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Years ago a family of four kids made first Holy Communion, while living 

through an ordeal. Their Dad in jail and Mom trying to get her GED and 

work and raise the family. Most days I saw them picking at each other like 

brothers and sisters do, but also looking like they were barely holding it 

together. Some of our church volunteers too bluntly labeled them “those 

bad kids.” That First Holy Communion Day they showed up transformed- 

boys in white suits and girls in fluffy white dresses, absolutely transformed 

by the holiness and joy of the moment. The many challenges of their lives 

and our occasional irritation with each other were gone. What we saw 

together was transcending joy in sharing in the meal as they helped me 

commune the others, speaking “this is the body of Christ, the blood of 

Christ for you” even to those who labeled them “bad.” The one boy made a 

quizzical face when he tasted the wine. When I asked him about it he said 

he felt all warm inside. Resisting the urge to explain it away, I listened as 

he went on to say contentedly, “It feels like love.” 

Come to think of it, most of the big moments we celebrate as church are 

like that. When babies are baptized, no one spends the day talking about 

how hard the labor and delivery was. We remember the joy, the candle, the 

water and the words- “child of God, marked with the cross of Christ and 

sealed with the Holy Spirit forever.”  When people die, we don’t  spend the 

funeral service talking about everything they did wrong. We proclaim 

“united with Christ in a resurrection like his” in communion with the saints. 

That is not to say that birthing babies is easy, or that in every day after first 

holy communion or in the rest of life, Gods’ children never do a wrong thing 

ever. It is instead that those things usually fall away by comparison in the 

moments where God truly breaks through our world. Even when we are 

barely holding it together, what is revealed is the beauty of someone in the 

best sense, and the one thing no one can take from us- the love of God in 

Christ Jesus for us.  



The people for whom 1st John is written have come through a time of 

division, harsh words and struggles. They needed these words and I bet we 

might too. We spend much of life trying to achieve things, to be well known 

for something, to be called good, collecting the labels we most want to be 

called. Along the way, though there will also be crazy things someone lived 

through and mistakes. On that score, this year seems to be overachieving. 

Imagine that everything you ever said or did was stuck to you forever. And 

that everything anyone ever said about you or did to you was stuck to you 

too. By the time any of us got to high school much less older in life, we’d 

barely be able to stand much less walk. Little by little we would become 

unrecognizable to the world around us, and to ourselves. 

This All Saints Day, imagine all our beloveds or those saints of old pulling 

up a chair just like a big family gathering and telling war stories about all 

those other moments along the way- the troubles, the pressures, and the 

doubts. Ordeals and afflictions and moments it seemed it would all fall 

apart. The ones they came through. 

In the midst of times when we disagree with those around us, when we 

people walk away from us, when we feel like some mistake is too big to 

move beyond, or when the world feels so much beyond our control, it could 

be easy for us to lose confidence, to worry about what will come next, to 

look in the mirror and wonder who we see.That happened for the people for 

whom 1st John was written just as it can for us. It can be hard to see the 

future because what is staring at us seems so wrong. Our days can be filled 

with so many words, disagreements and struggle. It makes it really hard to 

hold onto what is true, what is under all the layers of labels and words and 

mistakes and stresses. Both things we want to be rid of and the ones we 

want to cling to. Thomas Merton said what stood in his way of becoming a 

saint was he didn’t want to give up his sins and attachments. For the saints 

and for us, imagine those things have fallen away. 

In addition to telling us we are beloved, 1st John tells us that we should do- 

prepare to be in God’s presence. This is not having to do the right things. It 

is instead a call to avoid being morally indifferent, believing that what we 

do doesn’t matter. All you need to do is look around to see how that plays 

out. In honesty we could ask ourselves how it has felt for us when we are 

on the receiving end of the moral indifference of others- the source greatest 

pain and our inclination to just go our own way.  



But the redemptive path comes in knowing that because we are beloved in 

the cross we can continue to confess our sins and to profess who Jesus is 

for the world as beloved children of God, not just some day when the dust 

settles, but now. And in that love, rather than separating from the world, 

Jesus calls us to continue to enter it with love.  

Knowing that we cannot offer what we do not believe for ourselves and at 

the risk of sounding too simplistic, what I think we need to hear again and 

again are the words us sacraments speak and our beloveds in the church 

triumphant know in its fullest: 

 “See what love the Father has given us.” The one thing about ourselves 

that truly matters, “that we should be called children of God.” That is what 

who and what we are. It grounds us from birth, to Jesus’ words in the 

Beatitudes, all the way to the throne in the vaunted vision of Kingdom 

complete in Revelation. No matter what stage of life is facing you now, no 

matter what you are holding onto for dear life, no matter what you are sure 

you have to keep believing or doing, imagine all those things are washed 

away. They won’t be the things that save the day. Our hope is in the God 

who loves us.  Who loves the whole world, both the saints we know and 

love, and those we would at best call “The bad kids.” No matter what else 

you want to be called or hope you never are, hear that though we are 

sinners, we are “saints,” we are “blessed.” It doesn’t ask us whitewash over 

the world in which we live. Revelation says it- those gathered with God 

have come through a great ordeal, times of troubles, or affliction, 

oppression and distress. But those times did not get to claim us or our 

world for good – because salvation, the ultimate word,  belongs to God. The 

next time someone is coming at you with negativity about your worth, or 

you are tempted to dish it up for another, remember our ultimate fate and 

truth belong to a God who wholeheartedly decided to save humanity and 

restore us for eternity. In place of all the schism and division and 

tribulations that sin creates comes the most expansive vision-every nation, 

all tribes, all peoples, all languages, all…belonging to God. All gathered by 

God.  

How is it possible for such a communion? The only glue that can hold it 

together is God’s love. No matter what it may look like in your mirror or 

outside your window, this is God’s promise for the saints we name this day, 

for all whose labors have ended, for us and for our world. We really all can 

held together in this love.  AMEN 


