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November 6, 2016, All Saints Sunday 

Click here to view readings. 

Focus: In baptism, Christ wills us an inheritance of salvation.   

For one glorious minute in my life, I was almost rich.  I was six years old and was just starting to 

get into the hobby of collecting baseball cards.  My dad had cards from the late sixties and 

seventies in a couple huge cardboard boxes in the basement that he wanted to show me.  Since he 

hadn’t looked at them in a while, he was curious what they would be worth, so he picked up a 

Beckett baseball price guide at the local Meijer, and we went home and checked them out. 

It was a fun night looking at my dad’s cards and hearing his stories about his favorite players.  

But it was also a fun night because he told me that someday, the cards would belong to me.  So 

as we looked at that baseball price guide, I also had a vested interest in my future “inheritance.”  

And then we came to it: a 1969 Mickey Mantle card.  This card was special not only because it 

was the Hall of Fame Yankee outfielder, but also because it was the last card ever made of 

Mantle.  He unexpectedly announced his retirement in March of 1969 and never played another 

game.  As we looked for the value of the card, we were amazed to see that if it was in mint 

condition, it was worth a few thousand dollars.  Our eyes lit up in wonder. 

If it was in mint condition.  As we looked in horror, we realized that the bottom of the card had a 

hole-punch in it.  My dad’s older brother Steve had a paper route and he used to punch a hole in 

his records to indicate who was paid up.  When he wasn’t on his route, his younger brother—that 

is, my dad—would play with the hole punch and put holes in the cards of players he didn’t think 

were any good.  Since Mantle was old and toward the end of his career when my dad knew about 

him as a kid, and since he was a hated Yankee, my dad had decided this card was nothing to 

worry about, and gave it a punch.  As he told this story to me, a kid decades later who knew 

Mickey Mantle as one of the greatest players of all-time, we couldn’t help but groan.  And the 

Smith family inheritance plummeted. 

“Inheritance” is a theme in our text from Ephesians today.  To be honest, it’s a tough term for 

me.  Maybe it’s because the inheritance I receive promises to be so little—thanks, Dad!—but it’s 

hard for me to think of the kingdom of God in terms of an inheritance or riches.  

More than that, I think the reason is that an inheritance assumes that someone is dead.  It’s 

something that someone had when they were alive that they’ve now died and willed to someone 

else.  Well to be honest, even as a kid, I realized the hang-up with the baseball cards.  Not only 

did the thought of my dad being dead not exactly appeal to me, but it had just never really 

occurred to me in the first place until this conversation over baseball cards.  My dad had been 

there as long as I could remember.  I had just assumed he would always be there.   

I guess I feel the same way when I think about Jesus Christ.  Yes, we say every week that he 

“was crucified, died, and was buried.”  But I don’t think of him that way.  I think of him as 

active in the church and in the world.  I think of him as someone I meet every time I come 

forward to the altar.  I think of him as someone in whose name I pray.  I think of him in the face 

of people we serve in the food pantry.  In a world in which the phrase, “God’s not dead” 
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launches not just one, but two blockbuster movies, it’s sometimes hard for us to come to terms 

with what it means that in Jesus Christ, God really did die.   

Death can be hard to wrestle with, but we can’t avoid it.  In a few minutes, we will be 

commemorating the saints in our lives who have died in the last year.  For some, death was a 

welcome relief after a long struggle.  For others, it was a terrible shock.  Whatever the case, 

death leaves its own inheritance.  It leaves an inheritance of absence and grief. 

After my mom’s parents both died within a couple years of each other, she and Dad signed the 4 

of us kids up for children’s grief counseling.  I think it really helped us a lot at the time.  Part of 

the program was that the parent would bring in clothes of the lost loved one.  And while the 

children would meet in the class with the counselor, the adults would take the clothes, cut them 

apart, and then they would do something amazing: They would take the different pieces and 

patterns of the clothes of the loved one and knit them together into a bear.  I remember how 

much I loved mine.  When it was all knit together, it was a beautiful bear, but what I loved is it 

looked like Papa—all the clothes he used to wear—and there was even comfort in the old 

tobacco smell still wafting from the clothes.  On so many nights when I missed Papa: a role 

model and friend in my life, I still felt like I had something to hold on to, to remember him by.  

With this bear, my mom had knit together the most beautiful and meaningful inheritance I could 

ever receive. 

This morning, when we prayed the Prayer of the Day, that is what I was thinking of.  “Almighty 

God, you have knit your people together in one communion, in the mystical body of your Son, 

Jesus Christ, our Lord.”  When we prayed those words, I was thinking of Papa, and I was also 

thinking of all our saints we remember today.  Some of them we knew for a short time, some not 

at all, and some of them much better.  But whatever the case, through them we have been left an 

inheritance. 

We have been left an inheritance because through them, God has knit together something 

beautiful and meaningful.  Not just a church, but a living body.  A living body that connects us 

across the generations, telling us stories from something as groan-worthy and funny and 

seemingly irrelevant as baseball cards to something as powerful as Papa and others who have 

shared their faith with the generations after them, with all of us.  God has knit together a living 

body of his Son where we are strengthened together, where saints take their place around the 

table, around the fellowship hall, and even around the graveside, to build up, to comfort, and to 

strengthen.  God has knit together a living body of his Son in so many races and languages and 

yet one where we never have to look hard to find saints living in our own community, saints who 

speak our own language.  God has knit together a living body of his Son that still heals the sick, 

feeds the hungry, and clothes the naked among us. 

All of us have been left that inheritance.  And today, another beloved child of God receives the 

same promise.  When Wyatt was baptized just a little bit ago, he was tied to the death of Jesus 

Christ.  Wyatt was tied to that death just like we all were.  In baptism, we all die with Jesus 

Christ.  What dies?  The old Adam in us: Our sin dies.  The idea that we can do it all by 

ourselves dies right along with it.  When we look at a helpless baby like Wyatt, who cannot feed 
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or look after himself, or at other times in our lives, when we come to bury a friend and fellow 

saint, we all realize how helpless we are to save ourselves.   

In baptism, we don’t do that.  We are united to Jesus Christ and to one another—to the whole 

body that has been knit.  And with him, we die on the cross.  Nothing about baptism promises an 

avoidance of death.  It too is part of our inheritance.  

But in that inheritance, we are promised so much more.  When we receive our inheritance from 

Jesus, we see that after death comes life.  Our inheritance is not nullified by the grave any more 

than Christ’s body remained in the tomb.   

Today in his baptism, Jesus Christ makes a promise to Wyatt.  He promises, “Wyatt, child of 

God, I have knit you into myself.  By my death I have redeemed you, and by my power, I will 

raise you.  I will fill you with my Spirit, and you will live.  Where I am, there you will be also.”   

With Wyatt, we share in the promise of that inheritance.  And not only him, but Channing, Duke, 

Julia, Garry Ray, Sheila, Augustus, Robert, and Ray, they share in the promise of that 

inheritance, too.  That is God’s promise to us.  A promise that flows from the waters of baptism 

into the river of the New Jerusalem.  A promise signed in the blood of the Son of God and sealed 

by the Holy Spirit.             

When we receive the promised inheritance of baptism, we are truly rich—not almost rich for one 

glorious minute, but rich beyond measure for ever and ever.  Rich knowing that the death of 

Jesus Christ has already paid for whatever sins we owe.  Richly clothed: not just in white 

baptismal garments, but in the righteousness of the spotless Lamb of God.  Rich in life: eternal 

and abundant.  And richly knit into the most beautiful and meaningful inheritance that Wyatt or 

any one of us could ever receive: the body of Christ raised up for the sake of the world.  Amen.   


