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	Last weekend was the 50th wedding anniversary celebration for Fred and Joyce Bolton.  It was a marvelous and classy event.  Congratulations.   Over the course of my ministry I’ve been to a number of 50th wedding anniversary events and this was one of the nicest.   
	Across the course of my ministry – at these events – I began to ask (to myself) just what exactly was being celebrated.  After all, at a 50th wedding anniversary party what is the cause for celebration?   Are we celebrating long-life – that this pair of people actually lived long enough to celebrate their 50th?  Are we celebrating patience and perseverance – that she didn’t get mad and kill him for his stupidity back about year 30?   Or are we celebrating something else?   What I’ve decided is that at 50th wedding anniversary parties what’s being celebrated is what has been built.  What we’re celebrating is that these two immature clueless people took the good and bad “stuff” of life and were able to build a life.  What we’re celebrating is that these two people took their hopes and dreams and fears and skills and their successes and failures and were able to build something of strength and beauty.   

	In that light I want you to consider that August is “National What Will Be Your Legacy Month?”   I have to be honest and tell you that I couldn’t find out started this ball rolling.  I don’t know who thought it up.   November 4 is National Chicken Lady Day and I don’t want to know who started that one.   I don’t know who is responsible for most of the National days, weeks and months, that Americans are invited to celebrate.   

	But I like “National What Will Be Your Legacy Month.”    I think it has a Christian possibilities.   The scripture that I’ve chosen for today is from the end of Paul’s life in which he reflects on his legacy and his coming reward.  It certainly puts a different spin on the idea of legacy.   Allow me to explain.  
	As I was doing my research for this sermon I Googled, “What Be Your Legacy Month” and was immediately shown about 100 websites that were willing to take my estate and set up a charitable foundation.   And I have to be honest with you – If I had a couple of million dollars I’d be absolutely delighted to set up a foundation that funded scholarships for ministerial students – that’s where my heart is.  But I don’t have a couple of million dollars and unless something amazing happens I don’t expect that will happen.   So much for leaving a financial legacy.  
	But I’m not sure that it takes a lot of money to leave a legacy.    I wish you could have known Betty Conner.   When we first moved to town Betty, her husband Tom, and her sister Peg lived across the street.  Our kids learned to ride their trikes across the road, walk into their kitchen and ask for cookies.  Great.   Betty had been a traveling dance instructor.  Peg had taught singing – her graduates included the Country and Western Star, Minnie Pearl.   Tom had been a pharmacist.   By the way, their grand-daughter is Claire McCaskill the junior senator from Missouri.   
By the time we got to town they were all in their 90’s and one by one I led the funeral services for each of them.   Betty was the last to die.   As I think about her legacy I am reminded of the day that she went into the care facility.  It’s kind of a sad story – Tom had been a great pharmacist but was lousy at finances and finally there was no money.   So Betty was going into a facility courtesy of the State of Missouri which would pay all of her bills and give her $30 per month for personal needs such as toothpaste.   On her last day in her home I went by to visit and Betty pulled out an envelope with a little bit of money in it.   They had taken all of her aluminum cans in for recycling for which she had received the grand sum of $5.38 which she wanted to donate to the annual Youth Mission Trip to San Antonio.   I was amazed.  This was literally the last money she had, the last money that she was going to have and she was giving it to me – to give to the youth.   I didn’t want to take her gift, but knew that I had to and so I did. 
	But I didn’t give the money to the youth.   I glued that money into a frame that I hung on the wall in the youth room because I wanted the youth to remember how much the church loved and supported them.  But more than that I thought that I had just received “the widow’s mite.”  You know that story, don’t you?   Jesus was standing in the Temple court watching people put their offering in a chest when he saw a beggar woman donate 2 cents – all she had.   And Jesus praised the woman for her generosity.   That’s what I thought about Betty Conner’s $5.38.   I thought her small donation was incredibly generous.    The last time I visited that church building that money, in its frame was still hanging on the wall.    I think that’s an amazing legacy.   

	And while I’m thinking of legacies I have to think about Wheeler.  His name was actually Lawrence Wheeler but no one called him Lawrence, he was just “Wheeler.”   Wheeler had been the manager of the local MFA operation (Missouri Farmer’s Association) which meant that he had been one of the most important people in town.   Like many people in town he was incredibly untraveled.   He talked often about when he made the move to Lebanon, Missouri.   I finally got curious and found out that this big move had been from Conway which was all of 15 miles down the road.  
By the time I got to town he had been retired for 15 years, his wife Sylvia had died, and he was the church custodian – and one of the worst custodians that I have ever seen.  There was dust and cobwebs everywhere.    The ladies of the church would plant flowers and Wheeler would mow them down.    I remember Wheeler insisting on helping me move my boxes of books into the church – up a flight of stairs – and being pretty sure that I was going to kill him.
	Everyone in the church understood that Wheeler wasn’t much of a custodian – but they all understood that Wheeler was an outstanding Christian man.  He was a man of unquestioned integrity and grace.   The congregation thought so much of Wheeler that it was understood he could be church custodian as long as he wanted.
	Not too many years into my tenure there Wheeler finally faced facts and gave up the job.   Not too long after that he was diagnosed with liver cancer.   Quickly he was moved to an assisted care facility called “Gaslight Manor,” a name which always made me a little nervous for the safety of the residents.  One day I went to visit Wheeler.  I knocked on his door, opened it and found him kneeling on a pillow on the floor next to his pillow.   Seeing that he was in prayer I offered to come back later Wheeler told me to stay.  He explained that God was going to be there later to listen.  
	Wheeler’s financial legacy didn’t amount to much.   But he lived his life in such a way that I remember him.  I remember him as a man of integrity and a man of gentleness and grace who could be completely trusted but who didn’t have an enemy in the world.   I remember him and in some ways wouldn’t mind being like him and maybe that’s a pretty good legacy.

	While I’m thinking about legacies and about Gaslight Manor I am reminded of a man whose name I can’t give you.   He was a faithful member of the church – he faithfully slept through every sermon I ever preached.    Several years in, because of declining health, he decided to move into Gaslight Manor where they could take care of him.   And I would go to visit him and every time we’d have the same conversation.   He would tell me over and over how much lake front property he owned and how many millions of dollars he was worth.   It never dawned on him – and I never brought it up – but all of that money was not buying friends to visit him or keeping him warm at night.   It never dawned on him that all of his wealth had landed him in the same place as Wheeler who had very little money.   It never dawned on him that his family was circling like vultures waiting for him to die so that they could get at his money.  
	This man had spent his life being a cheap, crotchety old curmudgeon and had left a terrible legacy.   Yes, he had earned a lot of money.  Yes, he had gotten lucky and he owned some farm land that had become valuable.  But no one liked him.  No one looked to him as an example of any virtue.   He didn’t stand for anything that others respected.   Some legacy.  

	Which raises the best of questions, what will be your legacy?   It’s interesting, in this passage of scripture Paul is hoping that he will be remembered as a person who overcame opposition and was faithful to the call of God on his life.   He wants to be remembered as a person who did what God called him to do.   
When it’s all said and done what will you be remembered for?   What will you have built with your life?   The other day, at the Bolton’s 50th Anniversary party, as we considered what they had built with their lives, I made some notes on the bulletin about what I hope that I can build with my life.  I made a list of the things that I hope people remember me for.  
	My hope is that people will remember me as a person of faith who lived in relationship with God and who experienced God’s presence every day.  My hope is that I will be remembered as a person who manifested hope and joy even in the worst of times.   I hope that my legacy will be that I was a person who found ways to use my God given gifts in ways that made a difference.  I hope that I will be remembered as a person who sought justice and who expressed grace.    

	I have an observation to make.   With all due respect to all of the websites that tried to get my attention the other day, I believe that the legacies that we leave are never really things that you can count.   Our legacies are never really about the amount of money that we earned or the property that we owned or the number of sermons that we preached.   Legacies, I believe, can’t be counted.   Legacies are about the things  we chose to make important in our lives; the things we chose to stand for.   I believe that legacies are not about our accomplishments but about the way that we treated others.   I believe that legacies are about where we chose to put our faith.   

	Take a moment and give some thought to your legacy.  Think about how you want to be remembered.     Maybe you’ll want to pray and ask for the wisdom of God.  In my mind’s eye I picture my family and friends gathered in a living room some place – sometime after my death.   And I picture them talking about me and how I lived and what my life was about.   Now picture your family and friends gathered around after your death talking about you.  What will they say?  How will you be remembered?  How do you want to be remembered?  
And you understand the value of this practice.   Perhaps you and I ought to write down the legacy we hope to leave and post it on our bathroom mirrors so that we don’t lose sight of it – so that we can live our lives in that direction.   Unless you are an absolutely amazing person, I’ll bet that there are some things about your life that you’ll need to think about, some things that you’ll want to change.   My challenge is for you to hold your legacy out in front of your life like a target and then allow your life to follow.    And remember it’s not going to be the things you can count that will really matter – it will be the things that you stand for, the way you treat others.  




When It’s All Been Said and Done[footnoteRef:2] [2:  When It’s All Been Said And Done, by Jim Cowan, performed by Robin Mark.  ] 


When it’s all been said and done
There is just one thing that matters
Did I do my best to live for truth
Did I live my life for You.
When it’s all been said and done
All my treasures will mean nothing
Only what I’ve done for love’s reward
Will stand the test of time.  

Lord, Your mercy is so great
That you look beyond our weakness
And find purest gold in miry clay
Making sinners into saints

I will always sing your Praise
Here on earth and ever after
For you’ve shown me Heaven’s my true home
When it’s all be said and done
You’re my life with life is gone.

Lord, I’ll live my life for you
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