
 
Sermon Sunday 2nd September - Matthew's Beatitudes 

Evensong - Newcastle Cathedral 
 
After the death of his mother Naomi, who had spent years suffering from severe mental ill-health, the poet 
Allen Ginsberg wrote this hymn in her honour. 
 
In the world which He has created according to his will Blessed Praised 
Magnified Lauded Exalted the Name of the Holy One Blessed is He! 
In the house in Newark Blessed is He! 
 In the madhouse Blessed is He!  
In the house of Death Blessed is He! 
Blessed be He in Paranoia! Blessed be He in the city! 
Blessed be He in the Book! 
Blessed be He who dwells in the shadow! 
Blessed be He! Blessed be He! 
 
Blessed be you Naomi in tears! Blessed be you Naomi in fears! 
Blessed Blessed Blessed in sickness! 
Blessed be you Naomi in Hospitals! Blessed be you Naomi in Solitude! 
Blest be your triumph! Blest be your bars! Blest be the gaunt of your cheek! Blest be your withered thighs! 
 
Blessed be Thee Naomi in Death! Blessed be Death! Blessed be Death! 
Blessed be He Who leads all sorrow to Heaven! Blessed be He in the end! 
Blessed be He who builds Heaven in Darkness! 
Blessed Blessed Blessed be He! 
 
I don't know whether Ginsberg was being sarcastic. His relationship with his ancestral Judaism was strained, to 
say the least. But his response to his mother's difficult life and hard death was to proclaim... to shout... to 
scream... Blessed be He! Blessed be He! 
 
Blessed be God in all the hardest places and times of his mother's illness. 
 
Blessed be Naomi in all the states and phases of her life. 
 
Jews and Christians alike proclaim, in the good times and the bad... Blessed be God... and blessed is each of his 
human children. Always. 
 
**** 
 
A politician... mocks the disabled as less than human. 
 
A corporation, a landlord, employer... swats away the rights and dignity of the poor. 
 
The circle of friends... does not know how to respond when one of their number is bereaved... They draw 
away. 
 
The media... point a long ink-blotted finger... at the ugly, the old, the timid... and we join them. 
 



**** 
 
And Jesus says... blessed... blessed... blessed are we. 
 
Mock the poor in spirit... blessed. 
Pity the bereaved... blessed. 
Crush, use and abuse the meek... blessed. 
Scorn the righteous... blessed. 
Take advantage of mercy... blessed. 
How naive the pure... blessed. 
Ignore oppression... blessed. 
Turn back, don't take a stand... blessed. 
 
**** 
 
Seek to be poor in Spirit. 
Have faith in your mourning. 
Honour the meek. 
Admire the righteous. 
Hold mercy... tenderly. 
Be pure even as God is pure. 
Rejoice when others laugh at you because of this... and stand tall in the confidence and hope of Christ. 
 
Do all these things... but hear this Gospel... and hear it deeply. 
 
***** 
 
God... in all things is Blessed.  
You... in all things are Blessed.  
Each child of God... in every high and every low... inexhaustibly... Blessed. 
 
Let us bless the Lord God, living and true. Let us always give him praise, glory, honour, blessing and every 
good. Amen. Amen. 
 
 


