
The Westmorland County Show, one of our annual highlights, as you know, was a 

mud bath last year.  Diving from tent to tent, skipping the outdoor events as the 

Cumberland and Westmorland wrestling (the embroidered strips have to be seen), 

and for me it was no loss to miss the 

horses, and alpacas, or the Australian with performing sheep, we did get to the 

educational tent with our Primary School, Dean Gibson’s display, which is always 

good.  And hovered under canvas with soggy coffees and hog roasts. 

 

But I did get to see the dry stone wall display, which I always enjoy. 

You see the walls stretching over fells and wonder how they ever got the stone up 

there, over Helvellyn’s crags. 

But when you see the builders in action, the care needed to choose the right stones, 

different for each part of the wall to make it strong enough to resist all weathers and 

sheep, it is amazing. 

 

So when St. Peter talks about us, the Church, and refers to us as living stones, he is 

not talking about monolithic blocks, all looking the same. 

An incredible variety goes into making it strong enough to keep going, strong enough 

to present Jesus’ message in and to all ages. 

And to accept the fact that sometimes parts of it need rebuilding. 

The Church needs us to be the diverse bunch of people we are. 

 

You can see in the first reading the early Church coming to an understanding that 

people do have different roles.  They need to have.  So we see what for many people 

is the origin of our deacons, serving the community.  The Church developing to meet 

the needs of the time.  What is interesting about this is that it does not come from the 

leaders deciding this, but discontent in the grass-roots, and the leaders being wise 

enough, or we could say, Spirit-filled enough, to respond positively to their needs. 

 

Once we realise that the Church has to be made up of hugely diverse types of people, 

the fact that Jesus says in the gospel: “My Father’s house has many rooms,” makes 

sense too.  Heaven in this way, must reflect Christ’s  Church.  When people ask me 

what heaven will be like, and to be honest I really have no idea, it does seem clear to 

me that if God loves the diversity that he has created here in our world and beyond, 

then that must be the case for heaven too. 

 

Now, this is a gospel, the first part, that we use in many funerals. It is often chosen, 

sometimes simply because ‘it sounds nice,’ to people. But there is a reason for that: it 

sounds welcoming.   

When Jesus says, ‘No one comes to the Father except through me,’ we often in the 

past have interpreted that as, “You must be baptised,” and going back again further 

that meant as a Catholic, for the Catholic Church.  But with the Vatican Counsel of 

the 60s, we came to realise that if God is a God of mercy, love and compassion, 

heaven cannot be limited by our parameters, the welcome to heaven is only in God’s 

hands. 



 

What Jesus means by the statement, is that it is through his death and resurrection 

that heaven is open to us, he is the gate as we heard last week, but that does not mean 

that we have to see that and accept it here on earth.  We are all faced with that choice 

after we die, as well as possibly finding it here.  So what is the point of being a 

Christian then now? 

Because we have the joy of living with him, being part of his, God’s life, knowing his 

love for us, knowing his message (which we have a duty to share), and in a variety of 

ways we have the power to act in his name (though so often we do not trust in that.  

We do not trust in his Holy Spirit within us.) 

 

If we look at our families, look at the diverse ways people celebrate their faith, or 

don’t, yet we know they are good people.  Look at the example of other faiths.  I 

remember well the Muslims who arrived from the Midlands when we had the 

flooding here to help and bring Christmas gifts and food. 

 

 
 

People like this can hardly be excluded.  And as God gives us all the chance to be 

forgiven, who knows who we may find next to us at the heavenly banquet?  I’m a 

sure we are in for some surprises.  

We celebrated VE Day on Friday.  I found some old photographs my Dad took at 19 

of Germany just after the war, completely bombed out cities, which could have been 

any city in Europe or the Far East.  Would people imagine then that heaven was open 

to everyone?  As the Vera Lynn Story was being told, people who had fought in 

Burma had often had a great-hatred for the enemy.  Would they expect to find them 

in heaven?  Yet they may well.  (I have been fortunate to live in a time of peace for 

our country, even though we are now facing other threats.) 



Jesus knows each of us intimately, regardless of race, creed, ability, colour, gender, 

sex, orientation.  He calls each of us by name. 

He sees each of us as vital to the building of the Kingdom, and though we might 

judge it hard to see in some, or even ourselves, he is alive in each of us. 

 

The ‘many rooms’ way also apply to the variety within ourselves too. 

In a reflection on some words of Catherine of Siena, the writer says about finding 

ourselves: 

‘As you become yourself, may you come to know your precious complexity. 

Beneath your precious complexity, may you find quiet simplicity. 

In your quiet simplicity, may you find still pools of peace.’ 

 

And that brings us back to Jesus’ whole concept of Peace that he offered after the 

resurrection, which we talked about two weeks ago.  And to a form of it, that we 

celebrated on Friday. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  


