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Once upon a time…there were 2 evil brothers. 

They were rich and sneaky and unjust and conniving. 

They attended the same church - but looked to be 

‘perfect Christians’ – whatever that is. 

Right in the middle of a capital campaign, one of 

the brothers died. A day before the funeral, the other 

brother handed the pastor a really hefty check – “On 1 

condition:,” he said: “I want you say my brother was a 

saint." The pastor gave his word and deposited the 

check.  

At the funeral, the pastor ripped-in with both 

barrels: "He was an evil man," he declared. "He cheated 

on his wife, abused his family…lied, fudged on his income 

tax returns, and was fond of beating his dog half to death 

– for no reason whatsoever. But, compared to his 

brother, he was a saint." 

That’s not the kind of ‘saint’ we commemorate 

today: on All Saints Day – or is it?  We’re all a little bit of 

‘saint,’ and a whole lot of ‘sinner:’ “simul Justus 

et peccator” as Luther liked to spout: “saint and sinner –  

at the same time:” the competing elements of our dual 

nature which we hold in tension in this life – but, which 

are resolved thru the cross of Christ in the next. 

We’ve always been that way: take that time 

Jesus and his disciples were up on the mountain: ‘Blessed 

are the poor in spirit,’ he began, ‘for theirs is the kingdom 

of heaven - and, blessed are the meek for they…’ Simon 

peter interrupted, "are we supposed to write this 

down?" After an annoyed sideward glance – the kind 

Stacy gives her kindergartners sometimes – Jesus 

continued: “Blessed are they that mourn. Blessed are the 

merciful…blessed are they who thirst for justice. and, if 

you’re being persecuted – you’re blessed as well!”   

"Ahh, teacher,” James moaned: “are we gonna’ 

have a test on this?,"  

"I don't have any paper," Phillip whined…  

"And, what does it have to do with real life 

anyway?," Judas asked. 

“Good question,” one of the Pharisees  picked up  

the conversation: "could I take a peek at your lesson 

plan?" 

Jesus tried to continue: “Be glad and rejoice for 

your reward is great in heaven.”   

"Do we have to turn anything in?," screeched 

Bartholomew. "The other disciples didn't have to learn 

this."  

And, Matthew interrupted, "Can I go the boys' 

room?" 

“No!” Jesus snapped.  “Blessed are you when you 

suffer…” 

And then, Jesus wept. 

It appears the disciples found Jesus’ Sermon on 

the Mount less than ‘engaging.’ Too bad they weren’t 

around for this election cycle… 

In the comic strip "Frank and Earnest," Frank – 

looking a little green around the gills -  asks the 

stewardess: "Are there any air bags on this plane?" to 

which she replies, "Hummm…well, we’ve got a couple of 

Congressmen up in First Class…"  

 Don’t know about you, but, I am absolutely 

drained from listening to the air bags. All of them: Trump, 

Clinton, Comstock, Delaney:  all those speeches that said 

nothing…the debates which were like recess on a 3rd 

grade playground…the billions and billions spent on 

prime-time TV spots filled with – at the very best – thinly-

disguised half truths…  

It could have all been done so much less simply:  

“I can make America great…” “I will keep the status 

quo…” “I can work with Democrats...” and “I only use my 

condo on weekends.”  

That’s it! Really: how much more efficient would 

that have been? - it’s about all we’ve heard anyway… 

think about how much money they could have 

saved…and how much brain energy we would have 

conserved.  It's no wonder politics has such a bad name. 

And this election was the “baddest” I’ve ever witnessed: 

a mirror shined to a luster showing us just how crass and  

unhinged our culture has become.  

And, nobody seems to care – maybe because we 

know that everything in life is ‘political’ - not generally as 

vicious and demonic as this campaign has evidently 

tranquilized us into accepting as ‘presidential’ – but more 

along the lines of the “politics” in which I majored in 
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college: the study of relationships between people…and 

its sister discipline of sociology – in which I minored: the 

observation of how groups of people interact with each 

other and themselves. 

No wonder I ended up as a pastor. I wasn’t 

trained to do anything else! 

Politics is derivative of the Greek word 

“polituma” which meals “commonwealth”- that is, how 

we order our lives for the common good. Every action we 

take – every decision we make – has political 

consequences. Nobody lives in isolation: when we 

sneeze, our neighbor catches a cold.  The issue’s not 

whether we can choose to be ‘political’ or not – we 

already are – so the question is ‘What kind of politics will 

we practice?:’  How will what we say, and what we do 

affect the lives of others around us?  “Am I my brothers’ 

keeper?,” is not a valid question. But – “Just who is my 

brother?” is: and it’s precisely what Jesus is incessantly 

trying to get across: the question of “What message are 

we sending?” 

Even All Saints' is “political:” reminding us that 

Christians – in particular – are our own ‘polituma:’ our 

own commonwealth. We don’t exist in isolation: we 

affect each other and we affect the world around us 

because we're connected – not just one to the other,but 

in a deeper, more peculiar way far beyond the present:  

to those no longer with us in body, but whose memory –  

and spirit we hold so dear: we’re connected to that vast 

‘commonwealth’ of saints toward which we’re all 

travelling and at which, we will – you can bet on it – each 

arrive. 

We don’t have to outwit all those spooky spirits 

who show up on our doorstep on Halloween: we just give 

’em a handful of candy and be done with it. But, on the 

Day of All Saints which follows ’All Hallows Eve,’ 

remembering and celebrating the saints: our ancestors in 

the faith to whom we remain intimately connected – is 

both an honor and a sacred calling. It’s a ‘holy day’ – a 

holiday - the Church needs to hold up as an example to 

an ever more isolated & narcissistic world. 

We are ‘connected’ – and All Saints Day reminds 

us in a warm and hope-filled way that – as Robert 

Fulghum once wrote in what he calls the ‘Storyteller’s 

Creed: ‘imagination is stronger than knowledge, and 

myth is more potent than history…dreams are more 

powerful than facts, and hope always triumphs over 

experience.’ 

He continues: ‘I believe that laughter is the only 

cure for grief. and that love is stronger than death.’ 

I sense a lot of truth in that because life - real life 

– isn’t about knowledge, or history, or facts…it’s about 

imagination and dreams…and hope and laughter and 

love. Of course, real life is also about the reality of grief, 

and death – but, the Good News that we lift up on All 

Saints Day is that neither has the final word. And that’s 

demonstrated right at every Lutheran graveside 

committal service ever conducted. 

I don’t have any problem if the family wants a 

military salute or a Masonic rite…but, you’ll notice that 

they’re never the last thing…never the last word. The last 

word is always God’s Word, as I boldly step back to the 

head of the grave, and raise my arm in Blessing: ‘Into 

your hands, O merciful Savior, we commend your 

servant…Acknowledge, we humbly beseech you: a sheep 

of your own fold, a lamb of your own flock…a sinner of 

your own redeeming.  Receive them into the arms of 

your mercy, into the blessed rest of everlasting peace, 

and into the glorious company of the saints in light. And, 

Lord, support us all the day long of this troubled life: until 

the shadows lengthen and the evening comes and the 

busy world is hushed - the fever of life is over and our 

work is done. Then, Lord, in your Mercy, grant us a safe 

lodging, and a holy rest, and peace at the last through 

Jesus Christ, our Lord.’ 

That’s what this day of All Saints is about: not 

death and grief, loss and emptiness - but about joy and 

promise and fulfillment: words of love and hope – not 

just a bunch of syllables strung together to help us feel 

better for a while – but the iron-clad resurrection reality  

of new life outside that grave - given by God’s very self 

on the cross and in the empty tomb all those years ago. 

Mark Twain once observed that he was 

constructed like everybody else: “I enjoy a compliment 

as well as any other fool, but i don’t like to have the other 

side presented…”  

Simul justus et pecattor:  the sinner is found on 

earth in me; the saint: in heaven…in Christ. Amen.  
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