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 I love books!  I’ve loved them as far back as I can remember, and I’ll be the 

first to admit that I have too many of them – way too many!  In my office at the 

parsonage, I have four nearly floor to ceiling bookshelves, and two smaller 

bookshelves full of them!  Way too many! 

 

 Over the years of my ministry, my collection has grown immensely – 

especially when it comes to some of my favorite authors.  I have multiple books by 

people like Barbara Brown Taylor, Tony Campolo, Adam Hamilton and James 

Moore.  (You’re probably not surprised to hear that because you hear me mention 

those names a lot!) 

 

 I also have almost all of the books that were written by a wonderful preacher 

and professor, the late Ellsworth Kalas.  I loved his style of writing, and I was 

blessed to meet him one year at General Conference where he autographed one of 

his books for me.  Ellsworth Kalas wrote a series of books I’ll call “backside” books.  

Actually, that word was in their titles.  Easter from the Backside, Christmas from 

the Backside, Parables from the Backside – well, you get the idea. 

 

 Kalas’ specialty was looking at familiar Bible passages in new and different 

ways – looking at them from the backside, if you will.  For instance, he would 

preach on the Christmas story focusing on the innkeeper instead of Mary, or look at 

the Easter story through the eyes of the centurion. 

 

 Ellsworth Kalas was blessed to be able to look at and see things in different 

ways.  And so to, I think, did Jesus of Nazareth.   

 

 Look at today’s Gospel lesson, and you’ll see that.  At face value, the things 

Jesus is saying don’t make sense.  “Blessed are the meek?”  Not in today’s world!  

“Blessed are those who hunger.”  Really? “Blessed are the poor . . .” I’ll bet they 

wouldn’t think so.  And particularly relevant for today, All Saints’ Sunday, “Blessed 

are those who mourn.” 

 

 If you’ve ever stood by the grave of someone you loved, or tried to get over the 

shock of a beloved’s passing, it’s hard to think of that as a blessing, isn’t it? 
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 We’ve lost a lot of loved ones this year.  We lost eleven church members, not 

to mention the many, many others in the lives of all gathered here today.  It’s been 

hard, really hard, and I daresay that the first thing we thought when they passed 

was not that we were blessed. 

 

 Because their deaths broke our hearts.  We lost people who were sons, 

daughters, mothers, fathers, sisters, brothers, grandmothers and grandfathers.  We 

lost fellow church members, co-workers and friends.  Each of their deaths 

diminished us in some way, and it’s been hard.  It was especially hard in those first 

days, the pain and grief were great, and nobody could have convinced us then of the 

truth of those words, “blessed are those who mourn.” 

 

 But with the passing of some time, we’ve come to understand what Jesus 

meant.  We’ve come to understand that we who mourn are blessed because we had 

those dear people in our lives in the first place.  We wouldn’t mourn if we didn’t love 

them so much, if they hadn’t been such a part of our lives.  It’s like what Alfred 

Lord Tennyson said – “Tis better to have loved and lost than never to have loved at 

all.” 

 

 We hurt so much because we loved them so much.  We who mourn are 

blessed because we had them in our lives in the first place. 

 

 You know, I came to know the reality of that not long after my father died.  It 

was perhaps six months or so after my father had passed away, that I went up to 

New Jersey to attend a concert that my Uncle John, dad’s brother, was conducting.  

He directed a town band just like Dad did for so many years.  So the setting was 

very similar – a town band concert in a school auditorium. 

 

 Well, that night, as I watched Uncle John direct the band, it was like 

watching my father all over again.  He used the same gestures, had the same style 

as Dad, and from the back, looked just like him.  It was really, really hard to watch 

– it made the pain of Dad’s loss even more real. 

 

 A few days after that, I was back here in Elkton talking to a friend and was 

telling him about how hard that was – and he said something to me that I’ve never 

forgotten – and actually, changed everything for me.  He invited me to, instead of 

letting that be a painful experience, to let it be a comforting experience.  To delight 

in being reminded of my father, instead of letting it hurt me.  To remember what a 

wonderful musician and teacher he was, and how blessed I was to have him for a 

father, instead of dwelling on what was lost. 

 

 And the next time I went to Uncle John’s concert, watching him made me 

smile and gave me warm thoughts of just how blessed I was to have had Dad in my 

life.  “Blessed are those who mourn . . . for they shall be comforted.” 
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 Today, as we remember those we have lost this past year, may we also 

remember how blessed we are – blessed because we had them in our lives and they 

helped make us who we are today.  And may we also remember that the God who 

created them and gave them to us for a while, is the One who has welcomed them 

home to a place of rest and peace, but is also the One who wraps his arms around us 

and carries us through our sadness and grief.   

 

 I invite you to rest in his love now as we watch this video of our members who 

have passed away this year.  When the video ends, we’ll pray the prayer printed in 

the bulletin together, and then during the singing of the hymn, you’re invited to 

bring your flowers forward to the vases as you remember someone you love. 

 

 Friends, “blessed are you who mourn, for you shall be comforted.” 

 

 VIDEO 


