
Readings: Daniel 7.1-3, 15-18; Ephesians 1.11-end; Matthew 5.1-12 
 
I don’t know about you but I have always imagined a class differentiation between All Saints Day 
and All Souls.  All saints seem like the Premier League, God’s superstars, while all souls are us lesser 
mortals kicking the football about on the local rec.  In our last hymn today For All the Saints we will 
sing: “O blest communion, fellowship divine, we feebly struggle, they in glory shine…” 
 
But the next line of the hymn is the most telling: “we feebly struggle, they in glory shine yet all are 
one in thee for all are thine.”  That’s the point – that actually in Christ all of us become one.  There is 
no Premier League, first or second division, all of us are souls and all of us through Christ can 
become saints in light. 
 
“Me, a saint,” you may be thinking, “you must be joking – I could never live up to that!”  But 
actually you are not being called to live up to it or compete with anyone.  All Saints Day celebrates 
the way all of us can become sons and daughters of God just as we are.  It celebrates the way Word is 
made flesh, God incarnated into our own messy lives.  We often think of saints in terms of those 
who can bring about miracles, heal the sick, right injustice, show tremendous acts of courage or 
perseverance, defeat dragons, convert thousands.  Yet I would like to suggest to you that there are 
millions of saints who go unnoticed – and like you can be the bearers or messengers of God’s love, 
often in the midst of what from the outside may seem very ordinary lives. 
 
Last week I flew to Australia to preach at the funeral of one such person.  Harold Eggleston.  In 
many ways the most ordinary of people – an Australian truck driver and father of four, not famous, 
certainly not recognised as a saint, someone who had for the last four years of his life struggled with 
debilitating illness and the sickness of the wife he loved.  He had not achieved great riches, and 
though he had loved his children greatly they too had had their struggles.  Yet for those of us who 
gathered for Harold’s funeral he was someone who was good, decent, honest and true.  He was a 
man who, quite simply, was deeply loved. 
 
The thing about Harold, is that he had the gift of making others feel special, the gift of a truly 
generous heart.  I can think of many people you wouldn’t want to meet in heaven but Harold was a 
person you would.  He would probably meet you at the Pearly Gates in his favourite Morris Minor, 
joke with you about how either of you ever got past St Peter, and take you back to the house of many 
rooms, where he would ply you with food and endless hospitality and never let you pay the bill. 
 
Three short illustrations.  Thirty years ago I am studying theology in a seminary in Melbourne, a 
lonely pommie from England, locked up with the so-called righteous, discerning in my own life the 
call of God and writing essays on theology, Biblical exegesis, liturgy and church history.  But it was 
in Harold Eggleston’s home, where I escaped on days off, that I found the love of God.  He called me 
Friar Tuck and with the family we could laugh about life until our sides ached, drink Melbourne 
Bitter on ice and sing around the pianola.  They made me feel accepted, the honoured guest, rather 
than an outsider.  
 
Second illustration: six years ago I visit Harold and his wife Helen.  It’s hard watching people you 
love get and getting older.  Helen now has Parkinson’s and I watch the way Harold loves and cares 
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for her, attentive to her every need, so concerned that she is eating enough, sitting comfortably, able 
to drink through the straw.  It is moving to behold such devotion after more than 50 years of 
marriage.  Every time we talk I can see his eyes returning to her; a taste of God’s unconditional love. 
 
Third illustration: New Year 2012 I visit again.  Harold has moved into a care home.  You can tell he 
is missing his own home but he has sacrificed his independence without a word, to care for his wife.  
It would be so easy for him to give up on life, grow grumpy or complain and resent the others here.  
But not a bit of it, Harold is as kind and thoughtful as ever and you can see how much not only the 
other residents but the staff as well love him.  “If only everyone was like Harold,” one of the carers 
whispers to me as Harold plies me with sausage rolls and tries to encourage me to sing along to 
“Danny Boy” during the centre’s weekly entertainment.  “So, how are you managing, Friar Tuck, 
caring for all those people in Trafalgar Square?” he asks me.  “Learning from you,” I reply.          
 
What people of all ages recognise in Harold is quite simply the possibility of living more humanly, 
living with space for others, living without selfishness and with true generosity.  What we 
recognised in Harold are the things in life that really matter: hospitality, extending the notion of 
family to include the outsider, non-judgmental friendship, and real kindness.  And to know what 
kindness is you also have to know what sorrow and loss means and what it means to grieve: because 
unconditional love will also involve bearing the pain of the one you love.  
 
And of course this is not just Harold – it’s the possibility of every human being, every unique life 
made to love.  Look at the names listed in our order of service today.  Listed there is Barry Arscott, 
with his huge humility, generous compassion and grace, his open non-judgmental heart, and a life 
devoted to the love of God in others; and Bridget Richmond who inspired and led the International 
Club at St Martin’s with so much spirit and style; or David Lloyd who believed in helping others, 
especially those who faced difficulties.  David himself had known what it was like to be homeless 
and he never forgot it – and then suddenly discovered in his later life, Lydia, and was overwhelmed 
by love; or Susan Pollack who lived in Charing Cross Road, and who came alive for me after death in 
the sweet absolute loyalty and devotion of her friends; or Margaret Clark who searched for inner 
truth with intensity and found it in her accompaniment of patients through pain and in her walks 
through nature, and here at St Martin’s in both fragility and strength; or William Young who knew 
the fear of the darkest valleys and the heights of poetic insight, who knew both life’s threat and pain, 
chaos and void, and also its mystery and wonder, and that only God could hold the polar opposites 
in his embrace.  In the list of names read out today we have all saints and all souls, fallible human 
beings like you and me – not idealised but real people, capable of showing the unique many-sided 
diamond-like facets of God’s love within the flesh and blood frailty of their humanity.  
 
And I think this is what Jesus means in those incredible blessings I read from today’s Gospel.  He 
does not say “blessed are the perfect or the righteous,” or “blessed are the goodie two shoes,” or 
“those who have got life sussed and get it right all the time.”  Neither does he call the rich or 
powerful blessed.  No, Jesus calls the poor in heart blessed, those who know what it is to mourn, 
those who are humble, those who hunger and thirst for justice for others, those who are merciful, 
those who are peacemakers, those prepared to put themselves out – in fact all those who live costly 
love.  And make no mistake about it, real love is costly, it is sacrificial – because it comes from the 
very heart of your humanity and it will tear your heart open.  Jesus is saying: “here within your 
mortal human flesh the work of God begins.”  
 
Jesus is proclaiming the new order of God’s kingdom, a new kingdom which needs to be struggled 
for and born in us; which needs to grow from the bottom up, and begin right down here in the mud 
and soil of our own lives.  It is here in this place, this vulnerable place, this place where we recognise 
our mortality and our need, the place where we recognise our own sinfulness, futility and 
hollowness – it is here that resurrection and new life begins.  We are not finished fired artefacts, the 



glaze is not yet set, we are the clay in the process of shaping and becoming.  We are the clay into 
which life is breathed, we are the dust called to bring forth the life of God.  
 
Notice in our scripture the way each of the blessings are completed, not by us, but by God.  It is 
because we are far from being saints that we can allow God space for Christ the saviour to be 
incarnated in our lives.  
 
It is the poor in heart who will receive the kingdom of heaven. 
It is those who mourn who will receive God’s comfort. 
It is the meek who will in fact inherit. 
It is the merciful who themselves will know mercy. 
And it is those purified, like gold is purified, in the heat and fire and crucible of life, who see God. 
And it is the peacemakers who become the bearers of God’s kingdom, his heirs, his sons and 
daughters. 
 
Each blessing is not a lonely individualistic thing – it is a call to become part of the company of 
Christ, both here in life and also the company of heaven: to be the bearers of Christ and to recognise 
the life of Christ in the other.  That is what a saint is: one in whom Christ dwells.  And that is why 
too we are called to honour and respect the humanity of the other - to respect - from specere, to re-
see, to see again, to see with new eyes, to find Christ in them like a gift to be unwrapped and 
discovered.  And the more space and attention we give for Christ, the greater that in-dwelling can 
be.  
 


