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The Beatitudes: Blessed are those who mourn, for they will be 
comforted: Matthew 5:1-12 (4) 
 
“Blessed are those who mourn, for they will be comforted.” This beatitude goes hand in 
hand with the last one (from last week), “blessed are the poor”.  Both poverty and 
mourning are basic human experiences: experiences that are part of the framework of our 
very existence, experiences that impact us at the deepest level of what it means to be 
human.  We all experience various kinds of poverty (economic, social, physical, mental, 
spiritual), and we can experience instances of loss and subsequent mourning (when a 
loved person dies, when we lose a job, when a relationship fails).  But the poverty and 
mourning that Jesus is talking about here is much more basic than that.  It includes those 
things, but it goes deeper, right down into the nature of what it means to be – what it 
means to be human.  In these first two Beatitudes, Jesus is suggesting that the defining 
characteristics of what it means to be human are poverty and mourning, and the blessing 
that arises from those two conditions. 
 
Now, when it comes to grief, I’ve had it pretty easy so far.  I have lost 2 grandparents, but 
still have 2 alive.  Both of my parents are still alive.  My siblings are still alive.  And all 
of my cousins and aunts and uncles are still alive.  Family pets have died over the years, 
but in terms of the kind of mourning that comes when you lose a person who is a part of 
who you are, I have experienced surprisingly little occasion to mourn.   
 
However, this is not the reality for the vast majority of the world, or for the vast majority 
of you.  You know loss, and you know what it means to mourn.  And those of you who 
have grieved or who are in the midst of mourning, probably don’t wake up each morning, 
confronted afresh with your loss and think yourself blessed by God. 
 
But we all know that loss comes in many forms, and so does the occasion to mourn.  Loss 
of physical or mental ability, losing a job, a horribly broken relationship – all of these are 
kinds of loss and mourning naturally follows them.  As I said earlier, as far as death goes, 
my family hasn’t yet experienced the gut-wrenching sense of loss that accompanies 
death.  But that isn’t to say that I have experienced loss or never mourned. 
 
When I was at Regent College in the mid-90s, I met and became engaged to a man who 
was also studying.  We were like any other engaged couple – oblivious to just about 
everything outside our circle of love, and eager and enthused about the life together that 
awaited us.  We did couples counseling, we made plans for where we were going to live 
and what kind of a family we would have. I was finishing up a Masters degree, getting 
married, anticipating a career and a family (didn’t quite have that one worked out yet, but 
I knew it would happen), and life was pretty good – I had it all together. Our plan was to 
get married over the Christmas holiday, take a quick honeymoon, and then return to 
school to finish out our last semester.  And then two weeks before the wedding, my 
fiancé called it all off.  I felt as though my entire life had been ripped out of my chest and 
the world had disappeared from under my feet. 
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Not only did I lose the person who I thought was going to be my life partner, I lost my 
circle of friends, I lost my sense of future, I lost a sense of myself. And worst of all, I felt 
as though I had lost God.  I was incomplete, I had lost my sense of wholeness, I felt cut 
off from the world and from myself.  
 
But I did what most people do – I cried for a bit and then I carried on.  I went back to 
school, did my work, wrote papers, engaged in intense theological discussions about God 
and the church, and put on the “it’s ok” face, most of the time believing that it really was 
ok, and if it wasn’t then at least it would be at some point.   
 
Of course, it was all a lie.  A carefully crafted lie, but a lie nonetheless.  Every morning, I 
would wake up, put on my “I’m fine” suit and go about living as if life really does go on.  
But it wasn’t going on.  Eventually I stopped going out with friends and preferred the 
solitude of my apartment.  I stopped returning phone calls.  I began to struggle with 
turning in papers.  I skipped classes.  I skipped work. Once I had been a suck-it-up, get-
on-with-it kind of person who could do anything.  Now, I lived in a fog and didn’t care. 
Anyone from the outside looking in could easily start ticking off Kübler-Ross’ 5 stages of 
grief because I was a textbook case, and I was stuck in the depression stage. 
 
And then one day while talking with my dad on the phone, he suggested that perhaps I 
should see somebody about depression. So, I went to the doctor, which was a feat in 
itself, talked with her for a little bit, was diagnosed with clinical depression, and put on 
some medication to “help get me over the hump”.   
 
As my brain chemistry began to normalize, the fog began to lift, and some things that 
hadn’t made any sense my whole life began to fall into place – not just from the last six 
months, but as far back as I could readily remember.  Lights started going on in places 
that hadn’t ever been light, and frankly, had been so lost in darkness that I didn’t even 
know they were there.  I began to realize that I had probably been depressed to varying 
degrees at least since high school, if not before.  Now I had an explanation for my high 
school quasi eating disorder, for my ‘in the toilet’ self –esteem that had no logical reason 
for being in the toilet.  I was smart and athletic with both academic and sport successes. I 
had friends.  I was going somewhere.  On the outside I was the person who had it 
together, the person who could do anything I tried, the person for whom life just seemed 
to work.  So why did I always feel as though something wasn’t quite right, as though I 
was cut off from myself, as though I was missing something fundamental to my being?   
Why did I spend so much time and effort tying to be somebody who mattered? 
 
As I began the slow process back to being able to function in the world, this depressive 
time made me acutely aware of two things:  First, I had been in a state of mourning my 
whole life and this break-up seemed to be the tipping point of it all, and second, that God 
was in the business of making the broken whole again.   
 
Some of you might think that a romantic break up doesn’t qualify for the same kind of 
mourning status as losing a spouse or a parent or a child.  Maybe it does maybe it doesn’t.  
But what it speaks to is the fundamental reality of human existence:  we are lost, kicked 
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out and cut off from Eden, cut off from who we are as humans beings.  Humanity (and 
each of us as persons) is broken.  We have this innate sense that we have lost something 
profound, that we are incomplete and damaged.  This in itself is evidence of a memory of 
what we were created to be, and speaks to our instinct for wholeness.  There is a sense of 
loss in our very existence, and so we lament, we mourn, we weep.   
 
Here is where the “blessing of mourning” kicks in.  The ability to mourn is the 
acceptance or realization of our lost-ness, our incompleteness, and this is what opens up 
the capacity for being comforted.  The ability to mourn is the acceptance of reality.   
 
These first two beatitudes are about building capacity – capacity for being blessed, filled, 
comforted, met by God- our creator and Saviour.  We have no capacity to receive and 
recognize that everything is a gift without first becoming poor.  And we have no capacity 
for comfort, or for being brought home again, for being found out of our lost-ness, unless 
we can recognize our fundamental state of incompleteness and mourn it.   
 
As I said last week, the beatitudes are about re-discovering what it means to be human.  
We re-dig the wells of salvation that Jesus has dug out for us, and discover more 
profoundly the plain and simple truth of what it means to be human.  And being human 
involves vulnerability to the one who created us in love, who redeemed us in love, and 
who sustains us in love until the day when the last will be first and the first will be last, 
when the poor are lifted up in glory, and then there will be no more wailing and mourning 
and tears.  Only those who are vulnerable and available for comfort can experience the 
blessing of it. 
 
Here in Canada, we live in a world of culturalized optimism.  This is a world where we 
go to seminars on how to lead a full life, we watch TV shows that try to get us to discover 
our inner wholeness, we read books on how to be happy and complete and take charge of 
our lives.  Nobody likes a person who is down all the time.  Everybody admires the 
person who has it together, and who takes control of their own lives.  Most of our work 
around grief is to get people past it, to help people get over it.  And when all these 
horrible things happen to us, we take a couple of weeks to cry, and then are expected to 
move on. And we are reminded again and again that our own grief isn’t nearly as bad as 
some other people have it.  And even when horrible things aren’t happening to us, we are 
still expected to look on the bright side and put on the cheery face.  We devise outrageous 
schemes to pretend we haven’t experienced loss because we’d rather be our own gods 
and stay in control of our own lives.   
 
Let’s be honest, most of the time our schemes work.  And just like the ways that we 
spend the time in between birth and death pretending that we aren’t fundamentally poor, 
we spend our lives masking the deep-seated fundamental sense that we aren’t whole, and 
that all the effort in the world can’t make us whole.   
 
And then, one day, our schemes and plans and self-made happiness don’t work anymore.  
And that is the day to rejoice.  That is the day when we finally realize the freedom of 
being able to mourn rather than spending so much time and effort trying to avoid it, hide 
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it, mask it or put a different name on it.  Mourning returns us to the recognition that we 
aren’t in Eden anymore, and the only way we are going to get back is if we allow 
ourselves to be comforted, embraced, and restored to our place as human beings created 
in the image of God, and created to share God’s holy communion of pure love and 
acceptance and joy through the power of the Spirit.  That is the day to start becoming 
who we really are. 
 
When Mary Magdalene came to the tomb on Easter morning, she was a woman who 
mourned.  She could have done any number of things instead.  She could have covered up 
her loss, pulled up her bootstraps and got on with it like some of the other disciples.  She 
could have become bitter or resentful that she had wasted the last few years of her life 
cultivating a friendship with a fraud, she could have put on her smiley face and said, 
“well, I guess that’s just the way it is, no sense in crying about it”.  But she didn’t.  She 
just stayed there at the tomb and wept. She was utterly undone.  And she was the one who 
was comforted.  She was the one to whom the resurrected Lord appeared and blessed 
with his presence.  It was his comforting presence that turned the lights on for Mary, and 
which made all those things that didn’t make sense click into place. 
 
I wonder how many times we have missed out on the comforting presence of God – the 
actual presence of God – because we didn’t give ourselves time to mourn: to mourn our 
daily losses, to mourn the profound loss of loved ones and relationships, or to mourn our 
fundamental existential lost-ness as human beings.   
 
We can’t eliminate suffering on this side of the New Creation. But if we can let ourselves 
be aware of it, enter into it, then there is a sense of reality in our lives that probably isn’t 
available any other way.  You are blessed when you recognize the freedom of grief, grief 
for our lost humanity.  You are blessed because then you can be comforted.    
 
So, the next time you get ready to put on your “its ok” mask, or to divert yourself so that 
you don’t have to deal with the pain of grief, or have that niggling sense that something 
isn’t quite right with yourself, don’t be so quick to move on - pause for a moment.  If you 
put the mask down, or entered into the grief, or called out to God to make whole what is 
broken, perhaps you might find yourself enveloped, embraced, held up, in the comforting 
care and love of God.  Perhaps you might experience the blessing of God in your entire 
being – after all, that is the promise of God to his people. 
 
 


