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“Faithful Together: What Lives On” 

Text: 2Timothy 1:1-14 

 

You would surprise me if you know the name Ziauddin Yousafzai.  He is a teacher from Pakistan 

and a rather courageous teacher at that.  In our culture, we take it for granted that everyone has 

equal opportunity for an education.  But in Ziauddin’s homeland, and in many other countries, 

schools are not as abundant and obtaining an education can be a formidable task. 

 

Ziauddin opened several schools in rural areas throughout Pakistan and he encouraged families 

to bring their children.  When the Taliban began to gain strength, Ziauddin found himself at odds 

with their positions that women should not be permitted to attend schools.  It was often at the 

risk of his own life that he spoke out in favor of equal education for men and women.  He spoke 

on television and radio to get his message out.  He was an excellent advocate for education. 

 

In the small town where Ziauddin and his family lived, his daughter was going for a walk when 

she saw young children scavenging in the local dump for food.  She tried to approach them, but 

they ran away, afraid of strangers, even one so young.  Later that night, the daughter told of her 

experiences seeing the children at the dump and said, “You have to invite them to attend school.” 

 

Ziauddin tried to explain many reasons why this was unlikely.  School is not free in Pakistan and 

these children would not be able to afford the cost.  The daughter was insistent and then her 

mother got involved. Toor Pekai, Ziauddin’s wife, was known for inviting the poor to their 

home, for making space for others in need.  She encouraged Ziauddin to make it possible for 

these children to enroll so that they might escape poverty.  To abbreviate the story and some of 

its complications, Ziauddin was able to obtain funding to make it possible for all who wanted to 

attend school.  

 

I began this by saying that I would be surprised if you knew the name Ziauddin Yousafzi, but 

maybe if I tell you his daughter’s name, you will recognize him.  His daughter is Malala 

Yousafzi, the youngest recipient of the Nobel Peace Prize.  Ten years ago next Sunday will be 

the anniversary of the day when she was shot while returning from school.  She was an 

outspoken advocate for all children having access to education.  And she was equally vocal about 

the importance of young women having that same right.  Malala is the daughter who encouraged 

her dad to open the school to the children scavenging at the local dump.   

 

Malala is a much more familiar name, but many of the values that made her the internationally 

known are the values she learned from her father Ziauddin and her mother Toor.  Something of 

them lives within her. 

 



And the same is true for each of us here today.  Like the universe itself, we were not created in a 

vacuum.  We came from somewhere.  The values we hold, the things that are important to us, the 

priorities that we make have been learned somewhere.   

 

As many of you know, whenever I am conducting a funeral, I like to meet with the family and 

ask them about the deceased.  In so doing, I hear lots of wonderful memories.  Most of the times 

what I hear are not extraordinary accomplishments, but simple everyday events that stay with us 

and speak an important message of kindness, compassion, love, acceptance.  And sometimes if I 

know the family well, I can trace the lineage of those values of the deceased and see how they 

are present in the lives of those sitting with me.  They are the embodiment of the things they are 

speaking of.   

 

Today’s reading is from one of the small letters of the New Testament.  Although it claims to 

have been written by Paul, scholars are skeptical, believing it may have been written by someone 

else using his name.  I won’t go into the details of this controversy, but it is sufficient to say that 

the authorship is in question. 

 

What isn’t in question, however, is that the author writes this letter in a very familiar manner.  It 

is written to Timothy.  Like many of the letters of the Bible, it begins with kind words for the 

recipient.  There are phrases like “I think of you often.”  “I look forward to seeing you.” “The 

very thought of you fills me with joy.”  The opening phrases are filled with kind words that 

would have delighted the recipient. 

 

And then comes the phrase that I want us to focus on this morning.  The author praises 

Timothy’s faith.  “I am reminded of your sincere faith, a faith that lived first in your grandmother 

Lois and your mother Eunice and now, I am sure, lives in you.”  Timothy’s faith did not come 

out of nowhere.  It was a gift that had been passed down through two generations and now lived 

in him. 

 

I choose that term, “gift” intentionally.  Timothy’s faith was nurtured by these women and now 

lives in him.  It was a gift they could give to him and something worth cherishing in his own life.  

Like any gift it was his to accept or decline.  Likewise, his faith might grow and look a bit 

different than his mother and grandmother, but the roots of that faith can be traced through their 

loving support.  Like tracing one’s genealogy, Timothy’s faith has a direct line through his 

mother and grandmother. 

 

Going deeper than our faith, let me ask, who are the people who helped shape your life and 

values in a positive way?  Whose life lives in you?  If it is possible, I would encourage you to 

reach out to those folks and let them know the impact they made upon you.  If they have already 

passed, just find a quiet moment to reflect upon those values and give thanks for those who 

shared them. 

 

What is true of individuals is true of institutions as well.  We are who we are because of those 

who have gone before us.  A few years ago I preached a series of sermons about the history of 

First UMC.  Among the things that I learned was that one of the early pastors of this church was 

Williamson Terrell.  He is buried at the city cemetery.  When he first arrived, he was surprised to 



find out that this little village had no formal public school building.  Rev. Terrell, along with 

other religious leaders, raised funds for the creation of the first school house in our community.  

This church embodied a value of education in our community.  That is a part of who we are.  I 

hear that story and I think about the building of an education wing on this church, the founding 

of the Learning Tree Preschool, the number of teachers and school administrators who are a part 

of this congregation.  Is that just accidental?  Or is it a value that we have carried for nearly 200 

years?  Though the world and this church is very different than when it was founded, I wonder 

whether someone might be able to say that they see the spirit of that simple meetinghouse living 

within this church today.   

 

Maybe that is why it feels personal that there are those within our community trying to limit the 

opportunities to learn.  A church that is set on banning books and removing important literature 

from our local library.  Those running for elected positions with an agenda to limit teacher’s 

ability to teach important concepts.  If these things feel personal, that’s because it is.  Ours is a 

community of faith that valued and continues to value the importance of education for all people 

and with the ability to talk about difficult topics.  We are a church that values education and that 

value runs deep. 

 

One might point to other deep values that are a part of this congregation.  This is a mission 

oriented church, responding to those who are in need as an expression of our faith.  It is what 

Jesus encouraged when he said that the comfort and care we give to those around us, we give to 

him.  And so we respond.  We were one of the founding churches of Love Chapel and its 

ongoing ministries to those who are hungry in our community.  Soon we will begin collecting 

canned fruit for the Christmas pantry and we will have to find places to put more than a thousand 

cans as you bring them here.  That is who we are.  That is the spirit that lives within us.  And we 

will freed our neighbors through the weekly Hot Meals, providing a healthy meal for those in 

need.  And we will respond to needs like hurricanes in Florida and South Carolina, because that 

is who we are.  I can’t find the genesis for these important ministries.  There isn’t a singular 

name or committee that comes forth as the one to say we should do these things.  Perhaps it is a 

reminder that not only does belonging to a church shape us, but we get to shape it as well.  

People like you and me, some who are remembered throughout history and some who quietly 

taught us by their love and example.  Those values are a part of who we are and guide our 

actions in quiet but meaningful ways. 

 

In our lives, we carry the memories of those who helped shape our lives in meaningful ways.  

Parents, teachers, friends, relatives, spouses, Sunday School teachers, people who we knew well 

and some we never met.  Like the writer said to Timothy, anyone who his family would know 

that the spirit of his mother and grandmother live on in his life.  The same is true for our church 

as well.  We are not alone in our ministry, but are guided by a great cloud of witnesses who went 

before us to blaze a path.  We are blessed by the gifts they shared and our opportunity to 

continue that ministry in meaningful ways today. 

 


