
“Looking to the Balcony” 
All Saint’s Day 

 
Hebrews 12: 1-3 

Therefore, since we are surrounded by so great a cloud of witnesses, let us also 

lay aside every weight and the sin that clings so closely, and let us run with 

perseverance the race that is set before us, 2 looking to Jesus the pioneer and 

perfecter of our faith, who for the sake of the joy that was set before him endured 

the cross, disregarding its shame, and has taken his seat at the right hand of the 

throne of God. 3 Consider him who endured such hostility against himself from 

sinners [i.e. people of violence], so that you may not grow weary or lose heart.  

 
 
I have a friend who runs marathons…for fun. His goal is to run a marathon in all fifty states. So 
far, he’s raced in twenty-nine. In the 26.2-mile contest, he says that there is an infamous point 
where the body runs out of steam and wants to give up. It’s the point where the mind has to 
overcome the lactic acid burn, and where the voice of our internal Little Engine that Could takes 
over saying, “I think I can…” Runners call it, getting through mile 20.  
 
Well, for us, we find ourselves trying to get through mile 2020. This year has felt like one long 
marathon. A marathon for justice as peacemakers keep lacing up their shoes to protest the 
ongoing violence against Black bodies. A marathon of loss, as COVID-19 claims 230,000 
American lives and 1.2 million worldwide. A marathon of political chaos as worry around 
Election Day weights on our hearts and minds. Inside of it all, we are collectively exhausted and 
emotionally overwhelmed. Our souls are weathered, our bodies are tense. We are a people 
who are grieving as we just try to muddle through mile 2020 in one piece.  
We might have moments where we wonder, how we are going to do it? 
 
Perhaps we start by facing it. Maybe we pause and take a moment to acknowledge the grief 
that has been swirling in us and around us. In times like these, we need a container to hold our 
pain and worry. To be honest, maybe it isn’t just this year that has felt like a marathon, but the 
last four years. Perhaps for our friends of color it isn’t just the last four years that have been 
unbearably long, but the last four hundred years!  
 
Then for some of us, we have had to say goodbye to a loved one during a pandemic. And with 
funeral arrangements limited or postponed, we have had no container to grieve as a 
community. For others, we have been isolated and alone for eight long months. For others, we 
manage teaching over zoom, learning over zoom, worshiping over zoom. Zoom, Zoom, Zoom. 
School is not the same. Church isn’t the same. Nothing is the same. Of course we are grieving 
and need somewhere to put it! 
 



There is a downtown church who a few weeks ago rang their bells 215,000 times; once for 
every person who died of COVID-19. They took shifts ringing the bell 24/7, leaving six seconds 
per person. It took them just over two weeks. Now six seconds isn’t very long, but collectively 
for two weeks it was a container that held the gravitas of what is happening. So maybe we 
pause for a moment as a community, allowing our bodies to release whatever hurt or anxiety or 
grief most of us are feeling right now. {pause} 
 
Now listen closely. Within this space, there is another presence among us. It is the presence of 
our ancestors of faith cheering us on encouraging us to keep going.  
 
There is a pastor who was having a difficult time preaching in an empty church to a camera—
anyone who’s done it knows it’s awkward with no energy or feedback. Then she remembered 
something her drama teacher once told her when she was a little girl as a young aspiring 
thespian. Her teacher told her that whenever she felt awkward or anxious to look up to the 
balcony. So she began looking to the balcony imagining her great cloud of saints cheering her 
on with “Keep preaching it, preacher!” and “Amen!” As we look to our balcony, there is a great 
cloud of witnesses who know what the race is like, have lived through mile 20 moments before 
and are there cheering us on through these times. 
 
There’s Dick Patterson wearing his bow tie. You know, as the founding pediatric oncologist for a 
three-state region, he lost every single child he treated the first few years of his practice. Every. 
Single. Child. But he kept lacing up his shoes and somehow, his faith kept him going. And now 
hear him cheering us on.  
 
Then there’s Ginny Carr, with her fresh lipstick on, maybe standing next to Bill Mabry. As two 
founding members of Trinity, they are pumping their fist in the air shouting, “Keep going, 
Trinity!” There’s Bob P. singing in the heavenly choir and Jack W. There’s Marian H. and Sallie 
and Vi. There’s Al Winn preaching at us: “Keep going Trinity!” 
 
Then there are those who we may not have known personally, but whose life inspires us. 
There’s Ruth Bater Ginsburg with her gavel and special collar saying, “Keep dissenting, Trinity!” 
There’s Congressman John Lewis—who I imagine is standing next to Carlton Eversley saying, 
“Keep making good trouble, Trinity!”  
 
We are blessed to have such a great cloud in the balcony who have run the race of faith 
through the hardest of days and darkest of nights. Whose faith somehow kept them going and 
who followed the one who loved so expansively that not even death could hold him down. And 
I imagine him in the balcony as well, cheerleading the loudest. 
 
So here’s the thing. It’s not only those who came before us who are inspiring, but also those 
who will come after us and who will carry our legacy of peace, justice and love forward when it 
is our time to enter into the balcony.  
 



On our last day of vacation, we got out of bed early and drove out to the beach to watch the 
sunrise. As the waves flip-flopped around and as runners jogged by there was a moment when 
the sun peeked through the clouds in such a way that the glow made a golden circle ring which 
looked a lot like…a halo. And in the moment, I heard a cheering of voices that said regardless of 
what happens on Tuesday or any day, hope is still found in each and every sunrise.  
 
So whether we win or lose,  
we will still fix our gaze on the ways  
we can bring love and justice into the world. 
Because the truth is, regardless of what happens,  
we will keep carrying the voices of our ancestors with us 
to let the world know that it is love that always has the final vote. 
And for that the church looks to the balcony and says, “Alleluia! Alleluia! Amen!” 
 
 
And maybe, as we look to the balcony seeing all those faithful people 
cheering us on, we remember the world is full of holiness 
and hope is always found in the next sunrise. Amen. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


