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Then I heard a voice from heaven say, “Write: Blessed are the dead  

who die in the Lord from now on.” “Yes,” says the Spirit,  

“they will rest from their labour, for their deeds will follow them.”  
 

Today is not simply an annual remembering of those who have left this veil of tears. 
It is a vivid reminder for all of us who are still slogging our way through it. We remember to remember that 

we are never forgotten by God. Never, not even for one millisecond do we slip from God’s mind. 

Now not even the most diligent of parents has moments when their children are not front and centre of their 

minds. ‘Can a mother forget the baby at her breast’, God asks his people and then in love responds: ‘Even 

though you may forget, I will never forget you!  See, I have engraved you on the palm of my hands’. 
(Isaiah 49:15-16) God is not simply aware of our existence. He sat in the chair of the tattoo artist to have our 

names permanently inked into his skin! 

That’s how much he loves us!  That’s how precious we are to him! 
 

Today our Church remembers to remember people just like us! 
Our day today is not about the people who are famous! 

It’s about the common, ordinary people we hold in our collective memory. The ‘little’ people who will not 

be remembered over the centuries. No hymns will ever be composed about them. Nor will any prayers be 

written in their memory. They are Saints Jenny and Helen. Saints Bill and Jack. Saints John and Jane Doe. 

These are the people whom God remembers forever! 
 

As good as this is, it sounds just too good to be true, doesn’t it? 
There are about seven billion people in our world. That’s not counting those who have gone before us or 

who will come after us!  But who am I to think that an all powerful God notices ME among so many?  The 

only chance I have of being known is to do something that will catch God’s eye.   
 

Just take a look around you at this time of year.  
The crops are colouring and the grass is dying off. It’s a symbol of how brief our life is, and also of how dull 

and colourless it mostly is. I get up, go to work, come home, crawl into bed, and repeat it all the next day. I 

may have that sense of achieving so little in my life. There is a brown kind of existence that hangs over me 

like a cloud of being unimportant and unknown!  Who will miss me when I am dead and gone? 
 

So out of this looming sense of boredom, I feel like I have to do something special. 
Something out of the ordinary, something that sets me apart!  I need something flashy and famous in my life. 

A trophy cabinet to display!  Something that will catch the eye of others ... and of God!  Something that will 

make people stop and say: ‘Now there’s a guy who made a name for himself!’  
 

God repeatedly reminds us that all our efforts to make a name for ourselves are in vain! 
Fear of being a ‘nobody’ can lead people to do some weird things. 

Remember the tower of Babel?  People settled in the land of Shinar and constructed the world’s first 

skyscraper, saying: ‘Come … let us make a name for ourselves!’ (Genesis 11:4) 

Interesting, isn’t it?  God named Adam. This man named the animals and later his wife. Eve named Cain and 

Abel, and then Seth. Their names were not picked out of a baby book. They were given by another. 

But the tower builders wanted to reverse this. They would make a name for themselves. They would build 

something great, something that stood out. The tower was giving way to their ego. It was saying: ‘Look at 

us!  We are important!  We have done something really great!’ 
 

But the towers of old, and our towers today are both foolish and futile! 
The Lord shuffled the language deck of those builders. They made a name for themselves alright, but not the 

one they expected. Rather than a hallmark of achievement, God branded their unfinished tower ‘Babel’. 
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Now you know what ‘Babel’ means, don’t you? 
It means a blabbering, blubbering state of hopeless confusion!  That’s what happens to every foolish human 

desire for fame. God knows better than to let them have their way. ‘If they have begun to do this … then 

nothing they plan to do will be impossible for them’ he says. (Genesis 11:6) In other words, all our tower 

building and name creating in life can only lead to even greater disasters then we can imagine. 
 

The fear of being nameless can lead us to do things that we believe will be for our good. 
But God knows our efforts to ‘big-note’ ourselves will only lead to harm. He’s not a mean bully on the 

beach who wants to kick over our castle. He’s a loving Father who sees below the surface to what really 

drives our heart. We want to be known. To be noticed. To be more than just another countless name on the 

tombstones of humanity’s growing graveyard!  So while he may frustrate our tower building efforts, he 

reaches out in love to address the root of our problem. 
 

He reminds us that all our efforts to make a name for ourselves are not just wasted! 
They are totally unnecessary! 

So God is at work changing our minds to understand that our fears of being nameless are not just silly. They 

are without reason. For he not only calls us by name, he outdoes himself by keeping a running tally on the 

number of hairs on our heads. (Matthew 10:30)  He knows the story behind every scar on our body. Even 

before we were born, ‘every one of our days was written in his book!’  (Psalm 139:16) 

We are far from being unknown by the God who made us. He knows our story better than we know it 

ourselves. Every one of our names is a household and precious name in heaven.  
 

But this is only part of how God is transforming our minds. 
He is teaching us to see our place and importance in this world through new eyes. He turns our eyes away 

from the empty glory of our self made towers to the blank page of common, ordinary, everyday life.  

So what shall we write and draw on this fresh new page? 

Rather than mind blowing achievements that will turn other people’s heads; he invites us to fill that page 

with sacrificial acts of kindness for others. Deeds of love that have the humble glory of the cross of Jesus 

written all over them!  Work joyfully at your job. Kiss your spouse. Call your mum. Invite a friend or co-

worker to your house, or to church. Make or share a meal with someone in need. Help your kids with their 

homework. Donate the clothes you never wear to charity. Visit the sick in hospital or their home. 
 

You can do a whole lot better than just fill this page with some fancy calligraphy! 
Write simple words in bold block letters that spell a life of self-giving love. 

But it is drummed into our heads by our culture that we should live a life of self-achievement. Prove your 

worth by doing something relevant, something spectacular. Then you will earn the respect and love you 

deserve. You know that second pace is last place. So stand out from the crowd. Be ambitious. Be somebody. 
 

But another voice speaks a different language.   
‘Make it your ambition to lead a quiet life’. (1 Thess. 4:11) ‘When you give to the needy, do not let your 

left hand know what your right hand is doing, so that your giving may be in secret. Then your Father, 

who sees what is done in secret, will reward you’. (Matt. 6:3-4) ‘If anyone wants to be first, he must be the 

very last, and the servant of all’. (Mark 6:35) 

Centuries ago and now, Jesus rolls up his sleeves and gets to work in the world as one ‘who has no beauty 

or majesty to attract us to him, nothing in his appearance that we should desire him’. (Isaiah 53:2) He is 

the God who hides himself. He razes glorious towers to the ground, but embraces a shameful cross! 

Today we remember humble farmers who worked to put food on our table. Builders who constructed our 

houses. Godly women who raised our children, shaped our communities and left a legacy for us all. Servants 

of the Lord who did their job with joy. People we may never know whose love, life and investments make 

our life today possible. As we remember the saints who have left us we see there are no levels of holiness. 

So today we remember them all … and we thank God for their memory! 


