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            New birth is marked by wonderful celebrations and joy among friends, families and 

neighbors.  The joy of a mother in holding her baby in her arms for the first time almost always 

diminishes the pain and discomfort of pregnancy and childbirth. As children begin to feel the 

warm embrace of their parents and the reassuring protective arms around them, their comfort 

level grows and the love that is showered on them ultimately makes them feel more secured. 

When children cry out because of hunger or some distress, they intuitively know that those 

secured arms would be there to deal with their worry.   

      Children always see their parents as the superman or superwoman who makes their pain go 

away, who makes them laugh, who makes them feel special by feeding them and playing with 

them. More often than not, all that children want to do is to reach out with their hands in 

innocence and with hope to the hands that they have come to know so well. That hand to which 

the child reaches out for, may be the hand of a saint- a saint who may either be the mother or 

father or even a stranger who has by way of adoption offered that child a sanctuary. 

     In a much broader context, I have little worry as a child because my worries have been taken 

over by the familiar hand that guards my steps.  As a child, I have all the hope in the world 

because hope is the only gift that keeps giving and sustains the value of life; hope is the only gift 

that doesn’t hold back because fundamental to my fears and tears is the assurance by the familiar 

hand that all will be alright. 

 

       All shall be well, and if all will be alright, why worry? As a child, I can only count on the 

providence of the Lord my God, that life means nothing if death holds sway over life, and that at 

the end of it all, life in Him will get the last word.  As a child, I sing of three favorite saints. 

These saints model a life that reflects Christianity’s past, our individual struggles with the 

demands of the faith and its ambivalent future.  

      My first saint is St Anthony.  St Anthony was from a very wealthy family. When he was 

about twenty years old, he went to church and heard the gospel message in which Jesus is noted 

to have said that if you want to be perfect, go and sell all that you have, Anthony received the 

words as being specifically directed at him, and so he disposed of all the property he had, gave 

the money to the poor and then committed his life to religious exercises and asceticism.  

 



 
 

      I am not in any way suggesting that you should sell all you have and commit yourself to 

living in the Wissahickon, but like a child, Anthony’s life presents a pattern upon which you and 

I, as children can draw lessons for ourselves by committing to the kind of spirituality that stands 

in stark contrast to the material obsessions of our time.     

       

      The second saint is my father. My father was a good churchman, but as an African who had a 

deep faith, he would not have been considered a righteous man by our Christian standard. He 

was, like many Africans torn between his new identity as a Christian and his African religio-

cultural beliefs. In as much as he longed to be a good Christian, he was invariably held back by 

the belief practices that permeates the life of many an African Christian.  

 

      He could not stick to the principle of one-man one wife nor could he uphold the dignity of 

every human being, he struggled, like many of us to create a good balance. Even though I would 

characterize his attempt as an utter failure, he still remains a saint for me because his life 

exemplifies the struggle that each and every one of us contend with.   

 

     It would be insincere on my path to argue that I do not struggle with my faith, I do struggle 

with my faith like you do, I try to find a coherent balance but I sometimes fail at it, and I also 

know that you also fail in your attempt to find that balance.  

       

      To me then, the most important thing is, in so far as I do not indict myself or anyone for 

failing to find that balance so do I not indict him for his failures. And in so far as you also have 

been incapable of discovering the balance between your faith and the nameless impediment that 

holds you back, I dare not indict you for your failures. I can only urge you, as I always urge 

myself to keep pressing on.   

     In any case, I have always believed that our failures have nothing to do with our ability to be 

saints because it is only by the grace of God that our ability to be saints is even made possible.  

       

      This brings me to my favorite third saints. I have had the privilege of mentoring three 

wonderful people in the confirmation class. There is no doubt in my mind that there could have 

been more people. But in my conversation with them, I came to learn that not only do they not 



 
 

engage in conversation about God or religion with their friends but most of their friends do not 

even go to church. I shared with them how lucky and proud I am that they have committed 

themselves to this process because I see in them the future of the church.  

 

      But more importantly, I see in them the struggle between a generation, which through no 

fault of theirs, is so far removed from the church, a society that is teetering on the brink of moral 

bankruptcy and a growing group of young people for whom the church no longer represents the 

moral conscience of society. The question for many of these young people is, how and where do 

I fit in? How does the church accommodate my understanding of the world? How does the 

church represent me? 

 

       The fact that these and many other questions have been left unanswered has led many of our 

young people to sit on the sidewalks and sip their Starbucks than to be a part of an institution 

which they feel has alienated them and has in their view failed in delivering new saints who 

reflect their thinking of the world, speak and understand their language.  

       

      The fact is saints abound and they are those whose righteousness is not only centered on the 

acknowledgment of their own limitations, but rather the recognition that God’s love has 

manifested itself in a way that makes it possible for them to be called children of God.  

 

      In spite of their limitations, they considered themselves as children who can also achieve 

sainthood, not by being self-righteous but by responding to the longing for the blessings of 

freedom from lack and the blessings of the freedom for steadfast love inherent in today’s gospel. 

In the gospel, Jesus climbs up to a mountain, sits down and begins to teach.  

 

      His teaching can be divided into two categories, the first is the freedom from despair- blessed 

are the poor in spirit, grief-blessed are those who mourn, want-blessed are the meek and 

injustice- blessed are those who hunger and thirst for righteousness. The second category is the 

freedom for healing – blessed are the merciful, integrity- blessed are the pure in heart, peace- 

blessed are the peacemakers and faithfulness- blessed are those who are persecuted for 

righteousness’ sake.  



 
 

        

      On the surface, this teaching appears counterintuitive-for who proclaims blessings on those 

who are suffering or those who are poor in spirit? The critical part, however, is the inherent 

longing in the gospel, the pull, the reaching out of the child in us like a little child reaching out 

for the familiar hand.  

 

      More importantly, the gospel is a representation of what the world would look like if our 

longing for the kingdom resembles the response of St Anthony, the struggles that my father and 

all of us deal with as Christians, and the culture of asking questions not with the intent of sitting 

out because we found no answers to those questions, but by presenting our lives as a template 

upon which new saints could spring up.   

       

      In any case, just as a mother’s joy in holding her new baby diminishes the pain and 

discomfort of pregnancy and child birth, so does the joy of knowing and being a part of the 

kingdom surpasses any pain, any discomfort, hunger, struggles, persecutions and any strife that 

we may have dealt with because the saints of old, the saints we knew and the saints we now 

know continue to teach us how to handle those struggles and those questions. Amen 

 

 

 

 


