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Scripture: Ephesians 1:11-23; Luke 6:20-31 

 

 

 Possibly the most difficult challenge for the early Church was sustaining a commitment 

to the gospel. Ephesians probably is not written by Paul but by a student of his, a generation or 

two down the line. And by that time people may have been wondering just how much longer the 

final chapter of history would be delayed. The writer is encouraging them to hang in there and 

hold fast to the inheritance they’ve received in Christ.  

 

 Another way of thinking about that is they’re told to allow what they’ve learned about 

Christ to continue shaping them, even though his return is delayed. Two thousand years later 

we’re still in that boat, I suppose. A lot of Christians still wonder about the last chapter of history 

and put all their focus on describing it and trying to predict it. But I’ve always found that mostly 

a distraction. For many it’s an excuse to ignore more immediate needs and become what one 

wise elder on a former Session said, “so heavenly minded, they’re no earthly good.”  

 

 That’s a danger the writer of Ephesians addresses when he tells them, “I pray that the 

God of our Lord Jesus Christ, the Father of glory, may give you a spirit of wisdom and revelation 

as you come to know him, so that with the eyes of your heart enlightened, you may know what is 

the hope to which he has called you, what are the riches of his glorious inheritance among the 

saints…” He wants them to see the blessing this life can be in spite of the difficulties they may 

endure. When we become so fixated on the “sweet by and by,” we can miss the sweetness of the 

here and now.  

 

 I think that’s what Jesus is trying to convey in his list of blessings and woes. He offers a 

way of seeing the world through new eyes. Eyes that look on poverty and hunger and mourning 

not as conditions that bring harm but that raise us up, that bring us closer to God. We’re told to 

no longer see people in those conditions as cursed or flawed but as honored and worthy of 

greater care. It is a challenging way to see the world, to say the least. It’s not easy to turn the 

other cheek or pray for people who do us harm or even to treat others as we would like to be 

treated.  

 

 No one does this perfectly. Not even the saints themselves. In fact, an awareness of that is 

sort of an identifying characteristic of a saint. If you read what the designated saints of the 

Church, people like Augustine and Teresa of Avila or more recently Mother Teresa, say about 

themselves, not what others say about them, you’ll find they are deeply aware of their inability to 

love as Jesus loves. Yet from where we stand their acts of devotion are inspiring and their 

humility is compelling. We love them for their flaws. 

 

 And I think that’s true of the saints who live a little closer to home for us. The ones we 

carry with us; the ones who shaped us, who taught us from their example what it means to live 

close to God even if they weren’t always aware of it.  

 



 This morning we take a moment to remember those saints in our lives who have passed 

away. Their names are listed in our bulletins. And I should tell you in the last week two more 

names have been added that aren’t there: Edwin Sherwood and John Marsherall. They are people 

we love, people who have influenced so many in this congregation and in our families and in our 

community, far more than any one of them could have known. Yet as you look at those names 

what you see are the names of people who struggled, who doubted, who didn’t always turn the 

other cheek or treat others they wanted to be treated. They were flawed just like we are. Yet they 

persevered and they hoped and they loved; they brought joy to people around them.  

 

 In the Jewish community, at least among my Jewish friends on Facebook, when someone 

dies a phrase is used as a sort of epitaph: May their memory be for a blessing. That says so well 

what we’re doing this morning as we say the names of those we’ve lost and light a candle in their 

honor, a way of holding them up a moment and remembering what a blessing their lives have 

been for so many. These are our saints. They are the ones who opened the eyes of our hearts and 

imparted wisdom to us. They are the ones whose lives revealed the presence of God in ways 

beyond description but echo across the generations as we share the inheritance of blessing we 

received from them.  

 

 Each of us carries a company of saints with us, people who have molded us over the 

years. They’re not all perfect, but neither are we. We celebrate their presence in our lives and the 

ways they have instilled hope in us. We honor their memory by living in ways that bring blessing 

to those who are poor, those who weep, those who hunger. And with the eyes of our hearts 

opened we commit ourselves to see God’s kingdom around us where we can love our enemies 

and pray for those who harm us and give of ourselves as completely as the saints before us to the 

glory of God in Christ Jesus our Lord. 

 

Amen 


