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All Saints Sunday 
November 4, 2018 
Revelations 21:1-6 

 
Our Beloved Saints 

 Eight men and three women were martyred in a synagogue four hours northwest of 

us eight days ago. They were not Christian martyrs, and they did not set out last Saturday 

morning, to give their lives for their faith. They went to Shabbat, Hebrew for Sabbath, to 

pray. But die they did, at the hands of a man whose mind was terribly twisted by some 

demonic combination of obsession, mental illness, radicalism and hate. Martyrs do not, 

for the most part, volunteer to die for their faith; neither Judaism nor Christianity 

encourages believers to seek out martyrdom. It’s likely that most martyrs start the day 

they die thinking it will be an ordinary day like any other. They dress for the day, have 

some breakfast, and go on about their work. Martyrdom is forced on them when faced 

with a terrible choice; yield their faith and live, or cling to their faith and die. It is likely 

true that many of these men and women murdered while at prayer did not have the time to 

think through what was happening to them and make a conscious choice to live or die. 

Had they had any chance at all surely they would have hidden or ran like others who 

survived. But their killer chose that they should die, and they died at prayer and they died 

because they were Jews, and counts, I think, as martyrdom. 

 Martyrdom is a type of witness to the faith one holds. It is a declaration that our 

belief about the nature and work of God is more important, ultimately, than our own 

physical integrity.  One of our readings on this All Saint’s Sunday is from the book of 
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Revelation, where we see the court of heaven at worship at the foot of God’s throne. One 

asks “Who are these clothed in robes of white and where did they come from?” The 

answer is, “These are the ones who have come out of the great tribulation. They have 

washed their robes and made them white in the blood of the Lamb.” They are, in other 

words, martyrs, the stain left by the shedding of their blood whitened by the blood shed by 

Jesus Christ on the cross. After this unusual image, comes some of the most comforting 

words in Scripture, God “will shelter them with His presence. They shall hunger no more, 

neither thirst anymore; the sun shall not strike them, nor any scorching heat. For the Lamb 

in the midst of the throne will be their shepherd, and He will guide them to springs of 

living water, and God will wipe away every tear from their eyes.” 

 Some of our grief is very old, as the deaths of parents and grandparents or old 

friends are brought to mind decades after their passing. Even though the sting of a death 

long past, it can at times feel very fresh. Some of our grief is very new, as we mourn the 

loss of those who died since last All Saints Day. This is All Saints Day, a day dedicated to 

those ordinary human beings, people like ourselves, who were not necessarily the 

superstars of the world of faith, like a St. Paul or a Moses or a Mary Magdalene.  We 

grieve for the ordinary saints, the saints who shared our homes and our worksites and our 

schools. We mourn the saints we knew from the grocery store or chatted with as we found 

our seats at church. These were extraordinary people in their own ways, living out their 

faith in ways that strengthened the faith of others and brought comfort to those in need. 
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  To be clear, this isn’t like a cult of saints or anything…we don’t need special saints 

to intercede for us, because we presume that God listens to them more since they were  

basically better Christians than we are.  What we celebrate when we celebrate All Saints is 

not the superhuman faith and power of a select few but God’s ability to use flawed people 

to do divine things. We celebrate the fact that God creates faith in God’s people, and those 

people through ordinary acts of love, bring the Kingdom of Heaven closer to Earth. We 

celebrate that we have, in all who’ve gone before us, what St Paul calls such a great cloud 

of witnesses and that the faithful departed are as much the body of Christ as we are.   

 It is quite a thing, really.  That we are connected to so many. Connected to so much 

faith. So many stories. So much divine love. Especially in this day and age of alienation 

and trying to find community and belonging. We might think that the basis of being 

connected to other people is in having theology or political beliefs or denominational 

affiliation or neighborhood or musical taste or Facebook groups in common.  But none of 

that is what connects you to the Body of Christ. What connects you to the body of Christ 

is not your piety or good works or theological beliefs.  It’s God. A God who gathers up all 

of God’s children into the church eternal. 

 So, today let us remember all the deeply faithful and deeply flawed saints of God’s 

church through whom the glory of God has been revealed is being revealed and will be 

revealed.  Let us remember Mary Magdalena and Peter the fisherman and the glorious 

disciples.  Let us remember St Frances and Mother Teresa and Martin Luther King Jr. Let 

us remember Amanda’s Mom, Ruth’s Jack, and Mark’s bother-in-law Steve, and Bobbie 
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Sigworth who many of us knew.  Just to name a few. Today let us thank God for gathering 

so many into the church eternal, some of whom still light our own paths. 

 Some of you have come here today to honor someone you have loved who has died. 

Your hearts are heavy with the loss of someone dear. Many of us have our own beloved 

dead to remember this day. People who we’d frankly rather still have here in this room 

and not as a candle on the altar on the first Sunday of November. We’d rather be standing 

behind them in line buying groceries, or behind them in line to get into the ball game, or 

standing in line for communion with them rather than adding them to the litany of saints. 

 So we gather around this table week after week - a foretaste of the heavenly banquet 

around which the saints are already gathered.  We give thanks that around this table we 

are tied to the whole communion of saints – united with all who have ever received bread 

and wine and told it was Jesus and it was for them.  We are joined here with angels and 

arch angels cherubim and seraphim – we are joined with the church on earth and the 

church in heaven and all who have called upon the name of God.  

 So for this we are also giving thanks, that saintly acts are always just really simple 

acts of love. And that we give thanks for all those who have come before us handing on 

the faith and being used by God for simple acts of love. May we like they did before us, 

lead those who come after us to Christ and to His way.  Amen 


