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All Saints’ Sunday 
The strangest thing happened last Sunday during the Prayers of the People…

Not sure anybody else heard it…

But during the Prayers, as Jane was praying for the families of the fallen soldiers…

There was a sound just outside the stained glass windows which flank the altar…

Tap, tap, peck, peck…

One of the many birds which nest outside in the eves of this A-frame Sanctuary…

Tap, tap, peck, peck…
The sound of the outside world was invading the holy space of this Sanctuary…

It was distracting to me… Tap, tap, peck, peck…

As the names were read, I was reminded how things outside this temple
have a way of invading the prayers and praise – the worship - which happens inside.

The weekly prayers for the families of those killed in action,

Have become a sobering reminder that as a nation we are involved in a tragic war…

We are reminded that we live in a world where violence rages and people die and suffer.

Tap, Tap, peck, peck…

Beyond the battlefields of Iraq and Afghanistan, closer to home,
Our spiritual lives are distracted by a great many things, which bombard us from outside.
Tap, Tap – there is the anger we experience as we are hurt by the words and actions of others.

Peck, Peck – there is the deterioration of our health and the well being of those we love.

Tap, Tap – there is the hurt we suffer as a result of being let down by others.

Peck, Peck – there is the fear of losing employment in a marketplace that is uncertain.

Tap, Tap, Peck, Peck… the outside world constantly invades the lives of God’s people…

Not only does the outside invade upon our spiritual lives, it binds us up…

We are bound up – unable to offer our unceasing prayers and praise.

We are bound up with a world of care – unable to respond to God beyond mere tokens.

We are bound up – and the lack of our good works, give evidence of a faith that is dead.

We join Lazarus in tombs of silence, inaction, and despair.
Bound up as the dead children of God by the cares and struggles of our lives… 

We find ourselves giving a poor witness to a world that is in desperate need of some good news.

Our gospel on this All Saint’s Sunday, serves as a powerful reminder of what happens,

when the struggle, pain, and sin of the outside world invades the joy and beauty of life.

Mary is stricken with her grief over the death of her brother, Lazarus.

She is angry – if only God was closer, if only God were nearer, death wouldn’t happen.

She is bound up by events beyond her control… powerless.

Anybody who has ever had someone close die – knows the depths of her pain…

You don’t know how you are going to get by – how life is going to continue.

It is a paralyzing feeling, from which nobody is exempt.

Even Jesus, in his humanity, is found weeping at the tomb of Lazarus.

But our gospel doesn’t end with a weeping Savior bound and powerless.   

Our hope isn’t based on Jesus’ tears of grief.
Jesus heads into the stench filled tomb, into the very heart of the ultimate threat, death itself…

Jesus prays in that putrid place, knowing that even in the place of death…

God’s love and presence are near…

There is no place where is the presence of God cannot be found!

Jesus prays knowing of the power of the gospel to resurrect and transform. 
The power of the gospel is able to reach into the places where life is bound and stifled…

The gospel of Jesus Christ is able to reach in and say to every lifeless Lazarus… come out!

The gospel commands that life be unbound and freed.

In this life saving action as Christians we find the source of all hope.

Through Jesus Christ, we have an Easter hope that is rock solid.

Today, we remember the lives and witness of all the saints.

With feet firmly on the ground, the saints have looked to heaven for inspiration.

With their lives, they witnessed to the power of God, which sets life free.

They grasped with every ounce of strength to God’s Easter hope.
Saints are the ordinary, faithful, sinful people of God who answer God’s calling… 

Who live in hope and respond to God’s love with compassion and caring…

As the world goes tap, tap, peck, peck around them, saints carry on in faith.

Though saints might doubt their ability to get through the many struggles at hand, 

They believe all the more, 
in the power of Jesus to set them free from all the things that limit life…

Saints trust in God’s power to forgive and to give life a new start.

If you get a chance later, walk around the outside of this sanctuary and look up at the cross.

Mounted on the wall opposite this beautiful oak cross that is at the center of our worship inside,

Is an equally large white-painted cross on the outside,
bearing witness to the mission of the church to be one of peace and reconciliation in the world.

Look close at the transept, the cross beam of that white cross…

You will notice tiny holes… Tap, tap, peck, peck…

Although one of these days we’ll have to make a repair, 

I’m not anxious about getting that one started.

As I look upon those tiny holes, I am reminded of the sacrifice made upon that cross…

The prince of peace came with love, compassion, and forgiveness…

Only to have these amazing gifts of God met with…  tap, tap, peck, peck…
Yet upon that cross, with blood, sweat, and tears, Christ built his Church...

A Church of Sinful People who give witness to God’s transforming grace...

A Church of Saintly People who give witness to the power of the resurrection.

Yet upon that cross, with blood, sweat, and tears, Christ built his Church,

who is called to give faithful witness until that day, when Jesus brings us home. 
Amen.
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