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There is an old preacher’s story that I heard years ago about a young boy named Jimmy. It seems 

that young Jimmy loved to spend a great deal of time in the sanctuary looking at the sun as it was 

shining through all of the beautiful stained glass windows that were in his church. As one who 

loves stained glass, I was doing the same thing just the other day in our own sanctuary. It’s so 

beautiful to watch the light fall into this room when the sun is shining and the lights are off. 

 

In Jimmy’s home church, the windows were filled with pictures of the patriarchs and matriarchs 

of our faith. They contained images of Mary, Joseph, John the Baptizer, Peter and Paul, as well 

as Martin Luther and John, Charles and Susanna Wesley. It was a good United Methodist Church 

that knew its Reformation history. The sunlight just seemed to bring these images to life for 

young Jimmy as he would sit in that sanctuary just looking at them every week. 

 

One year on All Saints Sunday, Jimmy’s pastor sat down with the children during the children’s 

moment to teach them about the saints. She began by asking the kids, “So can anyone tell me 

what makes a saint? How does someone become a saint?” After a moment of silence, she asked 

again, “Does anyone know who the saints are?” Silence continued to hang over the children that 

morning, until slowly little Jimmy’s hand went up into the air. 

 

When the pastor saw his hand stretched up, she asked, “Jimmy, what makes someone a saint?  

Do you know who the saints are?” With a great deal of confidence, Jimmy answered, “The saints 

are the ones that the light shines through.” 

 

Today is All Saints Sunday in our life together as the Church. On this day, we pause to give 

thanks for those members, friends and loved ones who have died and joined the Church eternal 

and triumphant since our celebration last year. We remember saints from ages past, our recent 

past, and those who live among us in this day whose lives continue to touch ours. 

 

Our scripture lesson this morning is one of the most common texts that is read as we reflect on 

the lives of the saints. We might recognize these verses as the Beatitudes from Matthew’s 

Gospel. They reflect the first part of Jesus’ teaching in his famous Sermon on the Mount. 
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Since they are “Beatitudes,” we are often tempted think of these verses as the attitudes that we 

must adopt as faithful disciples of Jesus Christ. In fact, growing up, my home church had the old 

Good News Translation of the Bible with the stick figure pictures that accompanied the texts. 

That version translated the word “blessed” as “happy.” Now I don’t know about you, but when I 

read this passage of scripture, I’m not so sure that I’m ready to sign on to be poor in spirit, 

mourning, meek, hungry and thirsty for righteousness, persecuted for any reason, or reviled. In 

fact, most of these conditions sound more like a curse than a blessing or feeling of happiness. If 

this is what it takes to be a saint, I’m not so sure that most of us are ready to adopt the beatitudes 

as a prescription for life. 

 

Not too long ago, I was reading a piece by the late Rev. Jorge Lara-Braud, who was a professor 

and lay minister in the Presbyterian Church U.S.A.  Rev. Lara-Braud reminded me that the word 

“beatitude” is from the Latin beatitudo which means “blessed, happy, or fortunate.”1 Hence some 

of our translations, right? 

 

He goes on to say that in Spanish, “beatitude” is translated as bienaventuranza, which literally 

means “good adventure to you.” Rev. Lara-Braud writes, “We all know that adventure means 

risk, the courage to defy the odds, the refusal to play it safe.”2 

 

While I know that I might be travelling a little away from the original Greek, makarios, this 

morning, I wonder if you might join me in exploring what it might look like to live a good 

adventure. 

 

What if, instead of states of blessing or curse, happiness or sadness, fortune or misfortune, we 

saw each of the named circumstances as simply what could happen in our journey of life? Have 

you ever had moments when you are poor in spirit and felt as if your faith would not be enough 

to sustain you? Have you ever experienced grief and mourning? Is there not some grief today 

even as we celebrate the lives of our saints? Is there not a yearning for those whom we love but 

see no more? 

 

Have you ever felt meek? Or have you ever been dominated by someone whose personality or 

way of interacting made you feel smaller? Have you ever been merciful only to feel taken 

advantage of? Has anyone ever viewed you as having good intentions or being “pure in heart,” 

but told you that you just got it wrong this time? “Well, bless your heart,” they say.  

 

Have you ever been the peacemaker? Perhaps you’ve marched for peace. Or perhaps you’re the 

one in your home always making peace in relationships. It can be a thankless role, can’t it? 

Being a peacemaker is not easy. 

 

Have you ever felt persecuted for your faith or your belief? Perhaps not physically, but mentally, 

emotionally or spiritually persecuted? Have you ever had someone revile you or say bad things 

about you because of your faith or your faithful stance on an issue? Christians even do that to 

one another, don’t we? Before seeking understanding, we’re quick to let one another know how 

wrong someone else is. 
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Have you experienced any of those situations in your life? Chances are that we all have at some 

point or another. It’s not about seeking them out. We’ve just been there done that, right? We’ve 

got the t-shirts or the stains on our hearts and souls from each of those experiences. Sometimes 

life is just hard and the journey of faith is not a walk in the park. Even when we think we’re 

doing everything right, life and the brokenness of humanity has a way of hitting hard at times, 

doesn’t it? As Rev. Lara-Braud said, an adventure involves “risk, the courage to defy the odds, 

the refusal to play it safe.”3 Perhaps, life and the journey of faith involves risk, the courage to 

defy the odds, the refusal to play it safe. 

 

Jesus isn’t calling disciples or saints to look for each of these circumstances and to seek out 

persecution and hardship. He’s not pointing out the qualifications for sainthood. If this is it, I’m 

not sure there are many who measure up. Rather, he’s reminding us that in the journey of life, 

sometimes things happen. It’s not always an easy road, but there is hope. 

 

For just as surely as life is difficult, God understands this road. Comfort, inheriting the earth and 

heaven, being filled, mercy, seeing God, being claimed by God as children, and a great reward 

are on the way as we make the journey of faith. God does not abandon us, but sees us, hears our 

cries, and will journey with us to redeem the curses with blessings. 

 

Two summers ago while I was walking on the Camino de Santiago, I found myself walking on 

some trails that led through farmlands and open grazing pastures. In Spain, there are common 

lands that everyone shares to let their cattle, sheep and other animals graze. As I walked some of 

those roads, I noticed that there was often manure everywhere along the path. I would start out 

trying to tiptoe around one pile after another. Eventually, however, as I tried to avoid a pile, I’d 

step right into another one. Yes, I had my hiking boots on, but I didn’t want to step in it. It 

wasn’t long before I realized that some days, you just had to walk through the crap. I used a 

different word in my journal that day. Sometimes you just had to step in it, no matter how hard 

you tried to avoid it. 

 

Around the same time that I was griping about the abundance of manure on my journey, I also 

began to notice something else along the way. Throughout the journey, people would leave 

words of inspiration for pilgrims who would travel after them. In the middle of the woods, I 

encountered a stop sign one day that someone had written around the word “STOP” so that it 

read “Don’t STOP walking!” How did someone know I needed that at that moment? 

 

On another day, I saw chalk writings on logs and branches that had fallen to the ground. 

Someone had drawn pictures and words in beautiful colors that said things like “Somos luz” 

(“We are light”), “Aquí y ahora, vive el Camino” (“Here and now, live the Camino”), and 

“Carpe Diem” (“Seize the day”). I even noticed a set of stones left on the side of a road in the 

shape of heart to encourage my journey. In so many ways, others were reminding me that the 

adventure was not always easy, but I wasn’t alone. They had made the journey before me. There 

were pilgrims who had stepped in manure before me. Yet, they made the journey and left words 

of encouragement behind so that I might keep walking when I felt like I had seen enough crap. 

 

Little Jimmy really got it right when he said that “the saints are the ones that the light shines 

through.” They didn’t always have it easy, but they made the good adventure anyway. Through 
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their journeys and their lives, those saints living around us and those who’ve passed to the 

Church eternal and triumphant continue to remind us that we’re not alone; the ability to risk and 

their courage to make the good adventure come what may continues to inspire us still. Their 

faithful legacy encourages us along the way. Their gifts, their memories, and their faith are 

forever a blessing to us. 

 

As I walked the Camino and saw the signs and gifts that others left for me along the way, as I 

witnessed the acts of love in a heart outlined by stones left on the side of a road, as I experienced 

the kindness of strangers who helped to encourage me when I was ready to come home, I began 

to wonder what I would leave for those who follow after me? What might I leave behind to help 

others make the good adventure when the days are not so easy? 

 

As disciples, as saints, as God’s holy ones, what will be my…your…our…faithful legacy that 

will encourage those who follow after us? How might we be the ones through whom the light 

shines? 
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