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Matthew 25:31-46
“When the Son of Man comes in his glory, and all the angels with him, he will sit on his glorious throne. 32 All
the nations will be gathered before him, and he will separate the people one from another as a shepherd
separates the sheep from the goats. 33 He will put the sheep on his right and the goats on his left.

34 “Then the King will say to those on his right, ‘Come, you who are blessed by my Father; take your
inheritance, the kingdom prepared for you since the creation of the world. 35 For I was hungry and you gave me
something to eat, I was thirsty and you gave me something to drink, I was a stranger and you invited me in, 36 I
needed clothes and you clothed me, I was sick and you looked after me, I was in prison and you came to visit
me.’

37 “Then the righteous will answer him, ‘Lord, when did we see you hungry and feed you, or thirsty and give
you something to drink? 38 When did we see you a stranger and invite you in, or needing clothes and clothe
you? 39 When did we see you sick or in prison and go to visit you?’

40 “The King will reply, ‘Truly I tell you, whatever you did for one of the least of these brothers and sisters of
mine, you did for me.’

41 “Then he will say to those on his left, ‘Depart from me, you who are cursed, into the eternal fire prepared for
the devil and his angels. 42 For I was hungry and you gave me nothing to eat, I was thirsty and you gave me
nothing to drink, 43 I was a stranger and you did not invite me in, I needed clothes and you did not clothe me, I
was sick and in prison and you did not look after me.’

44 “They also will answer, ‘Lord, when did we see you hungry or thirsty or a stranger or needing clothes or sick
or in prison, and did not help you?’

45 “He will reply, ‘Truly I tell you, whatever you did not do for one of the least of these, you did not do for me.’

46 “Then they will go away to eternal punishment, but the righteous to eternal life.”

Sermon
One of the questions that most high schoolers fear is the dreaded, “What do you want to do after high school.” 
They get asked time and time again from relatives and friends and teachers and even strangers that they meet. 
And it is almost embarrassing if you don’t have an answer, because it implies that you don’t care about your
future or where you’re going.  To those students, I remind them that the most interesting people I know at any
age, are those who still don’t know what their doing or going to do with their life.  Their future is subject to
change, and for some reason, that give us hope and a reason to look forward to the future.  For some reason, I
was thinking about Columbus Day the other day, I think it was because I saw the Mina, Pinta And Santa Maria
on the Discovery Channel.  There are three neat things about the discovery of America.  First, when Columbus
left Spain he didn’t know where he was going.  Secondly, when he got here, he didn’t know where he was.  And
thirdly, when he returned, he couldn’t tell them where he’d been.  And he did this all on borrowed money.  Most
of us are probably doing better than Columbus.  At least we know where we are.  Most days.  This Sunday, we
are finishing up this sermon series on the Saints.  Two weeks ago, we looked at Jim Elliot, whose family



showed love and gratitude to a blood thirsty tribe in South America.  Last week, we looked at Amy
Charmichael, who helped thousands of girls escape hopelessness and abuse.  The Saints help tell us who to be. 
That’s their number one job, to be a role model in the faith.  Someone to aspire to, to emulate.  We have saints
all around us - people of faith who respond to the world in their own way and we think, “Wow, I want to be like
that.”  The person that we’ll look at today certainly gained the affection of thousands, and now millions as he
looked at the world and sought how to change one small portion of it.

London in the late nineteenth century was not a nice place to live.  The town was an industrial megaplex of
factories and commerce, smog and pollution, overcrowded and poor.  You can picture it quite vividly if you
remember the Christmas Carol movies.  It was hard times for those who were poor, which was almost all of the
population.  Many of Charles Dickens books were about the poor and struggling of England during this time. 
And while Charles Dickens books were popular, there was another book that had made the best sellers list.  It
was Henry Morgan Standley’s In Darkest Africa - the account of Standley’ adventures trying to locate Dr.
Livingstone in the heart of Africa.  The book was filled with tribes that oppressed each other, often in forms of
slavery or servitude.  Where many were filled with poverty and no way out.  Danger at every turn, an uncertain
future.  It was a real-life book that spoke of the drama and imagery of a hard life.  And there was one reader in
England who couldn’t put it down.  William Booth was his name.  As he read about the wilderness of Africa, he
began to see the connections between the savage world of Inner Africa and his own London at the time.  Living
in London’s East Side, he saw the poverty of thousands upon thousands living in squalor.  Folks who had no
other place to go, trapped between working for pennies on the pound or face the debtors prison, designed to
keep labor in it’s place.  Where children would be forced to work at the young age of 8 or younger in the
factories doing dangerous labor.  The east side was known for poverty, for the ale houses, for the brothels, for
the smell of raw sewage in the streets.  Booth began to see his own world in the pages of Standley’s book. 
People who were either trying to find a way out of their condition or those who resigned themselves fated to live
in ruin.  After reading and rereading Standley’s In Darkest Africa, William Booth began to write his own book,
“In Darkest England, and the Way Out.”  The idea in the book was to bring about social change by small bits of
practical ideas here and there.  A little change here and a little change there would eventually make a huge
difference, was the thinking behind the book.  William Booth was already a pastor in England.  But he was a
pastor of a church that sold it’s pews to the highest bidder.  The practice was, and is still in many churches in
Europe, that there was no offering, but the pews were sold to families or whoever and that was their seat for
church.  Matter of fact, the church would often look like office space because they might be sectioned off in
little tiny cubicles that would separate pews from pews.  That place was reserved.  If the family didn’t show up,
then no one sat there.  Many times, the pastor would preach to an empty church, with some of the poorer folks,
who couldn’t pay for the seats, outside the doors trying to listen in.  It sounds crazy, but that’s the way it was,
and still is in some places.  Believe it or not, within the rules of the United Methodist Church, it specifically
states, “That pews shall always be free.”  It sounds weird to us, but only the wealthy got to sit up front.  The
poor were in the back or outside.  Hence, many of the poor did not come because they were not welcome.  So,
outside of his regular preaching to segregated church, he began to institute some changes in the daily living
conditions of those whom he found.  He began some labor offices that tried to match laborers with employment. 
He started classes for those who were just off the farm to learn how to live in the city and retrain them for
factory life.  He lobbied for cheap housing, meals, and shelters.  He talked some banks into giving short term
loans to people who had their tools in hoc at the pawn shop.  You can’t make a living without your tools.  Not
everyone liked what he was doing.  He was called a socialist.  Tampering with free markets.  Upsetting the God
given order of things.  He was accused of letting his faith interfere with his social ideas.  But for right now,
these were just outside interests from his pastorate that he dabbled in.  But on a hot, July night in 1865 he was
walking home through the grimy streets, he was particularly feeling down and focusing his thoughts on the
condition of the city.  On that walk he saw five year olds staggering drunk in barroom doors.  Children making
toys out of chicken bones in the sewage filled streets, men fighting in the alleyway.  And his mind went to
Matthew 25.  “For I was hungry and you gave me something to eat, I was thirsty and you gave me something to
drink, I was a stranger and you invited me in, I needed clothes and you clothed me, I was sick and you looked



after me, I was in prison and you came to visit me...Whatever you did for one of the least of these brothers of
mine, you did for me.”  William Booth found his calling.  He was a minister, but at last he found his true
ministry.  If the poor couldn’t come to church, he would bring the church to them.  He began a movement that
captivated the hearts of all who touched it.  They set up tents within the slums, “Come drunk or sober” was the
cry, preaching and teaching to all who came.  Pennies could buy a huge dinner, clothing could be donated and
given to those who were half naked.  For years, the organization grew.  People who had received help were now
willing to volunteer to bring the good news and food and clothing and help to those who needed it most.  It was
William Booth and his army of volunteers that forever changed London’s East Side.  And because they were
attempting to fix that which was broken, to salvage broken lives, they called themselves the “Salvation Army.” 
The organization that we know and use today.  In one of his final sermons in 1912, he spoke to a crowd of over
7,000.  “While women weep as they do now, I’ll fight.  While little children go hungry as they do now, I’ll fight. 
While men go to prison, in and out, in and out, I’ll fight.  While there yet remains one dark soul without the
light of God, I’ll fight.  I’ll fight to the very end.”  Several months later, over 40,000 people jammed into
London’s Albert Hall to pay their respects to the man that meant so much to them, because they meant so much
to him.  The queen, at the last moment, decided to go to the service.  No place had been prepared for Queen
Mary, she generally got the best seat, but that would have also gone against everything that Booth stood for. 
She took a seat right next to a prostitute that Booth had told just a few weeks prior, “When you get to heaven,
you’ll have a place of honor.”  On his casket lay three small red faded carnations tied together.  They were
placed there by a young girl who simply shared, “He cared for the likes of us.”  Indeed, Booth saw Jesus in
everyone that he saw.

Once again, I mentioned this several weeks ago when we started looking at some of these saints, we need heros
of the faith.  We need people to look up to and decide in our heart, this is who I want to be like.  Look at who
you are.  Some of you are in education in this church.  I would bet that there were some teachers who inspired
you to become teachers.  Many of you in whatever profession you are in had your heros and your idols.  For
many of us, the character that we have came from others whom we wished to emulate.  Some of you want to be
like your fathers or mothers.  Some of you are trying NOT to be like your fathers or mothers.  But we have this
ideal that we have in our head of who we want to be.  For some of us, we don’t know what we want to be like. 
We don’t know what to do with our lives.  I remember talking to a father and his son.  The son didn’t know
what he wanted to do with his life, who he was, or anything.  And the father’s advice was this: Find someone
who has a job that you would like.  And find out how they got there.  We can do the same thing.  Find the
people that you want to be like.  It doesn’t have to be the whole person, it could be one trait about them.  And
try to emulate that person or trait.  In my head right now, I want to preach like Cecil Bliss, a pastor I had years
ago.  I loved his preaching.  I want to have the leadership style of Scott Shreve, a boss I once had.  I want to
have the character of Deb Helzer, the common sense of my father, the spontaneity of my brother, the
temperament of my wife, the sensitivity of Steve.  You see what I’m doing?  I try to find the best traits out there
and the people who hold them, and I want to live like that, if I could take the best of this person and the best of
that person, my heros, if you will, then imagine how my life could be changed if I earnestly work on it.  Not that
I forgo my own personality, but if I could enhance these characteristics, then the possibilities are endless.  If this
sounds crazy, let me tell you this.  We already do this all the time.  We just do it for the wrong things.  We look
at other people and we want this or that just like them.  Except that it is usually material things and not inward
characteristics.  I would love to have the car of such and such.  If only I had a house like her.  If only I had a job
like him.  If I could have the body of that guy.  How many of us have walked down the mall and looked at
someone and thought, “If only my behind looked like their behind.”  Not your pastor.  I don’t look at such
things, I look at hairlines.  I look at people with two eyebrows instead of one that goes all the way across.  If
only!  If we do it for outside appearances and with materialistic goods, why don’t we do it with virtues?  Look at
your life.  Who are your heros?  If you could take a piece of this person and a part of that person, to help mold
your life, who would they be?  For us, that’s who the saints are.  They are not mystical or magical or even dead. 
They are people of the faith and we look to one another to solidify and shape our own life.  May you be blessed
that many saints will touch your life, and maybe, just maybe, you might be a saint to someone else.  Amen.


