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All Saints Sunday
A CHILD OF HUMANS

Whose child are you? When I ask “Whose child are you?” we think about our parents. Some members of our church even have names that began as reflections on parents:  Corson, Dickerson, Donaldson, Epperson, Henderson, Johnson, and Tolson. Each is an abbreviation of a name like “John’s son.”

You and I just can’t get away from the influence of our parents. For some here today, the thought of your mother and father elicits feelings of warmth, comfort, care, and love. When I meet someone in my hometown, I say, “I’m Barbara and Edwin’s son,” and I am proud of it. 


But not all of us can have those warm feelings today. I have learned that my family reality is not the reality for some. When there is some sort of abuse in the home--alcohol, substance, physical, emotional, sexual abuse--our memories are not warm and fuzzy. We feel a chill. And when we go back to our ancestral home, we are afraid to say, “I’m Bob and Betty’s child.” 


A common catchword today is “dysfunctional family.” You learn it in “Oprah psychology.” Just turn on the TV during the day to watch the talk shows and you will see the dysfunctional people in the world--children of alcoholics, children of sexual violation, children of co-dependent parents, and children of Clemson football fans. You find all kinds of dysfunction out there.


Whose child are you? Some would say, “I am dysfunctional and will always be dysfunctional because of my parents. I am destined and doomed. I am a failure because I am a child of failures.” Such persons define themselves by their past and blame their biological parents for all that is wrong with them and with the world. And when we define ourselves as failing children of failed parents, then we will be discouraged. We will remember the past and believe that the past will just repeat itself in the future. 

A CHILD OF EASTER

But our text from 1 John 3 today is a word of hope. It is a message for Easter people; and we are Easter people because we worship each Sunday to celebrate the resurrection of Jesus. The Easter message challenges that false view that we are destined to repeat the past. The old view before Easter Sunday was that dead people stay dead, that the cross is the end for Jesus, and that there is no future any different from the past. 


The good news of Easter is that dead people do not stay dead, that the cross is just another beginning for Jesus, and that our future continues into a newness we cannot even imagine. Easter assures us that we are not destined to repeat the past; for the future is open, not closed. God is already out there in front of us being and doing more than we have ever dreamed. 


The Good News of today’s scripture lesson is this:  We are children of God. . . .today! Listen to verses 1-2: See what love the Father has given us, that we should be called children of God; and that is what we are. The reason the world does not know us is that it did not know him. Beloved, we are God’s children now; what we will be has not yet been revealed. What we do know is this: when he is revealed we will be like him, for we will see him as he is.

Notice that the author does not say that we will be children of God one day in heaven. The writer does not say that we might be the children of God if we will just get our act together. “That is what we are. . . .Beloved, we are God’s children now.”

The good news of Easter is that you and I are children of God . . . today. I cannot choose whether or not Barbara and Edwin are my biological parents. They are. And I cannot choose whether or not the Lord is my spiritual parent, for the Lord is. My choice is this: Will I live like a child of the Albrittons? My choice is this: Will I live as a child of God?
A CHILD OF GOD

For years Fred Craddock was a teacher of preachers at Candler School of Theology at Emory University in Atlanta. Through his speeches, tapes, and books Dr. Craddock has changed my preaching more than any other person.  

Fred tells how he and his wife used to go up to the Smoky Mountains to vacation. They left the kids at grandma’s house and loved to stop to eat at a place called “The Blackberry Inn.” One side of this restaurant was solid glass and you could look out and see the mountains while you ate dinner. The Craddocks were in there one evening, relaxing, looking at the huge menu, trying to find the hamburgers, when an old man, well-advanced in years, came by their table.


“Good evening.”

“Good evening.”

“Ya’ll on vacation?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Having a good time?”

Fred is beginning to think, “Well, we were.” And he said, “Yes, sir.”

“Are you going to be here long?”

Fred was thinking, “Not very long if people like you keep interrupting us!” He said, “No, we won’t be here but a week.”

And the stranger said, “Well, I hope you have a good time. What do you do?”

That’s not his business. They’re on vacation. They just got rid of the kids. Fred wants to get rid of this old man. He said, “Well, I teach in seminary.”

“Oh, you’re a preacher?”

“Well, yeah.”

The stranger pulls out a chair, sits down and says, “I want to tell you a story. I was born back here in these mountains. My mother was not married when I was born, and in those days . . . such shame. And when we went to town, the other women looked at her and looked at me and began to guess who I was and who my father was. And the reproach that was heard fell upon me. And it was painful. At school the children had an awful name for me. I hid in the weeds at recess. I ate my lunch alone.


“I started going to a little church called Laurel Springs. There was a preacher—a cranky, rough preacher—Prince Albert Colt. A beard. Big voice. He scared me but fascinated me. I would go just for the sermon. I was afraid somebody would speak to me in the earlier part of the service and say, ‘What’s a boy like you doing in church?’ I was afraid.


“After I had been going for some time one Sunday some of the people filled up the aisle and I couldn’t rush out as I usually did. I couldn’t get by. I began to worry: ‘Oh, somebody will say something to me. I need to get out of here.’

“I felt a hand on my shoulder and looked out the corner of my eye and it was that preacher. I saw his beard and I saw that face. And I thought, ‘Oh, no!’

“That preacher looked at me and said, ‘Boy, boy, you’re a child of. . . .’ And he paused and I thought, ‘Oh, no! Here it comes!”‘ He said, ‘Boy, you’re a child . . . you’re a child of God.  I see a striking resemblance.’ He swatted me on the bottom and said, ‘Go claim your inheritance.’”

Fred asked the old man, “What’s your name?”

“Ben Hooper.”

“Ben Hooper? Ben? Ben Hooper?” Oh, yeah. Fred’s father often told him how the people of Tennessee twice elected a governor who was the child of a single mother. His name--Ben Hooper.


Ben Hooper said, “I was born that day.”

Who is a saint? A saint is someone who knows she/he is a child of God and lives like it to claim her/his inheritance. You, you, you’re a child of . . . why, you’re a child of God. I see a striking resemblance. Go claim your inheritance.
LIGHTING OF CANDLES
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