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I chose this passage from Paul’s letter to the church in Rome, today, for two reasons.  The first, 

simply, is that there are few passages that speak more deeply, directly or profoundly to our 

grieving than these.  God is with us, our loved ones are with God, and there is 

nothing…nothing…in this world that can separate us from that love.  I think those words speak 

for themselves, and I think they speak volumes to the faith that gathers us here today.  With that 

said, however, the other reason I shared it is because of my own recent history with this passage 

and the question that experience poses for all of us in light of today’s remembrances. 

 

As most of you know, my own father joined the others we remember today, resting in the eternal 

peace of God, just shy of two weeks ago.  This past Monday was the service in celebration of his 

life.  For days, leading up to that service, I waffled as to what my role in that memorial 

could/should be.  I was a son to my mother in that time, a brother to my siblings, and a father to 

my children…not to mention my own place as one of the bereaved…so the last thing I wanted to 

do was try to be a Pastor as well.  I didn’t want to get up and preach, or pray.  But, I knew I 

wanted to bring something into that service.  Day after day, as I considered what my role might 

be, the words that kept echoing in my heart, and those that I eventually shared, were these very 

words from Paul. 

 

You see (and those who were with us last Monday have already heard this), this is a passage 

towards which my father pointed me nearly 20 years ago.  Any Minister will be the first to admit 

that there is a seemingly endless list of things for which we are painfully unprepared when we 

come out of seminary.  Four years of undergrad and three more years of graduate work barely 

scratch the surface of what we face in ministry, and most new clergy frequently end up looking 

like a deer in the headlights with a frightening amount of regularity in their first few years in the 

church. 

 

For me, my initial encounter with that reality was when I was faced with my first funeral.  I was 

25 years old, weeks out of school and into ministry, and serving as the solo Minister to a small 

church in Michigan.  It had never crossed my mind how little time we’d spent on that in 

seminary.  I didn’t even know where to start.  I felt completely unprepared to try to speak to the 

grief and sorrow the family was facing in the wake of their loss.  So, I did what I often did in 
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those early days…I called my father who, of course, was not only my father, but had (at that 

time) been and ordained Minister for over 30 years. 

 

My father immediately turned around and sent me a script of a recent memorial he had led.  That 

script became the basis of countless services I officiated in the years that followed.  In the nearly 

20 years since then, most of that script has given way to my own way of coming into memorials.  

My voice speaks differently into grief than my father’s did, so I have come into my own ways of 

walking with families and loved ones in their sorrow.  But, the one thing that never faded was 

this passage from Paul.  In nearly every service my father ever led, and in the countless services I 

have officiated in the last 20 years, this passage was part of almost every one of them.  Why?  

For the very reasons I named at the outset of these reflections…because these words are all but 

incomparable in the manner in which they speak hope and promise into our sorrow and grief.  

God is with us, our loved ones are with God, and there is nothing…nothing…in this world that 

can separate us from that love.   

 

Now, back to where I began…in the end, what I chose to do at my father’s service last week was 

to speak of some of this history in the same way I have with you, and to share the passage with 

those who were gathered that day.  They are words of hope and faith my father had preached into 

thousands of lives in his ministry, they are words of hope and faith I have echoed in most every 

service I have led in the last 20 years, and they are words of hope and faith to which we were all 

desperately clinging that day as we grieved together this past Monday.    

 

So, as much as some of this may sound like a rambling therapy session, my point in all of this is 

simple.  I had these words to share last week, and these words to proclaim to thousands of aching 

hearts over the course of my time in ministry, because they were words that spoken into my heart 

and my life by my father.  Whether we realize it or not, our faith is an inheritance.  Our 

relationship with God is a gift that has been passed down to us by those who have gone before 

us.  Our life in the Church is a blessing that we know because of the saints we celebrate today.  

In some cases, it is a parent.  In others it is a sibling, or a friend, or a stranger who welcomed you 

with the love of God…but in almost all of our cases the faith we know, the hope to which we 

cling, the Church that we hold dear, is ours because it was a gift to us by someone who has gone 

before us.  And that gift they gave us, was once gifted to them by someone who had gone before 

them, who had received it from someone before them, and on and on.  Our faith is an inheritance, 

an question we face, I suggest, is, “What we are going to do with it?” 

 

I spoke those words, last week, because the promise of the Gospel in the face of grief had been 

made known to me, in those words, by my father – that was my faithful inheritance.  Many of 

you are here, today, with a relationship with God that was brought into your life by those who 

are remembered in our service this morning – that is your faithful inheritance.  We all are here in 

this place, in this glorious meetinghouse worshipping together in spirit and faith, because of the 

generations of those who have gone before us to build this body we know as North Shore 

Congregational Church – that is our faithful inheritance.  I could go on and on, but on this day of 

remembrance we remember not only the joy of the life shared and the sorrow of the grief that is 

known, but we remember the faithful inheritance that is ours because of those who have gone 

before us.  And, I suggest, that there is no better time that we might ask ourselves what we are 

going to do with it!  With our faith, with our relationship with God, with this church that we 
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love…what are we going to do with this blessed inheritance that has been passed to us?  And, 

who, in the years to come, will know its glory because we became the ones to pass that blessing 

to them? 


