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 “Pray for us that God will open to us a door for the word, that we may declare the 
mystery of Christ, for which I am in prison…”  These words come as Paul (or whoever the writer 
is) is winding up his letter to the Colossians.  This letter is characterized by its caution against 
unspecified false prophets and bogus teachings.  The writer does not want the community at 
Colossae to have the misunderstanding that they can rely on any power other than that given to 
them by Christ.  We’ve generally assumed that this letter was written by Paul, but we don’t know 
for sure because it was not uncommon at that time for someone’s apprentice to write a letter in 
that person’s stead.             
 There is one difference in tone of Colossians that has long caused scholars to question if 
the letter really is Paul’s words.  The difference is that so many of Paul’s other writings focus on 
the future, on how things will be when Christ returns, or in the life after this one.  Colossians, by 
contrast, is much more concerned with how to be a follower of Christ NOW, in whatever 
circumstances we find ourselves.  That shift in emphasis could have just been a result of Paul’s 
situation, since he was in prison.  He may have realized that being an apostle in captivity was 
different from being one while walking free, and that sometimes we find ourselves in situations 
where all we can control is our own thoughts.  Do we let circumstances we never would have 
chosen embitter our hearts and erode our souls?  Do we use the cruelty of others as an excuse to 
become cruel ourselves? Or, do we try to find ways to be faithful even when it is very difficult?  
In any case, whoever wrote Colossians, there is a feel to the letter that places us squarely in the 
present.  We are called to persevere in faith and in faithfulness regardless of the challenges we 
are wrestling with at any given time.          
 It is significant that Paul reminds his readers that he is prison, but still praying for God to 
open up “a door for the word.”  Even behind bars and in a confined space, Paul prays that a way 
will be made clear for him to proclaim the gospel.  Whatever trials the Colossians are embroiled 
in, chances are they are in a better situation to bear witness to the mysterious gift of grace that 
God has shown us in Jesus.  In effect, Paul is saying “There is always a door.  There is always a 
way to embody the love of Christ.  If I can do it, here in a jail cell, you can do it too, my friends.” 
 Today is All Saints’ Day, and Paul’s words reminded me of the beloved members of this 
congregation who we lost in the past year.  Each of those people – Bud Thompson, Margaret 
Lefelar, Nancy Siegel, Dave Shaw, Norman Bauer, and Joshua Bonnin – brought something 
unique to our community – serving in a way that only they could do.  Given Paul’s less than 
ideal circumstances in which he was ministering, I especially remember Dave Shaw today.  For 
more than 30 years after his accident, he just kept showing up and finding ways to engage with 
our ministries in a meaningful way.  He didn’t just show up, he drove other people to church and 
delivered Smart Sacks and rarely missed a work day.  He found ways to step through the door 
even when confined to a wheelchair for decades.  That’s what it means to be one of God’s saints 



– stepping through the door even when it is difficult.      
 I have no doubt that God is opening doors for us here at St. Matthew – opportunities for 
us to love and to serve and to make the gospel true here on Bel Pre Road and in the surrounding 
neighborhood.  We could always find excuses not to – we’re all busy people with lots of 
demands on our time.  It’s so easy not to step through the door, even when it is wide open.  So 
often, we would rather slam the door shut and only worry about ourselves and maybe our 
immediate family.  But that is not who we are.  You can see, over on the wall, the MANY ways 
that St. Matthew is engaged in our community.  We can’t just open the door to let people IN, 
although that is important.  We also have to open the doors wide so we can step through them 
and get on with the joyous privilege of loving our neighbors as ourselves.    
 I think I told you all a couple of years ago about an experience I had while out delivering 
lunches here in this neighborhood on a summer morning.  It was perhaps the second or third 
summer that St. Matthew was participating in the summer feeding program, which provides 
lunches to children in the neighborhood.  The program was created specifically for kids who 
normally get free or reduced cost meals during the academic year and are at risk of going hungry 
on the summer break.  Anyway, this particular morning happened the first summer that we 
created the community garden, so that we could supplement the generous lunches people were 
packing with fresh vegetables.         
 I remember I was standing on the small threshold of one of the apartments along Bel Pre 
Road, holding a box that contained several bag lunches for the kids in the household, and a 
couple of Ziploc bags of green beans, peppers, and tomatoes.  I knocked on the door to the 
apartment and immediately heard the sound of small feet running toward the door.  My heart 
lurched as the voice that went with those little feet sang out “La comida!  La comida!”  “The 
food!  The food!”             
 It could only have been a few seconds between when I heard that excited voice from a 
hungry child and when the door opened, but the instant is frozen in my memory.  The moment 
has become part of what I call my “spiritual DNA.”  I’m sure I mentioned it to you all at the 
time, as it made such a strong impression, but I’m going back to it today because I can still see 
that door and remember how I realized in such a glaring way how different the experiences were 
on one side of it and the other.         
 On one side of the door was me – with a full stomach and money in my pocket and a 
vehicle with a full tank of gas.  On the other side was a child.  My information about the 
particulars of his life were limited – there was so much I didn’t know.  What I DID know was 
that he had been waiting for a knock that would signal to him and his siblings that someone had 
come with food.  For at least a short while, their hunger would be abated.  The door was not 
more than a few inches deep, but it seemed as wide as the ocean.  And at the same time, it 
seemed as thin as paper.  Our circumstances were different, but it’s only luck and a few twists of 
fate that put him on one side of the door and me on the other.     
 Frankly, that child haunts me.  His dear little face with such a wide open smile when he 
opened the door took my breath away.  He took the food with a cheerful “Thank you!”  Then he 
turned away and began distributing the bags to his younger siblings.  I had more lunches to give 
away at other homes, and probably had a “to do” list on my desk that I was itching to get back to, 
so I left.  And have wondered ever since how that young boy is doing, if he is okay.  



 I’m glad we were able to help that day with the most immediate problem his family was 
facing – hunger.  I’m grateful that St. Matthew gave me a door to step through that took me to 
that little boy and gave me a chance to alleviate his hunger pangs.  But, at the same time I regret 
that I didn’t step through the NEXT doorway, the one where I stood and listened to him sing out 
with such joy and relief “La comida!”  I wish I had stepped through that doorway asked to hear 
their story, and listen to find out if there were other ways we could develop a relationship with 
them and support them in their struggles.  I could have at least left contact information for the 
church, so they would know there is a place they can come when they are hurting.  It was not a 
mean spirited decision to not develop the relationship any further – it wasn’t even a conscious 
one.  I was just in a hurry and it wasn’t until several hours later that I realized I had missed an 
opportunity.  I don’t want to miss any more.        
 I may have lost contact with that one child, but I’m convinced there are still doors we can 
step through, as a community of faith, that in the long run will be part of giving him a hopeful 
future.  In addition to our own feeding program, we can advocate for creating a community 
where all kids have opportunity and have their most basic needs met.  We can get even more 
involved in our public schools and try to fill the gap for kids who need extra academic support.  
We can pay attention and learn where the holes are in the safety net for our neighbors and figure 
out how to patch them.  Even  more importantly, we can persevere in creating a society where 
those holes aren’t there in the first place.        
 There are so many doors open to us, it can be overwhelming.  It’s hard to decide which 
ones to step through.  I say I do not want to miss any more opportunities, but I know we will.  
There is so much need in our world that there is no way we can meet them all.   But discerning 
which doors are truly open and beckoning us to step through - that is part of what we can do for 
each other. We already know that God is calling us to open the doors wider in 2018 and beyond.   
We can live in relationship with each other and work together to figure out the details.  We can 
pray and discuss and study and sometimes even disagree – and through that whole imperfect 
progress, God will show us which doors we are to step through as we continue our journey 
together.   

 

Thanks be to God.  Amen.  


