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All Saints Day 
 
If you didn’t bring anything to put on the table, imagine what you would have brought, 
and “add” it to the table.  There. 
 
Our communion table is covered with so many blessings this morning, in the reminders 
of the “saints” of our lives.  A father’s encouragement, a sibling’s support, a friend’s 
companionship. The people represented by photos and objects this morning were such 
gifts to us.  No doubt they were also challenges:  nobody is perfect, so the communion 
table also holds a mother’s anger, a spouse’s selfishness, an uncle’s addiction.  Nobody 
we’re remembering this morning was perfect, nor did they have to be.  Sometimes it’s 
the “shadow side” of someone we love that helps us grow the most. 
 
Some of the items on this table remind us of people who died very recently, like Ernie 
Fournier.  But others died long ago.  If your parent or friend died recently, no doubt the 
pain is still very strong, maybe still directs your every day.  But our culture is filled with 
all sorts of mistaken ideas about how long such pain lasts.  A few weeks after a death of 
somebody “older”, everybody expects us to go back to normal.  I remember about nine 
months after my dad died, mentioning to somebody that it had been a hard year.  She 
was surprised to hear that I was still grieving my dad “so many months” later.  And even 
when people do expect grief to last longer, the outside limit tends to be a year.  Then it’s 
assumed we have “moved on”, “gotten closure”.  One of my favorite podcasts these 
days is called “Terrible, Thanks for Asking”.  Nora McInerny was a young mom when 
her husband died from brain cancer.  Two years later she’s remarried with a new baby.  
But her love for her new husband does not in any way remove her intense grief for her 
first husband.  Turns out that’s just a hard thing for people to wrap their heads around.  
But grief isn’t linear and loss isn’t simple.  We can make a new friend, but still 
desperately miss the friend who died from a sudden heart attack.  We can function quite 
well at work while feeling completely lost years after our sibling’s death.  We can laugh 
and go to movies and then go home and cry ourselves to sleep again because the other 
side of the bed is empty.  The human spirit is incredibly resilient but also easily torn 
asunder when we lose somebody we love. 
 
Of course, in the Christian tradition we have this idea that death isn’t forever.  We have 
all kinds of imagery of a house with many rooms waiting for us, or a ship that has sailed 
just over the horizon, this promise that we will be together again.  Maybe some days we 
believe that more than others.  There’s also the sense that the person who died is still 
here with us.  I ask family members, “Have they shown up yet?” and hear so many 
stories about dreams or unusual animals or the right song on the radio or even smells – 
so many ways we seem to be connected to the people we love who have died.  Not to 
mention the power of memory, and the example that someone has set for us, and the 
stories we tell that keep the person alive.  There are many ways in which the person we 
love isn’t “gone” – powerful and palpable ways in which they are still with us, or signs 
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that we will be with them again.  And sometimes that can help with the pain.  And 
sometimes it’s just a drop of comfort in an ocean of grief. 
 
That’s why we need people and places where we can be honest about the pain we’re 
still feeling.  Maybe we don’t want to talk about it, but just don’t want to have to act like 
everything is sunshine and happiness.  My hope is that the church is one of those 
places.  Sometimes we even create that kind of space intentionally, like at the Longest 
Night service in December that names directly how hard the holiday season can be for 
those who are hurting, and sometimes it’s just the person at coffee hour who asks “How 
are you?” and really means it.  But when we’re not here, when we’re out in the world at 
work or in the neighborhood or in the grocery store, we still need “sacred space” where 
we can share our pain without it getting brushed off or without people turning away in 
discomfort.  So all of us need to practice standing in that really difficult place of 
witnessing someone else’s grief, knowing we can’t do a single thing to make it better, 
but standing with them in that pain nonetheless. 
 
Maybe you haven’t yet experienced the kind of grief I’m talking about.  I wish there was 
a chance you’d get through life without knowing it at all.  Actually, I don’t – such a wish 
would be a curse.  Loss and grief and pain are part of the price we pay for loving 
another person.  It feels like a high price sometimes, but if the alternative is not to love 
in the first place, then it’s worth it.  Because that’s what life is for. 
 
I have another photo to add to the communion table this morning.  It’s mine.  Because 
the reality is, someday I will die too.  Of course, I’m hoping that’s a long time away, 
when I’ve had lots of time to play with grandchildren.  But none of us are getting out of 
this alive.  And I can only hope that someday I will be missed enough that somebody 
would want to add my picture to an All Saints altar table.  That I will have loved enough 
and hurt enough and cared enough to be counted among the “saints”. 
Someday, my friends, your picture will be here, too.  Someday all of us will be gone.  
Every single person in this room will be a spirit and a memory.  There is nothing to be 
done about that.  We can eat right, exercise daily, take our vitamins.  That might all help 
us live a longer and healthier life, but each of us will die.  That is inevitable.  What isn’t 
inevitable is the legacy we’ll leave behind, the memories others will hold of us, the 
impact we will make.  This is the challenge of Jesus’ words in the gospel of Matthew, 
the call for us to be peacemakers, and to be merciful, and to hunger and thirst for 
righteousness.  To bring this world just a little bit closer to God’s kindom, to make our 
world look a little bit more like the place we imagine those who have died inhabit now.  
That’s the job description of a saint, one each of us can fulfill in our own way in our own 
lives.   
 
My friends, we get ready to come to the communion table.  Here we remember the last 
meal Jesus ate with his friends.  The meal Jesus shared when he somehow knew that 
his life was about to end.  He knew there were hard times ahead, and that he wouldn’t 
be there to help them through it.  So he gave them a memory:  a memory of bread 
broken and shared, a memory of a cup passed around the table.  And he told them, 
“Whenever you sit together like this, and share a meal together like this, remember me.  
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And it will be almost like I am here.”  And so we do the same thing this morning.  We 
share bread and pass the cup.  And we remember Jesus and all that he taught and all 
that he was and the way he made God present in the world.  And we also remember the 
people we have brought to this table this morning.  And we remember all that they were 
and all that they gave us and the ways in which they showed us how to love.  We’re all 
here together, this morning, you and me and Jesus and all the saints of our lives.  And 
someday, we will be together again.  Until that day, we will continue what they started, 
and keep bringing love to this world.  Amen. 
 


