All Saints Sunday
November 7, 2021
Sermon by Pastor Cindy Bullock
The holy gospel according to St. John.
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When Mary came where Jesus was and saw him, she knelt at his feet and said to him,
“Lord, if you had been here, my brother would not have died.” 33When Jesus saw her
weeping, and the Jews who came with her also weeping, he was greatly disturbed in spirit
and deeply moved. 34He said, “Where have you laid him?” They said to him, “Lord, come
and see.” 35Jesus began to weep. 36So the Jews said, “See how he loved him!” 37But some of
them said, “Could not he who opened the eyes of the blind man have kept this man from
dying?”
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Then Jesus, again greatly disturbed, came to the tomb. It was a cave, and a stone was
lying against it. 39Jesus said, “Take away the stone.” Martha, the sister of the dead man, said
to him, “Lord, already there is a stench because he has been dead four days.” 40Jesus said to
her, “Did I not tell you that if you believed, you would see the glory of God?” 41So they took
away the stone. And Jesus looked upward and said, “Father, I thank you for having heard
me. 42I knew that you always hear me, but I have said this for the sake of the crowd
standing here, so that they may believe that you sent me.” 43When he had said this, he cried
with a loud voice, “Lazarus, come out!” 44The dead man came out, his hands and feet bound
with strips of cloth, and his face wrapped in a cloth. Jesus said to them, “Unbind him, and
let him go.”
The gospel of the Lord.

Grace to you and peace from God our Father and our Lord and Savior Jesus Christ.
We are an odd bunch.
With the trees and plants all dying around us. With the daylight shrinking and the shadows
growing, with the cold and the winter coming and the pandemic continuing, we gather today to
light candles and to share a little bread and wine. We gather, despite present circumstances.
We gather boldly defiant in the face of death as we light a candle, and we share a little bread
and wine. We gather to remember a promise. We have a promise from one who is named
resurrection and life. We have a promise that death is not the end. And so, on this day in late
fall, as the shadows lengthen, we gather to remember the promise.

We come to light a candle. Look at the candles that surround us here. If you are at home and
have a candle to light, grab it – light it. It’s what we do on All Saints Sunday. It seems a tiny
thing to do when there is so much darkness. So many shadows.
So much death. You can name the shadows as well as I –
5,000,000 dead from the Covid 19 virus, anger and deep, deep
frustration about vaccines, school board decisions, policing,
economics. There’s hatred and fear of the “others” – whoever
you claim the “others” to be. A creation groaning and dying
from misuse. What good is a candle in all of that? Such a little
light.
But it is enough to remind us of the promise – the promise that there is something stronger
than death. I want you to imagine something with me. Today
we heard the story of Lazarus raised from the dead. If you
haven’t heard it before it takes up the whole 11th Chapter of
John’s gospel, and it’s a good read: an illness, a plea for help,
Jesus arrives too late, the grief, the accusations (“If you’d been
here.”) Jesus weeping at the tomb. We generally hear this
story imagining we’re part of the crowd. We watch the sisters
weep, watch Jesus arrive, see Jesus in front of the tomb and
hear him say in a loud, commanding voice, “Lazarus come out.”
But this time, I want you to imagine the story, not through the eyes of the crowd, but from
inside the tomb. It is cold, and still, and very, very dark. Close your eyes if you like and imagine
sitting there with Lazarus. He is bound, by the cloths around him, but also by death. Bound,
unable to enter fully into life. We know what that’s like – to be bound, I mean.
We are all bound in some way, by the past, by guilt or shame. Bound by limitations of body or
mind; bound by being different, unacceptable. Bound by fear
or grief or loneliness. We’re all bound by brokenness and
cannot free ourselves. All around us the world is saying, buck
up! If you just lose that weight or try this investment strategy
or buy this book or work a little harder, you can enjoy your best
life now. But here’s the deal. We’re human. we can’t fix
everything. Death binds us in so many ways. We are broken in
ways that we can’t fix.
But there is one who can. There is one who has died and risen again, who knows the way -- and
can call us out into a new kind of life. A life of being loved and gifted and supported. A life
where we can all become what God created us to be. Imagine Lazarus again as Jesus called to
him, “Lazarus come out.” Stirring, shifting, sitting up.

I wonder how difficult it was. All new life begins with struggle, slowly, painfully, through the
dark of soil or womb. Lazarus was still wrapped, still bound.
How did he even take a step? When the Christ calls us into
new ways of life, it is never fast and never easy, but we are
not alone. The one who calls us, goes with us. The
community of Christ supports us, as slowly we turn to the
light. We light these candles today to remember the one
who calls us into the light even now, and the promise that
one day, he will call us all, and death will be no more.
We light a candle. And we share a bit of bread and wine because, hey! what’s new life without
a party? In the Gospel of John, after Lazarus is raised from the dead, we read about a dinner
party at Lazarus’ house. Of course, Martha did the cooking, and Lazarus, who was raised, is
now sitting at the table with Jesus. In much the same way Isaiah wrote of God’s holy mountain
where there will be a feast of rich foods, and God will destroy death forever. In both places this
new life, this being raised up looks like a party.
Imagine this time you are at a dinner party. A good dinner
party, not one of those where you’re trying to figure out how
to make a subtle exit, but a party with good food and good
friends and laughing and telling stories and you lose all sense
of time. That’s the image the scriptures paint of being with
God. We call this meal we eat today a “foretaste of the feast
to come.” We eat and drink today to remember the promise
that Jesus comes to us and in us, and he is, even now, making
all things new, so that someday we can be part of this feast in all fullness, celebrating the
resurrection of all things.
We gather today to light a candle remembering that Christ calls us out of death into new life.
We share some bread and wine knowing that Jesus is always making all things new, and that
someday we will feast together in a new heaven and new earth.
And then we go out from here, carrying the promise and seeing the world in a new way. Seeing
that even in the cold and darkness of winter and covid and fear and grief, God is making all
things new. We see a world full of the love and possibility made real in the resurrection of
Christ. We recognize that we are all, every single one of us, loved and gifted by God, and we
can share that love and use those gifts in dozens of ways every day. Jesus calls us out of the
death that binds us and offers us a feast with him. Go live in the promise now and forever.
Amen.

