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One morning several years ago now, when we werglini Penn Yan,
NY, | was sitting in my meditation room staring out thindow when
something caught my eye: a flash of blue and white avihgow of the
vacant house across the street. When | looked morelglésaw the
reflection of a blue jay in the window, but then &lieed it was not a
reflection, the bird was actually there at the windmw not on the outside. It
was inside the house.

| quickly hurried downstairs and outside to get a bé&itde. | didn’t
remember the owners name and didn’t know who else tsaétried the
front door and it was open. | quickly saw that the pane enadrthe small
first floor windows was out, and was undoubtedly the waybtrethad
entered. But now it was upstairs. All the walls had Heetked out and a
total renovation was underway. | carefully made my waypéosecond floor
room where the bird was. When it saw me it began fiatjfuriously and
let out a plaintive jay-warning cry. As | moved toward thindows, it
swooped between the bare studs and into the next room. | ethttagpen
one of the windows, and then the task was to get thiegely to it. For the
next several minutes | followed the jay around the sg#veoms of the
second floor, cringing all the while as it hurled itself agawindow after
window until it finally returned to the room with the open domv and
soared out to freedom.

The saints we celebrate on this All Saints Suadea bit like that — they
are those people who open the window to God for us. Theyeamnds who
come to us when we are trapped, and hurling ourselvesdin a panic,

and speak or act in ways that lead to our freedom. Thegadts



instruments in showing us a way where we might neves fawnd one on
our own.

In this morning’s Gospel, Jesus comes telling uswhkaare blessed when
we are poor in spirit, when we mourn, when we are raregkich by the
way, here does not mean being a shrinking violet or a doobenatather
being without access to power. And blessed are we whemeneungering
and thirsting after God’s righteousness. How are we bleaghdse times
and places, we may wonder? We are blessed in thoseandgdaces, by
the saints of God — those whom God sends to throw a rope dawthénpit
of our poverty, those whom God sent to wrap their arms droungrief —
those who can sit silently with us when words will not @osit and talk
with us late into the night when words are what matteose who come to
our aid when we don't have it in us to do for ourselves. @hdsom God
sends to share our joy, in tears and in belly laughs. Twbeer God gives
us, who can read us like a book, even if it is just by esgour posture
from across a room. Who are these people in your life@ Néls opened a
window in your life and let you fly free into a deepersenf God’s blessed
presence? Who are they? Be they living or be they deads four faith tells
us there is no final distinction.

Our world is like a bowl floating in the sea. We live on it&de of
the bowl, those who have died have to on to the world cd¢be- they
surround us on every side, they buoy us up. And eaek a®& we gather for
our worship around the altar, we join them in one unendinghhyiHoly,
Holy, Holy, Lord... One heart, one voice before God throGghst. Some
of them we can see around us here this morning in ther@scon our
window sills. We will read some of their names latenmyithe roll call of

saints. Still others we simply carry in our heartseyrhave been God'’s tools



for reaching us. And together with them, by virtue of loaptism and our
life in Christ, we are saints of God also. Not becausamgerfect, but
because God reaches out through us to others. Sometinke®wanothing
about it. Sometimes it is as simple as speaking thewigid. Sometimes it
Is as simple as opening a window. Sometimes it is more revaéahel more
demanding. Blessed are we when we throw the rope of hapsadnteone
else’s pit of impoverished despair. Blessed are we wigewrap our arms
around the grief of another. Blessed are we when lieveethe hunger and
thirst of another, or pursue peace, or share our pure tiegsten of God...
Blessed are we, not because we are racking up some donnefbrownie
points, but rather because God is in us, working throughessibg us even
as we bless another, giving us joy of being part of God’'s giaa of
unbinding, releasing, soaring redemption and reconcilidtioall the world.
Praise God! Blessed we are! Blessed are we also bylittle 5nes who
come to join us in this calling through the waters of baptlisis morning!

New saints born among us — blessed are we! Amen.



