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 I don’t often preach from Revelation. That’s partly because it doesn’t turn up very often 

in the lectionary cycle during the year. But it’s also because Revelation is filled with some very 

odd and obscure imagery. It can be hard to figure out what the writer is really saying without a 

code book to explain things. Revelation is a letter written for people who are under siege and 

feeling very discouraged. The writer whose name is John, but probably not the writer of the 

gospel, sees his people in pain and wants to reach out to them with a word of hope. 

 

 And that’s really what Revelation is meant to be. It isn’t a prediction of doom and 

destruction, it’s the answer to it. The word “Apocalypse” in Greek means “reveal” or “unveil.” 

This letter is the unveiling of the true meaning behind the experience of people who are suffering 

for the sake of the gospel. It tries to answer the question many of us have asked, especially in 

these last months, “what is God up to?” For John everything the people are enduring now will be 

resolved and it’s up to them to be strong and remain firm in their faith no matter what happens to 

them. 

 

 In chapter 6 of the letter, John describes opening six of the seven seals that unlock the 

events leading up to God’s final victory. But before the seventh seal is opened, in chapter 7, he 

takes a pause and gives us this wonderful interlude of celestial music where people from every 

nation and language and tribe are gathered around God’s throne to worship. It’s a glimpse of the 

final promise, a taste of what lies ahead for his readers if they can just hold on. Their hope lies in 

the promise of living in the presence of God.  

 

 Now, we don’t know exactly what these people have been through. But we do know what 

can happen in the world to cause us to question God’s presence and maybe even God’s 

existence. We’ve been through and have seen others go through hardships that cause terrible 

suffering and pain. Sometimes that’s at the hands of authorities who fail to recognize the 

humanity of certain people because of their religion or heritage or skin color. Sometimes it’s 

caused by circumstances beyond our control like a natural disaster or a global pandemic. Many 

of us have lost someone we love suddenly through death or slowly through decline physically or 

mentally. And all of it can make us wonder where God is through it all. Does God even care 

what we’re going through? 

  

 In this scene from Revelation the answer is a resounding yes. When we’re told they have 

washed their robes clean in the blood of the Lamb, that’s not meant as some macabre ritual. 

What it means is our suffering in this life is shared by God through Christ, the Lamb. We are not 

alone. When God enters our pain, endures our hardship, we are made whole, washed clean, and 

we have nothing to fear.  

 



 The image of God presented in Revelation isn’t some aloof, dispassionate being who 

watches from afar but never engages. In Christ God enters the world and shares our burden, even 

the burden we carry now. We live in a time of uncertainty and chaos. We’re on the threshold of 

what’s probably the most contentious election in living memory; we’re wearing masks in church 

to protect ourselves and the people around us from an out of control pandemic that’s already 

taken the lives of nearly a quarter of a million people in our country alone and threatens to 

overwhelm our healthcare systems resulting in even more deaths  if we can’t contain it; and 

we’re in mourning for people we love whom we’ve lost and whose memory in many cases we 

haven’t been able to celebrate or grieve properly. This is a hard time to go through. And we’re 

left wondering: is God paying attention; does God even care? 

 

 Yes. God walks with us. God shares our pain and understands our fears. And promises to 

shelter us, to satisfy our hunger and thirst, to guide us to springs of living water and to wipe 

away every tear from our eyes. This ordeal we endure will not overwhelm us, cannot overwhelm 

us because we are part of a gathering hope. Hope wells within us and carries us through every 

loss, every sickness, every hardship. Hope brings us here today. Hope makes it possible for us to 

remember with joy, even through our tears, the lives of those we have lost.  

 

 Today we lift up the names of men and women who have shaped us, people whose lives 

have taught us something about what it means to live with integrity in the face of hardship. We 

honor these saints who, like us, weren’t perfect but were precious to God nonetheless. We give 

thanks for them and we pray that our lives might reflect some measure of their strength and their 

goodness. They walk in the presence of God and so do we. Day and night they worship before 

God’s throne and so do we. They have their eyes wiped clean of every tear and so do we.  

 

 So, friends, I invite you now to take time and remember the saints who have passed from 

us as their names are spoken and a candle lit in their honor. Their hope lives on in us and 

together, no matter what hardship we go through, we all live on in God. Let us pray… 


