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“Why, Why, Why? Why Share? 
Text: Matthew 5:13-16 

 
The owner of a General Store would often include a Bible verse for his patrons.  As he would 
bag up their groceries, he would write a verse on a slip of paper and hand it to them.  Folks 
would come into the store and sit at the soda fountain to see what verses he would select.  Once 
when a woman came in to buy knitting supplies, he handed her the goods along with a note 
reading Proverbs 31:13.  Quickly the patrons at the soda fountain opened their Bibles and read, 
“She seeks wool and flax and works with a willing heart.” 
 
Another time a child came in and bought penny candy.  As the sack was handed to the child, so 
also was a note that read, Matthew 19:14.  Again the patrons turned to the appropriate page and 
nodded approvingly as they read, “Let the children come to me and do not stop them.” 
 
Once, however a well-dressed man entered the store demanding a blanket for his horse.  The 
owner selected one and handed it to the man saying, “That will be $5.”  The man acted offended 
saying, “This is a great horse.  I want something befitting him.”  So the store owner returned the 
blanket to the shelf, grabbed an identical one, differing only in color and said, “This one is $25.” 
 
The man was now irate.  “My horse is a thoroughbred.  I want the best that you have.”  The store 
owner put the blanket back on the shelf, selected another identical one saying, “This is a one of a 
kind, but it is $100.”  This time the man was pleased, walking out with a $5 blanket and a slip of 
paper with a Bible verse on it.  When the man left the folks at the store owner who responded, 
Matthew 25:35…he was a stranger and I took him in. 
 
Sometimes we might read the scriptures or listen to a sermon and think to ourselves, “That was 
just for me.”  Maybe it is because many of the things we wrestle with are universal in nature.  
Forgiving others, forgiving ourselves…at some point we all struggle with these areas.  Loving 
one another, accepting love…we’ve all had those moments when such things are easier said than 
done.  So many of the verses of the Bible hold up well because we struggle with these things as 
much as the original audience.  The contexts may have changed, but the themes remain familiar. 
 
When Jesus began his ministry more and more people were coming to hear him speak.  His 
words seemed so personal, so meaningful.  It was just what the people needed to hear.  Although 
sometimes when he preached what they needed to hear, the community was not always receptive 
to the message and asked him to leave.  Sometimes what we need to hear and what we want to 
hear are not always the same thing. 
 



But in the case of the first recorded message, Jesus’ words seemed to strike a chord with his 
listeners.  He begins with what we have come to know as the Beatitudes.  These have a slight 
distinction between how they are recorded in Matthew and Luke, which might indicate that he 
spoke these words more than once with subtle differences.  Or it might mean that people heard it 
differently depending upon their circumstances.   
 
He began with the Beatitudes when is a word of blessing.  Jesus was not reading from a 
manuscript like many preachers do.  I believe that he spoke these words looking intimately at the 
people who were standing right there around him. 
 
When he said, “Blessed are the poor” I think he was looking out among those who were poor, 
hungry, struggling.  He looked at them and named what he saw. 
 
I believe that when he said, “Blessed are those who mourn” he was looking out at folks who 
were grieving or sorrowing.  Like many who grieve, they probably didn’t have tears in their eyes 
at that moment.  Jesus understood that many of those who grieve do so in privacy away from the 
watchful eyes of others.  At home, alone, when they could finally put their defenses down, they 
wept.  No one saw them cry, no one heard their sobs, but Jesus understood that there were people 
there who were sad and sorrowing. 
 
He looked out at the crowd and knew that there were some longing for justice…for themselves 
or for those around them.  They knew systems that were unfair, ways in which people were 
treated unfairly and they worked tirelessly to change things.  Jesus blessed their struggle and 
encouraged them to keep hungering for that which is just. 
 
Jesus looked upon those gathered that day and knew that there were some who were the lone 
thread that kept peace among friends and family.  They were the ones who went from one side to 
the other and helped people see things that the others side were not the enemies.  They eased the 
tensions and held communities and families together. It was hard work.  Thankless work.  And 
they whether it would last.  But for the time being, there was a fragile peace.  Such deeds were 
done quietly and often behind the line of sight, but Jesus noticed.  He thanked them.  He blessed 
them.  He encouraged them. 
 
I would like to believe that this part of the sermon on the mount was much lengthier than what is 
recorded.  I would like to believe that Jesus kept naming people who were blessed.  He blessed 
those who were patient.  He blessed those who empathized with those around them.  He blessed 
those who sacrificed for others.  He blessed the caregivers and the kindhearted, the generous and 
the forgiving.  This part of the sermon went on and on as a means for Jesus to say that he saw the 
goodness that was present around him, the things that might often go unnoticed. 
 
When I came to know Joel, he was homeless, living in a tent city near downtown.  I don’t recall 
how he started attending our church, but soon he was a regular.  Sone of the members knew him 
from many years before.  He had been a martial arts teacher.  Their children had studied under 
his leadership and spoke highly of him. 
 



With time, Joel was very free in telling his story.  He had quit working when his father became 
terminally ill.  The caregiving lasted for several years, but Joel was faithful in providing comfort 
and care.  When his father died, however, Joel had no money.  He was evicted from the home.  
While living on the streets, he was beaten and nearly died.  He had begun drinking and he lost 
control.  Only now was he finding a new foundation and starting over. 
 
I found a little money to hire him to provide security on Sunday mornings.  Joel flourished in this 
role.  Soon he had saved up enough money that he was able to get into an apartment.  The church 
helped him with furnishings.  Joel was elated. 
 
One Christmas Eve, Joel was at the church through all the services.  During one of those 
services, a man came in needing help.  He was homeless and looking to get off the streets.  Joel 
listened patiently to the man and offered some suggestions.  He went into the church kitchen and 
made up some food for this man and then got on the phone to see if there was a shelter he could 
go to.  A cold Christmas Eve at 11 p.m. is not the easiest time to find a place to stay, but Joel just 
kept calling. 
 
When I concluded the midnight service, I was tired and ready to go home.  I had promised Joel a 
ride to his apartment.  When I met him in the narthex and asked if he was ready to leave, it was 
probably close to 1 a.m.  Joel said he had found a shelter for this homeless man to stay in.  We 
needed to take him there.  How can one say no to that such a request? 
 
So the three of us got into my car and we headed toward the shelter.  All along the way, Joel was 
telling the man what to expect, encouraging him to follow through, telling him that he had been 
there as well.  We got to the shelter and beneath a streetlight, the three of us had a prayer.  We 
watched as the man walked into the shelter, safe for the night. 
 
At that moment Joel shouted, “That was so cool!”  He kept saying that it was the best Christmas 
ever and thanking me…as if I had done anything.  It was all his doing and I told him so.  I was a 
grateful witness to the power of one person helping another. 
 
I think this is why Jesus singled out the people that he did in the Beatitudes.  Blessed are the 
poor, those who mourn, the meek, those who hunger and thirst for righteousness, the pure in 
heart, the peace makers, those who are persecuted.  He called them out because he knew that 
their woundedness would make them better able to bring care to one another.  Their brokenness 
would enable them to relate to others who were hurting, even when those hurts might be 
different in nature.  Joel had a passion for helping others because he knew what it was like to be 
alone and struggling.  The congregation might not have experienced homelessness, but they 
understood hurting people, even when those hurts were different than their own, and wanted to 
offer healing and wholeness. 
 
Jesus blessed those who stood before him, but then he complimented them.  When he looked at 
them, they were like the salt of the earth.  Salt, can have many different usages.  It might be used 
as a preservative.  It also adds spice and zest when used in moderation.  To say that these people 
were the salt of the earth was to say to those who might rarely have been seen as important, 
much less complimented, that their contributions mattered.  What you do makes a difference.  



Because you have mourned, you know what it means to hurt and where to find comfort.  Because 
you have experienced conflict, you understand the importance of someone who can see things 
clearly, defuse the tension, restore peace and help hold relationships together.   
 
He complimented them by calling them the light of the world.  At this point, those present must 
surely have turned to one another and asked, “Is he still talking about us?”  How unlikely that the 
hurt, the broken, the wounded, the mourners, the poor, the excluded, would be among the people 
Jesus would look at and say, “You are the light of the world.”  These are people who have more 
likely been told that they are the darkness, they are what is wrong with the world, they are the 
ones who have been judged by others and found wanting.  Jesus looked at them and saw not their 
brokenness but their blessedness.  He saw them and called them the light of the world. 
 
He added to this saying that they were light atop a hill.  For any traveler along a weary road, the 
lights of a city would signal the hope that one’s journey was coming to an end.  Safety was 
ahead.  The lights of the city gave hope to those who were so close to finding what they needed 
to enable them to keep going. 
 
Like the Joel’s of the world, those who have faced the struggles of the world are often in the best 
position to help others find the hope they need.  The alcoholic can tell one who is struggling 
where to find that next step toward healing and sobriety.  The one who has been excluded can 
see the ways in which others are excluded and welcome them into a community of belonging.  
The one who has wept for any reason can offer comfort to others in those same circumstances. 
 
What Jesus said to that group of believers so long ago, is a message worth repeating for the 
saints here assembled at the corner of 8th and Lafayette Streets.  You are blessed.  You are 
blessed in your imperfections, your sorrows, your wonderful, glorious humanity. You are 
imperfect and loved by God.  Let that humanity shine.  Be who you are, filled with the 
experiences life has given you, the lessons you have learned and the things you continue to 
struggle with.  They all add up to who you are and that totality is blessed. 
 
And from that blessed imperfection, reach out to those around you…the community of 
imperfection.  Extend a hand, welcome them, love them, tell them they matter.  Let your light 
shine so that others might know that come to view themselves as beacons of God’s love and 
hope. 


