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Blessed are the poor in spirit, for theirs is the Kingdom of heaven. 

+ 

Okay, confession time: I don’t like saints. 

I remember as a kid growing up in there were people who had statues in their yards.  

Perfect white plaster statues, or statues of Mary painted in vivid blue.  And I don’t mean to be 

disrespectful but they all looked do holy…so pure.  I got a big kick out of one of the statures—it 

was Saint Francis standing in bird bath.  The old lady who had him in her yard had to come out 

periodically and scrub him because the birds would perch on his head and his shoulders and 

his arms and they’d…well, they’d do what birds do.  And there’d be poor old St. Francis, 

covered with bird stuff.  And I remember looking up at the stained glass windows at church—I 

love stained glass—and I’d stare hard at those saints, all through Mass, because I thought 

maybe if I stared hard enough they’d come to life.  I thought that maybe they could tell me how 

to be a good kid, what God was like, how to be a saint.  But they never did.  And to be honest, at 

a certain point I sort of gave up. 

 Well, today we celebrate the Feast of All Saints and tomorrow we celebrate the Feast of 

All Souls, and I have to give a homily, so let me tell you who some of my saints are.  I’m sorry 

that they aren’t plaster and perfect and pure, and I doubt they have any stained glass windows, 

but they give me hope, and they remind me to love, and they show me God.   

 There’s Linda, the crazy fundamentalist evangelical ER nurse at the cancer hospital I 

worked in a few years back, who while she was dying of cancer taught me everything worth 

knowing about trusting God… 

 There’s my Dad, with whom I had a tough time when I was a kid, whose silence I 

thought was disapproval, while all the time he was trying hard to figure out the right thing to 

say to me… 

 There’s Eddie, my friend in high school, who when he was dying of leukemia, checked 

in with me to see if I was alright… 



 There’s Pat—who isn’t dead yet, but that’s okay—who called me up a few years ago to 

apologize for some high school crime against me that I didn’t even remember. 

 There’s Liz, my high school art teacher—the first woman to teach at Canisius and one of 

my three best teachers—who is sick but continues to paint the beauty around her like there’s no 

tomorrow. 

There’s Devin, my student who lost his fight with depression about this time last year, but who 

wanted so much all through his battle to love God. 

 There’s a guy I met this past weekend who told me about the drug addiction he suffered 

after Prep—suffered addiction for twenty five years, in and out of jail, a ruined life and 

hundreds of ruined friendships—who finally got clean, went back to school at age 43 like St. 

Ignatius, and has gone on to become a high school teacher.  He was so grateful to be here and to 

be accepted by his classmates. 

 There’s the really goofy guy who comes to school pretending to be Hugh Jackman and 

gives me a huge laugh. 

 There’s the thoughtful colleague who comes to the office to tell me that she’s mad at me 

about something, but then stops and asks me how I’m doing. 

 These are my saints.  I’m sorry they aren’t all good and holy and pure, and that some of 

them aren’t even dead yet.  But they are the people who, when I think about them, give me 

hope, they remind me about love.  They remind me of all the important things I need to know 

about God.  They are my stained glass windows, and God shines through them for me.  And I 

love that.  And there’s people in all our lives like that, and they deserve our love and gratitude.  

And the saints in the statues and in the windows…the truth is, that’s what they were like too, 

not good and holy and pure, but loving and compassionate and some of them funny as all get-

out. 

 I’ll be honest: the world doesn’t like real saints.  The world likes the good and holy and 

pure.  The world demands quick and easy and total answers.  The world demands them in fact, 

and if we can’t give them…well.  But the Gospel asks something completely different of us.  It 

asks us to be poor in spirit…to need God, to need the love that people offer us, to accept the 

gifts that we are offered, especially when the gift is another person.  And it asks us to try to do 



the same for the people around us…for the people around us.  We don’t have to go to the ends 

of the earth to do it.  No, we can do it here, we can do it now. 

And that raises a question for each one of us here this morning: who are the people need to see 

God in us? 

 Maybe it’s the guy who is fighting problems but is scared to reach out to Mrs. 

Napolitano. 

 Maybe it’s the teacher who’s having a really rough time, but no asks him or her about it. 

 Maybe it’s the resident who is struggling with loneliness and is a billion miles from 

home. 

 Maybe it’s the kid who has everything except much of his busy parent’s time. 

 Maybe it’s the student who is just can’t write a paragiraffe, or conjugate a verb, or do a 

lab report, or grasp macroeconomics. 

 Maybe it’s the guy who’s sitting next to us, or the teacher who’s standing in front of us, 

or the staff member who’s cleaning our table. 

 God asks us –each one of us—to be there for them—to be there with them.  That is our 

holiness.  That’s our saintliness.  We are asked to be those stained glass windows too, for the 

people around us, letting God shine through.  Because it is there that we can show them who 

God really is, who Jesus really is. 

“for Christ plays in ten thousand places,  

Lovely in limbs, and lovely in eyes not his  

To the Father through the features of men's and women’s faces.” 

(from Gerard Manley Hopkins, “As Kingfishers Catch Fire”) 
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