
Allen Pruitt

Today is All Saints Sunday.
! We’re here together in one service,
! ! celebrating the life that we have together in this place;
! ! celebrating what we offer to God through the church
! ! ! and what God offers to us,
! ! ! ! through the church.

Whenever I ask people what makes them love St. Mark’s,
! the answers always include words like “family” and “home.”

All Saints is a day when we remember
! all the people who’ve been like family,
! all the people who’ve made us feel at home,
! ! who are now at home with God.

The Gospel story today
! is about somebody who just about made it home to God,
! ! before Jesus came ambling up.

His friend Lazarus had been ill.
Mary and Martha sent for Jesus.
! They just knew he’d come
! and they just knew he could help.

! ! Jesus could help
! ! ! because he was the Messiah
! ! and he’d come
! ! ! because he was like family.
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But he didn’t come.
! He put them off,
! and Lazarus died.

And here’s Jesus,
! four days later,
! ! standing in front of the tomb of his dear friend.
! ! Weeping and full of promise.

Jesus commands that the stone be rolled away,
! but before he can command Lazarus to come out,
! ! Martha stops him.
! ! ! “Lord, already there is a stench,
! ! ! ! because he has been dead four days.”

! ! ! Already there is a stench.

I’ve said before,
! but it bears repeating:
! ! my favorite version of this story is the King James.

Normally that would be due to the beautiful language
! and the incomparable poetry of it all.

But this time I love the King James
! because it’s funny.

“Lord, already there is a stench”
! in the King James version
! ! Martha just says,

! “Lord, he stinketh.”
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He stinketh.
! And why shouldn’t he?
! He’s been dead for some time.

But really,
! when you think about it,
! ! we all stinketh.

There are parts of us,
! every one of us,
parts that are dead,
! have been dying,
parts of us that stinketh.

! ! ! We are stinkers every one.

Here on All Saints
! we tend to remember those folks in our lives
! ! who have helped us grow closer to God,
! ! ! the folks that have gone on before us to Glory.

When someone dies
! we tend to sweep away most of the stinky parts.
! ! They go off to glory,
! ! and we forget how they got there.

But they’re still saints.
! Not perfect,
! not even always easy to love,
! ! but children of God,
! ! gone back home.
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We’re all stinkers.
But we’re all Saints too.

When I went to seminary in Virginia,
! one of my chief joys was teaching yankees
! ! about Southern expressions.

A classmate of mine was also from Georgia,
! and he had a stockpile of southernisms.

His favorite was,
! “A cat can have kittens in the oven,
! but that don’t make ‘em biscuits.”

The one expression that seemed to resonate the most with our classmates
! was, “bless their heart.”

You know,
! the phrase you say
! ! that means you can say whatever you want to after it
! ! and it’s somehow excused:

“Amy, bless her heart,
! she’s just dumber than a box of rocks.”
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I heard a poem the other day about these kinds of blessings,
! reminding us that we ought to value every blessing we get,
! ! even if somebody is blessing your little heart.

Bless Their Hearts
! by Richard Newman

At Steak 'n Shake I learned that if you add
"Bless their hearts" after their names, you can say
whatever you want about them and it's OK.
My son, bless his heart, is an idiot,
she said. He rents storage space for his kids'
toys—they're only one and three years old!
I said, my father, bless his heart, has turned
into a sentimental old fool. He gets
weepy when he hears my daughter's greeting
on our voice mail. Before our Steakburgers came
someone else blessed her office mate's heart,
then, as an afterthought, the jealous hearts
of the entire anthropology department.
We bestowed blessings on many a heart
that day. I even blessed my ex-wife's heart.
Our waiter, bless his heart, would not be getting
much tip, for which, no doubt, he'd bless our hearts.
In a week it would be Thanksgiving,
and we would each sit with our respective
families, counting our blessings and blessing
the hearts of family members as only family
does best. Oh, bless us all, yes, bless us, please
bless us and bless our crummy little hearts.
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That’s what we’re here to do.
! To count our blessings
! and to bless hearts.

! To give out blessings
! and to leave them lying around
! ! because we know there will always be plenty more.

Blessing is the business of the church.
! It is the only thing we do, really.

! ! ! We bless bread and wine,
! ! ! we bless pavilions out back
! ! ! ! and playgrounds to run around on
! ! ! and we bless marriages
! ! ! and we bless crummy little hearts
! ! ! and we bless each other,
! ! ! ! every time we show up here.

We bless and we are blessed,
! and we do it all
! ! because God loved us
! ! and loves us still.
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“Lord, he stinketh.”
! Lazarus stank.

! We stink too,
! ! all of us,
! ! at least some of the time.

! We stink
! ! and there are parts of us that are dead and dying,
! ! parts of us that we long to have made new,
! ! parts of us that cry out to God
! ! ! for resurrection and redemption.

We long for a little blessing.

So bless some hearts.
! God’ll bless your heart;
! my heart too.

God will work resurrection
and call you to new life.

! Remember, God is making all things new.

! ! Even a crummy little saint like me.
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