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Every time I hear our scripture from this morning, I can almost envision the marathons of the 

Greco-Roman world. I still remember the time that I was running in gym class around our high 

school track. We were supposed to run several laps around the track that day. Perhaps it wasn’t 

that far for most of my classmates, but it was far for me at the time. While I knew nothing about 

running and pacing myself back then, I did know that I didn’t want to be last. So I gave it 

everything I had right at the starting line. Every bit of energy went into making sure that at the 

very least, I stayed ahead of anyone who might be slower than me. 

For a while, I held my place in the middle of the class of runners. I wasn’t fast, but I wasn’t the 

slowest, either. I kept pushing on for what seemed like forever. Well, that is, until I started to get 

a little short of breath. So part way through my run, I slowed down and started to walk so I could 

catch my breath. I had gone too fast at the beginning and I was getting exhausted. 

When I finally crossed the finish line and saw the score that the student assistant gave me, I 

realized I had received a zero for the day. No time. No credit. I couldn’t understand it. I had 

crossed the finish line. I participated. I didn’t stop. I didn’t sit down. I filed my complaint with 

the physical education teacher. She told me, however, that I had stopped running. I guess I 

missed that part of the instructions. I later found out that I could have simply jogged, but walking 

was not allowed. I could slow my pace, but I still needed to appear as if I was running or 

jogging. I learned my lesson that day. 

Every time I hear this scripture about running a race, I realize that a guy who got a zero for a 

track day in his high school gym class probably doesn’t have much to say about running…even 

if I do envy those runners in our midst. I have much to learn from you. 

I’m guessing that the author of the letter to the Hebrews knew a little bit more than I did back in 

high school about running. When you’re sprinting, it’s one thing to start out strong and keep 

pushing at it. When you’re in a marathon, however, you really have to pace yourself. You can’t 

go with all you’ve got all throughout the race. There are times to pick up your pace and times to 

slow down along the route. If you give it your all from the get-go, you’ll tire out before the race 

is done. 

The writer of Hebrews implies that the life of faith for us is a lot like a race. It’s clearly not like a 

sprint because the author tells us that in this race of life, perseverance is necessary. You have to 

be in it for the long haul. 
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Today is All Saint’s Day. On this day each year, we remember those who’ve run their race of 

faith and have gone on to join the church eternal and triumphant. We remember their families 

and their stories in our prayers. We give thanks for how their faith continues to inspire ours. On 

this day each year, I can’t help but think of them and so many others who helped me to 

experience Jesus’ love and goodness in my own life because of the many ways that they’ve 

reached out to me throughout the years. 

Often when we think of the saints, we think of famous people whose faith was known throughout 

the world. They are people like Mother Teresa of Calcutta who, for years before she was 

officially declared a saint by the Catholic Church, made her life with the poorest of the poor on 

the streets of Calcutta, India. We revere her sacrifice and great faith that drove her to be at the 

side of some of the world’s most marginalized peoples. 

On the other hand, following her passing, several of her writings and spiritual directors revealed 

that she struggled with faith like so many of us do. She is known to have said, “If I ever become 

a Saint—I will surely be one of ‘darkness.’ I will continually be absent from Heaven—to light 

the light of those in darkness on earth.” Even in eternity, she wanted the place among the last, the 

least, and the forgotten so that they might see God’s love in their greatest need. It doesn’t get 

more saintly than that. 

Even still, I’ll never forget how so many tabloids reported several years following her passing 

that the love she proclaimed in Christ for everyone else, she deeply sought to know for herself.  

They spoke of her “crisis of faith.” How could such a woman whose deep faith was lived out in 

such self-sacrificing ways each day have struggles with such eternal questions of faith? If Mother 

Teresa struggled with faith, is there any hope for us? 

Following a listing of the acts of faithful men and women (who also struggled in the faith at 

times), the writer to Hebrews offers us a resounding “yes,” as he begins by saying, “Since we are 

surrounded by so great a cloud of witnesses…” The witnesses to our faith, whom we celebrate 

today as saints in our midst, are people who sometimes struggled just like you and me. They 

didn’t always get it right. We look back fondly and remember them today, but they too had their 

moments of doubt and questions. Yet, they continued their course of faith to take hold of the 

prize, Jesus, whose life is our life, as well. 

This week and in the weeks ahead, as well, there will be plenty of races called, won and lost. The 

division we’ve experienced at times seems defeating for all, no matter our party lines. In the 

middle of a pandemic, as we begin to become weary of daily reports of numbers increasing and 

struggling to see signs of hope and new life, it can be depressing for the saintliest among us. 

What does it look like to run the race of a faithful life today? How do we pace ourselves in the 

swirling chaos around us when we fear losing? 

We turn ourselves again to Jesus, who feared no loss, but instead offered up pure love. So we, 

too, offer ourselves again in love, surrounded on this holy day by the memories of so many 

others who did the same for us, as well. He’s already crossed the finish line. So we already have 

won. We’re simply following in his footsteps and leading others along the way as enter into the 

home stretch. 


