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New Jerusalem Lutheran Church Cindy Baskin
All Saints’ Sunday – Year A November 5, 2017
Text: Revelation 7:9-17; Psalm 34:1-10, 22; I John 3:1-3; Matthew 5:1-12

Theme: All Saints’ Day, Daffodil Bulbs, and Remembering

Today we celebrate the feast of All Saints'. It’s a day when we remember all those who have come
before us; a day when we celebrate what the Apostle's Creed refers to as the "communion of the
saints." It’s a day when we give thanks to God for all those faithful people who have died across
the years.

In parts of Guatemala, the Feast of All Saints’ is celebrated in the cemetery. If possible, families
gather to clean and decorate the graves of their loved ones. Tombs are white-washed or done in
pink, aqua, blue, or yellow. Greenery, flowers, ribbons or festive wreaths decorate graves. Family
members will spend the day in the cemetery praying, visiting, eating, and celebrating the saints.
The air is festive, not somber, with smiles being more evident than tears. I imagine there is much
story-telling about those who have gone before – much remembering.

It's good to remember. Remembering puts us in touch with our roots and with our own sacred
heritage, reminding us both of where we have come from and of where we are going.
Remembering keeps us aware that we are all on a journey from birth to death and headed to an
eternal destiny. Remembering provides us with models for faithful living as we make this journey.
Above all, remembering reminds us that none of us is nigh unto him or herself. All of us have a
history that has been informed by others who have gone before us. My husband and I just
returned from a trip to Italy where it seems that nothing is less than 500 years old. But as one
looks at all the incredible art work it’s apparent how changes occurred in the learning of
“perspective” from one master to the next as history moved from the Mediaeval period to the
Renaissance to the Baroque to the Classical period. Each of the Italian artists learned from those
who had preceded them. In like manner, our remembering reminds us that each of us has received
gifts and been influenced by those who have gone before us. And we, in turn, will influence and
inform the lives of others. The “Communion of Saints” is not just a fancy, theological term, but a
reality for all of us. We are part and parcel of those who have gone before us, and we, in turn, will
influence those who come after us.

There were “saints” who founded this parish over 250 years ago. They gave sacrificially of their
time, talent and financial resources to make the dream of this church a reality. They were willing
to risk through good and bad times, including several major wars, the church roof collapsing in a
blizzard and destroying the church building, and a later church building that was destroyed by fire.
Our predecessors here at NJLC would probably have described themselves as just typical, average
Joe Schmoes or Jane Does. And indeed, many of us gathered here this morning would probably
have difficulty identifying even two or three of those saints who helped to build this church and
have gone before us; although we probably remember Les Bowman and Libby Legard who died
just this past year. Yet for 250 plus years all these saints blazed a trail with joy and hard work, just
like the saints always have. And they built this church on the assumption that it would be here not
just for themselves, but for generations to come. And so it has been.

Today we will bring two more individuals into this legacy we call the “Communion of Saints;”
two young children who will be baptized. Through the waters of baptism they will be buried with
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Christ into his death, and raised to new life with him through Jesus’ resurrection. When I meet
with parents before a baptism, I always ask the question: “Why do you want your child
baptized?” Inevitably, parents respond by saying something like: “I want my child to know that
she is part of something larger than herself;” or “I want my child to have a sense of identity of
who he truly is as a child of God;” or, “I want my child to be part of something that has roots . . .
that goes beyond the transience of 21  century life.” Celebrating All Saints’ is our liturgical wayst

of recognizing that we are connected to something much bigger than ourselves alone or even to
this particular congregation. We are connected to a great cloud of witnesses who give testimony
to the activity of God past, present, and future. We are connected to a God who called our
ancestors into being and faithful living, who also calls us to faithful living, and a God who will
also call our children to faithful living. There is something quite remarkable about the Church, an
institution that goes back and has been around for 2,000 plus years. Through this church we
continue to gather in worship together, we still read the Bible, and we continue to gather around
an altar to eat bread and drink wine  because these actions connect us to something much bigger
than ourselves alone or even to this particular congregation.

To symbolize and give substance to the reality of this “communion of saints” this morning, we
have decided to use daffodil bulbs. We invite each person here (children and adults) to take two
daffodil bulbs as you return from the communion rail this morning. After you’ve returned to your
seat, use one of the Sharpie pens provided to write the initials or names of persons who have
influenced your life and whom you would like to remember on this All Saints’ day. Then pray for
your beloved persons and place your bulbs in the box in the church foyer. Though we were
originally going to plant these bulbs today right after the service, the all day rain yesterday has
made that impossible. Instead, Curtis Adams and Joel Lemp have agreed to plant the bulbs this
coming week in the prepared garden area adjacent to the church building and education wing. If
you can help with that planing please let them know.

Planting the daffodil bulbs is a bit like the process of burial – the bulbs will be put in the ground
and covered up with earth. It’s hard to imagine how these ugly bulbs will bloom after a harsh
winter into lovely flowers, but so it will be and so it is with us as well in baptism. We have been
buried with Christ through his death and we too will be raised to new life through Christ’s
resurrection! We can’t imagine a resurrected life. But in faith we hold to that hope. These bulbs
will bloom, probably around Easter next spring, reminding us of our own baptism and that hope
we have in the resurrection of Jesus. They also remind us of those who have gone before us as
Saints of God and encourage us to live as did the saints of old. So pick up some daffodil bulbs and
inscribe them with a saint’s name. And remember!

We are all on a journey through life, from baptism to death, called to be saints of God. Our
baptism should make a difference in how we undertake that journey.


