Can I reiterate my welcome, our welcome, to those who have come to this Memorial Service to hear the name of their loved one.  Unusually I do not have to go off to Sotogrande today, and as I read those 12 verses from Matthew, verses set for All Saints day, I know that I want to preach for at least 20 minutes on each of them, so I will, but not now.
The first two I want to focus on.  Blessed are the poor in spirit and blessed are they who morn.  Some people take these to be an exhortation - get off your seats and start mourning (about the state of the world, for example), be weak in spirit because only by being weak will you know that God is strong.  No.  That is not the picture at all.  The key is not what we should be like, but what God is like.
My brother-in-law and wife walked with me, on 1st November, All Saints day afternoon, up the hill at Casares to the tower at the top where the bell was ringing.  Many others were with us, going to the cemetery to mourn, remember, acknowledge the lives of - whatever.  Children and the elderly were all there.  I have seen much mourning and grief.  It is a valuing of another person's life.  It demonstrates to me that love goes on after death, and underlines what Paul says - I am convinced that death cannot separate us from the love of God.  Death certainly does not separate us from the reality that we continue to love those who died.  I mourn because I loved, but I mourn because I still love but am separated from the ones I love.
Blessed are they that mourn for they shall be comforted.  Psychologists tell us about the grieving process, and how important it is for our own sanity.  The stiff upper lip that will show no emotion at the loss of a loved one, does themselves no good.  The child who mourns the loss of a hamster is preparing for the loss of a parent, one day.  Mourning is where we allow our love to deal with our loss.  Jesus' promise, for the mourner is comfort - death is not the end - there is life to come.
But why blessed are the poor in spirit.  We are so often told by the Bible to be rich in spirit.  But that is not the meaning here.  The New English Bible and the New Living Translation translates it as Blessed are they that know their need of God.  
I spoke to a lady last week about the last words said by her husband to her, the last words he ever said.  It was 'Sorry'.  Not that he had done anything dreadful but it was a word that spoke volumes.  We talked about what it meant.  Sorry I am going, sorry I am leaving you with all this hassle and grief, sorry you are not able to journey with me.  Sorry for all the love I can no longer show you.  Perhaps even sorry that so late in the day, I am putting my hands into the hands of God, that finally I realise I'm not in control of everything.  Maybe it was not only sorry to her, but also a prayer.
Blessed are they who know their need of God, the kingdom of heaven is theirs.  Nothing small then!
We come face to face with out own frailty at a memorial service.  Who knows what the future holds.
Yesterday, at Messy Church in Marlows Fish and Chip restaurant, we looked at Psalm 23.  That last verse.  Surely goodness and mercy will pursue me all the days of my life and I will live in the house of the Lord forever.  An uncompromising element of Christian theology is a belief in life beyond death.  Why?  Because that is key in Jesus resurrection, it is what Jesus did when he raised the centurion's servant, the son of the widow of Nain and his friend, Lazarus.  All were dead, all, became alive.  It is called the Christian hope.  I don't fancy being an angel on a cloud, but to have life in a place of joy and love where I can be with those whom I have loved and mourned, where I can know that I need God to get me through the valley of the shadow of death.  That is a faith worth living with and dying in.
Amen
