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Good Morning! Today, for one last time, it is my privilege to 
ask you to give money. Or more accurately, to ask you to 
pledge, to tell us how much money you plan on giving to 
SPR in 2018. My wife Erin and I are renewing our pledge 
for 2018. Join us, please. Nearly everyone on the core staff, 
the members of the stewardship committee, and the vestry 
have already pledged. And 16 of them have increased their 
pledge. Your lay leaders are leading from the front. 
Remarkable.  

One reason to give, and there are many, is because at this 
parish we recognize the inherent dignity and worth of every 
human. We give thanks for that goodness. And we seek 
together to live into the fullness of who we are created to 
be. We practice being Saints. 

Have you taken a good look at the window in the narthex, 
the one reproduced on the front cover of today's bulletin?  
There are 12 faces, none of them like any of the other. They 
have wings, but they are not depictions of the seraphim 
and cherubim. No, just normal saints, depictions of 
parishioners. ”To the Glory of God." the window reads, and 
"In thanksgiving for the continuity of St. Paul's Parish since 
1859. And in memory of those for whom memorials were 
erected in the former church buildings and whose names 
are inscribed in the parish book of remembrances." Some 
of those memorials erected in former churches are re-
installed in this building. Over by the columbarium, there is 
a handsome brass plaque that reads, "William 
Ackerman...to him the upbuilding of this parish was chiefly 
due." He died in 1905. In the narthex, you can see the 
plaque for Minnie Schoyer. She died in 1930. Also, the Rev. 
Francis Dunham, the first rector of this parish. He died in 
1895. One of my favorite plaques is in the bell tower on the 
way downstairs. It lists the men from this parish who fought 
in the First World War—130 in total. Wow. There are many 
other plaques around the building. You should read them. 

But it is that window that strikes me. It is something like the 
memorial to the unknown parishioner, the unknown saint. 

In college, I would go to the Bond Chapel to pray. I love 
those beautifully inscribed foot-high, brass letters around 
the church spelling out the words of the beatitudes: 
“Blessed are the merciful, for they will receive mercy. Etc.” It 
is compelling, isn’t it? That there are people in history that 
live lives of such humility, live lives so much for others, that 
they could be described as pure in heart. I’ve seen glimpses 
of people like that. Although actually I think most people 
don’t think of the meek when they think of Saints, but 
rather of the heroes of the faith, like Augustine or Martin 
Luther King. The types best described in our reading today 
from Ecclesiasticus. “Let us now sing the praises of famous 
men.”  

Keep reading, though. Ecclesiasticus then says, “Some of 
them have left behind a name, so that others declare 
their praise. But of others there is no memory.” Some 
saints are famous, of others there is no memory. The 
memorial to the unknown saints. There is a reason why 
we say "Everyone is invited to receive communion, 
without exception." Each one of us was knit together in 
our mother's womb, fearfully and wonderfully made. 
Each one us is beloved of God. Each one of us possesses 
dignity and great worth. We are all Saints.  

But, you say, we humans are not all so saintly. Look at the 
news, you say: Harvey Weinstein and the lot. ISIS 
inspired killers. The NFL owner who compared the 
players to inmates. Your uncle who drinks too much. An 
unfaithful spouse. We have all sinned and fall short of 
the Glory of God, you say. True. No doubt. It is why in 
some corners of Christianity sainthood is reserved for 
those with remarkable faith or inspired works. Those who 
really believe or who are martyred. Listen, we are 
celebrating All Saints Sunday just one week after 



Reformation Sunday. We learned something from those 
reformers. It is not our works that make us beloved of 
God. It is not even our great faith that justifies us. Rather 
we were created very good and redeemed by the 
faithfulness of Jesus the Christ. When we gather around 
the altar for communion, we are joining the great circle 
of saints throughout the ages who sing praises to God. 
Everyone is invited, without exception. 

We are all Saints. Each week we pray for our beloved 
dead. This week for Fred Clark, Bill Cooper, Opal 
Cummings, and Jeane Soder. Or more properly St. Fred, 
St. Bill, St. Opal, and St. Jeane. This is a day to remember 
our dearly loved and departed as Saints. And it is a day to 
remember that we are Saints and should start acting like 
it! Or less flippantly, remember that we are beloved of 
God and that we should act in the world like that is the 
case. Every baptism, like today’s for little Elena Simone, is 
an opportunity to be reminded of our inherent dignity 
and worth and to be reminded to live lives worthy of the 
calling. 

In doing so, we would join a long line of SPR 
parishioners. Let me end by quoting the Hyde Park 
Herald from Friday, October 3, 1930. They ran a front 
page article called “75 minutes at St. Paul’s on a Sunday 
Morning.” The author loved flowery language. “The 
mixed robed choir forms in the colonnade of the parish 
house from whence they march into the church proper, 
singing the while. Windows open and heads are thrust 
out to witness the beautiful spectacle.” But it is this bit 
that caught my attention, “Sunlight filtered through glass 
memorials, touched a head here and there. … Some in 
that comfortably large crowed seemed to wear a halo as 
they listened in rapt attention to the rector, Dr. George H. 
Thomas.”  I can only assume that you are listening in rapt 
attention right now. But it is the bit before that that 
matters. Some in the crowd seemed to wear a halo. Many 
Sundays as the sunlight filters through these windows, I 
see the same. Saints, all of you saints. Give thanks for 
being fearfully and wonderfully made. Go out into the 
world and treat everybody else with the full dignity they 
deserve as one of God’s beloved. There are few better 

communities to practice being a Saint than this one.  

Amen.


