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READY?  GET SET.  GO!				
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It usually happens at my house around 7:30 at night.  Patti and I will have finished dinner, maybe played some backgammon, even perhaps made it through the first half of Jeopardy, …and then it happens.  We’re sitting on the couch, with our dog Beanie snoring on the floor next to us, and I…nod off.  My chin falls to my chest, and I start snoring.  Well, next Patti usually pushes her cold feet over on to me, and I’m startled back awake, completely disoriented, sputtering something like “What’d I miss?”  
Now in my defense, I’m usually up every day by 6 am, and I have sleep apnea, and I could lose a few pounds, so all of these things might be reasonable excuses for my occasionally drifting off, right?  
Well, there’s a problem here.  Because nodding off in front of Jeopardy is no biggie, but nodding off during more important stuff could be.  Like, when sitting at the airport waiting for your flight to be called, or when you’re driving, …or …when Jesus says it’s time to come home.  
Now, Jesus calling us home isn’t something to be concerned about is it?  I mean, I don’t want to miss the invitation, but I don’t know if I’m- ready.  This isn’t something to worry about.  It is instead something we can plan on.
Fair to say we make plans for lots of things.  We’re planning for the holidays, we plan for vacations, and some of us of a certain age even plan for retirement (maybe someday.)  But I bet we don’t spend a lot of time planning for that day when Jesus calls our name and invites us to Heaven.  When Fr. Mike asked here recently ‘who wants to go to Heaven?’ - hands went up. 
Ok, let’s agree we want to be in Heaven, …but why do we resist planning on it?  Well, people say it’s uncomfortable.  It’s morbid.  Don’t jinx it!  Strangely enough, there may be a tiny part of us that might even believe that that day might not actually come.  At least, hopefully, not soon.  
My friends, we know people die, and sometimes unexpectedly.  I’m reminded of this with every funeral I participate in.  And yet, there is a small part of us that has trouble picturing ourselves …not here.  
You know, before ordination, I was required to write out my own funeral.  I had to select the readings, the music, and everything.  I was confronted with picturing myself …not here.  And it was a bit uncomfortable, …at first.  Yet it wasn’t as morbid as it sounds – in fact, it was strangely …liberating.  Liberating in that in helped me hopefully picture myself in Heaven.  Not necessarily today, but…maybe? 
(And actually, if you’re interested in doing some of this pre-planning yourself, you can let me know, because we can help – we have a form. 😊)
In our Gospel today, Jesus tells us we know neither the day nor the hour when we will be called.  In our free will, we can choose to live in denial, to behave like the 5 foolish women in our Gospel and not prepare ourselves, not make ourselves known to Jesus, or we can be like the five wise women and behave differently - expectantly.  We can embrace the hope of Heaven, choose now to make ourselves well-known with Jesus, and to get …ready(?).
Now, making ourselves known to Jesus is not as daunting as it may sound.  I think Jesus offers us an ever-open invitation to know him, by immersing ourselves in God’s Word, investing in our faith community, and in caring for others on our path, all things that we work on well here together.  These are all worthy and productive contributions of our time and energy to help get ourselves set.  This is important, because we know unfortunately, that things can change in the blink of an eye, so we’re good to love deeply and to forgive quickly, - to not take anything or anyone for granted, because tomorrow is not guaranteed for any of us.  
I think there is something powerful in hoping for Heaven, and living in expectation of it, picturing ourselves there.  If we can get past the discomfort of our own mortality, we can find peace in embracing the unfolding gift of our im-mortality, looking forward to when Jesus says it’s our time to …go.  
Jesus’ invitation to eternal life will one day be ours, and I’m actually glad that I don’t know when my time will arrive.  But, I don’t want Jesus’ invitation to come, and for any of us not to be ready.  I don’t want us to lose out and be startled by a cold reality after, completely disoriented, only able to sputter, “What’d we miss?” 
Our transition to eternal life is not something frightening, or something to worry about.  Heaven forever with Jesus is, my friends, instead something wonderful to look forward to, to invest ourselves in, and to plan on.   
Amen.    
