!”  And he does, he does begin to build 

again.   
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But we also know how it feels when something we have created is destroyed—

intentionally or otherwise—when it all crumbles to the ground.  And even though we 

want to say, it’s OK, we can build again, we can create anew; we also understand that 

that’s not quite so easy.  Because in everything we build or sew or colour or create—

we give not only our time, energy and creativity; but a piece of our very selves.   

And the question yet remains.  “Why?  Why would someone come in and destroy 

what we have made?  There are no easy answers.  But we know such things happen 

in our days, each and every day.  And we know we do them too.  Maybe it is 

selfishness.  Or maybe it is for the sake of conquest.  And in particular today as we talk 

about the waning wilderness places of creation. The wild and untouched places of this 

earth that are becoming fewer and farther between as our populations and cities 

sprawl; as in our adventure-seeking, wilderness taming culture we push the wild things 

further and further back.  Well, today, we turn to the prophet Joel; to a scene of 

conquest and destruction; and a question—“Has such a thing happened in your days?”  

Well, has it?  Let us pray. 

It was the prophet giving voice to the sorrow and loss of needless destruction 

that set ruin upon the land and upon a king’s heart.  It was the aftermath of war, the 

fires yet burning, the smoke rising and greying the horizon, the acrid scent cutting into 

every breath he took, eyes tearing from the smoke and the sorrow.  The king looked at 

everything he had built now scattered on the ground by marauders, invaders with 

destruction in their minds, conquest in their hearts.   
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“Look!” the king cries, to anyone who would listen.  “Listen!  You elders and 

people who dwell here.  Has a thing such as this ever happened to you?  A nation has 

invaded my land, like a ravenous lion what I have constructed now slashed and torn 

apart limb by limb.  Like the of a herd of beasts run amok, what I created and imagined 

lays trampled and splintered on the ground.  Like a devouring fire across dry grass, the 

dream of my heart consumed until all that remains is ashes and soot.”  In agony we 

hear the moans and cries.  In anguish the king weeps in a heap on the ground and 

cannot be consoled.  For it is not only his creation that lies in ruin, but his heart and 

soul in charred pieces on the ground.   

As a king, we would think he would first mourn his subjects, the dead of his 

people, the cries of the wounded and grieving. And not that these cries have not been 

and are not heard, not lamented.  For it is to the inhabitants he speaks, so that they 

might be witness; to remember and pass on to generations to come the extent of what 

has occurred this day.  No, the people are not ignored, but because the devastation is 

so all encompassing—not only the people, but the land, the vegetation, the trees, the 

cattle and sheep, the fields, the rivers, the wilderness and untamed lands, that even 

the wild animals cry out—because the hope of life begins in the wilderness and 

untamed life of first creation, it is for the wilderness, and for all creation he mourns. 

“Look,” he says.  An army has laid waste to my vines and splintered my fig trees; 

stripped off the bark and left the branches bare!  Listen!” he says.  “The animals groan, 

the cattle are wandering, the sheep are dazed.  See!” he says.  “The fire has devoured 
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the pastures and trees; the water has boiled and evaporated, the rivers are dried up.  

The wilderness devoured!  Listen!  The hyena and the wolf howl.  The bear and the lion 

weep and moan!  And if these are gone, if the place of the origin; the place of first 

creation; of the first dream and imagination for building is gone, then there is nothing!  

Nothing left!  Look!  You people!  Has anything such as this happened in your days?” 

And we do look.  And we listen.  And we hear the cries of the toucan and the 

chimpanzee.  As the trees of the rainforest are cut down and cleared.  We hear the 

mournful moan of the polar bear as the icebergs and ice floes melt, as the polar 

continent disappears.  We hear the thunderous roar of a towering waterfall turn into a 

trickle as rivers are diverted and dammed and dry up; the thunderous roar of TNT 

bringing down mountains to build roads; while cougars and grizzly bears are trapped 

and housed in cramped quarters in our zoos.  We hear the groans of the whale and the 

creatures of the deep sea; the groaning of the stars cluttered with satellite and star 

craft.  We see and know and look and listen to the prophetic words of scientists and 

the people of our First Nations, to environmentalists called activists who cry out on 

behalf of our disappearing wilderness of earth and sea and heavens; the prophetic 

words of those who cry out for the wild animals who can no longer cry.  “Look!  Look 

and see the invasion of our lives and our culture of conquest, that wreaks havoc on 

what we cannot begin to rebuild, a wilderness gone, laying in pieces on the ground.   

  And suddenly the words of a prophet give voice not to the mournful cry of an 

earthly king, but the mournful cry of our Creator God, who sits and looks out over the 
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ruin. To the words of a prophet giving voice to the mournful cry of God who looks out 

over the land and creation torn apart limb by very limb; looks out over the creation that 

once rose from the dream and imagination of God’s own heart now devoured and 

consumed and trampled;  the Creator looks out over the very heart and soul of God 

charred and in ruins smoldering on the ground.  And God cries out.  And God calls us 

as witness; to remember and pass on to generations to come the extent of what has 

occurred this day.  Witness of the devastation so all encompassing—that the land, the 

vegetation, the trees, the cattle and sheep, the fields, the rivers, the wilderness and 

untamed lands, that even the wild animals cry out.   

Cry out to God and with God, “Look!  Give ear you elders, you people and 

inhabitants of the land. Look!”  And we hear the controversial and challenging truth—

that if these things are gone, if the place of the origin; the place of first creation; of the 

first dream and imagination for building is gone, then there is nothing!  Nothing left of 

life in this world!  And while some might all too quickly and flippantly say, “Oh well, 

God’s promise is for a new heaven and a new earth anyway, so God, why don’t you 

just build again;” our God lays weeping, slumped in a heap on our charred ground and 

cries out “Why?  Why would you destroy what I have made, for life, for the good of all?”  

And so perhaps it is not coincidence that as Jesus begins his ministry on earth, 

that it begins in the wilderness.  Jesus begins where God began, in the place of first 

creation; the first imagination and dream of God.  And while no other Gospel writer 

happens to mention it; in Mark’s Gospel, just in case we forget; Mark reminds us, “Oh, 
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and by the way… the wild animals were there too.  There with Jesus in the wilderness.  

That the ministry of Jesus begins in communion with creation, in communion with the 

wild animals where Jesus comes not for conquest; not to tame, to control; to exploit or 

to cage; but to listen to the cries of the wild, to free us and all creation.   

For in the wilderness Jesus faces head-on the lure and the challenge of our 

lifestyle of conquest—the Lego-lands we build and choose and pillage for ourselves—

the pinnacles and towers of greed, fear, power, hunger, wealth, and self-preservation.  

And at last the question is answered.  Why do we continue to destroy what God has 

created for life and for good?  Because of all these things the Tempter, the Invader, 

Marauder, and Destroyer holds before us; these things can lead only to conquest and 

destruction and false hope; these things Jesus binds up and carries to the cross, in 

God’s life and love; in the flesh and blood of Christ broken, scattered on our ground.   

And the cross becomes that place once more.  That place where God hears the 

cries of the wild animals and the wilderness.  That place of first creation.  That place of 

communion for all things created good.  As God begins to build and create and dream 

and imagine anew.  As in the arms of Christ, wide open, we too, are invited to be God’s 

new creation.  With changed hearts and changed minds to live in respect of what God 

has made.  Created anew, we, too, are invited to begin again to build and create and 

dream and imagine anew.  “Look!  Give ear, you elders and inhabitants of the land.  

Will such a thing, is such a thing happening in your day?”  Thanks be to God.  It is!  


