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Friday night and the lights are low 

Looking out for a place to go 

Where they play the right music 

Getting in the swing 

You come to look for a king 

Anybody could be that guy 

Night is young and the music’s high 

With a bit of rock music 

Everything is fine 

You’re in the mood for a dance 

And when you get the chance 

 

You are the dancing queen 

Young and sweet 

Only seventeen 

Dancing queen 

Feel the beat from the tambourine, oh yeah 

You can dance 

You can jive 

Having the time of your life 

Ooh, see that girl 

Watch that scene 

Digging the dancing queen 

 

Never in a million years would I have guessed that those lyrics would be running through our 

heads on Friday as the U.S. Army Band played ABBA’s “Dancing Queen” at the memorial 
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service of former United States Secretary of State Colin Powell. At the National Cathedral in 

Washington, D.C., nonetheless! 

 

Of all the significant achievements and honors that you might ascribe to Colin Powell, what you 

might not know is that he was a great ABBA fan. Once, during a visit with Sweden’s foreign 

minister, Ann Linde, she presented him with a full CD set of ABBA’s music. On Friday at his 

funeral, Richard Armitage, his former Deputy Secretary of State, told how Secretary Powell 

“went down on one knee” and sang all of “Mamma Mia” for the foreign minister. Even the U.S. 

delegation was “gobsmacked,” the former deputy secretary said as he remembered his friend.1  

 

Last month, when it was announced that Colin Powell had passed away, people all across the 

nation and across the political spectrum noted that we had lost a great leader from our midst. I 

heard it said several times over on Friday that D.C. saw one of its rare moments of bipartisanship 

in the celebration of Secretary Powell’s life last week as women and men from both sides of the 

political aisle came together to remember his life and legacy. I was sharing with some of my 

friends the other day that perhaps if we made our politicians listen to more ABBA, we might 

actually experience a greater unity among them again. 

 

I jest, but only for a moment because perhaps there is something to “Dancing Queen” that speaks 

to Secretary Powell’s life, and maybe even to a life that we might seek to emulate. The song tells 

the story of a young woman who gets caught up in the joy of dancing without much concern as 

to anyone that might be watching. Yet, before you know it, she has captured the attention of the 

room. She may have come to look for a king, but before she even finds one, she becomes the 

queen of the dance floor. She sees the chance, starts to dance, and before you know it, she is 

having the time of her life. She takes advantage of the moment that lies before her. 

 

Powell’s son, Michael, said, “The example of Colin Powell does not call on us to emulate his 

resume, which is too formidable for mere mortals. It is to emulate his character and his example 

as a human being. We can strive to do that.”2 While he may have often been a master out on the 

dance floor that captivated the room, he also fell once or twice in his life. Yet, he could own 

those mistakes as well as express regret over his own failings as he got up to dance again. 

 

Today is All Saints Sunday in our life together as the Church. Today, we think of those saints 

who have gone on before us since this time last year. We have lifted up their names and prayed 

for them and for their families that experience the missed presence in their home, in their hearts, 

and around their family tables as we head towards the holy days of Thanksgiving, Advent, and 

Christmas. 

 

Somehow, All Saints Sunday over the past two years has been different for us. There have been 

delayed celebrations of life. COVID left us without the ability to gather safely in the earliest 

days. As I spoke with colleagues across the United States this past summer, we were all sharing 

how much we were walking through days of current and lasting grief with so many families as 

we put off the cycles of grief and celebration that help us to process what’s happened in our 

lives. Grief is a difficult and often lonely place for us as it is, let alone when a pandemic has 

impacted how we are able or unable to grieve in healthy ways. 
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Our passage from the Revelation to John this morning often provides a great deal of comfort for 

us as we think about the lives of our saints that have gone on before us. We see this image of the 

multitudes of people gathered around the throne of God and we know that this is a scene straight 

out of heaven. We find so much comfort in knowing that, for our loved ones, the saints that have 

gone before us, John’s words are a promise that will be shared in the life that is to come: 

 

They will hunger no more, and thirst no more; 

    the sun will not strike them, 

    nor any scorching heat; 

for the Lamb at the center of the throne will be their shepherd, 

    and he will guide them to springs of the water of life, 

and God will wipe away every tear from their eyes. 

 

We even try to comfort one another, less-than-adequately saying, “They are in such a better 

place.” While some take comfort in that, others of us say, “What could be better than here?”— 

perhaps most especially when life seems ended tragically or too soon. 

 

On the other hand, it might be helpful to remember that the writer of John isn’t writing simply to 

a people that are experiencing the death of loved ones. Rather, John is writing to a persecuted 

Church. He is writing from his own exile on Patmos. He’s writing to a people that have been 

persecuted by the empire for their faith. I’m not talking about the type of persecution that we like 

to lift up as persecution from the comforts of our armchairs in the United States. I’m not talking 

about feeling persecuted because a prayer isn’t said in a public forum or because someone 

wished us “Happy Holidays” instead of “Merry Christmas.” I’ll save that sermon for another 

day. 

 

John is writing to a people who are watching loved ones die for clinging to this faith that 

subverts the empire because they speak truth to power. They are watching loved ones die, 

unwilling to give up their witness of what Jesus has done in their lives. They are dying and 

watching others die because they are unwilling to submit to the lordship of Caesar because it 

conflicts with their submission to the Lordship of Jesus in their lives. 

 

They are enduring “The Great Ordeal,” and they are beginning to wonder if they will ever see a 

day of victory. They have seen so much death that they may even be wondering if there is any 

hope of resurrection, not just in the afterlife, but here and now. Is there hope for anything 

different? Will Rome always be in charge? Will it always be this way? Is there any hope? 

 

No matter what you might believe that Timothy LaHaye and Jerry Jenkins taught the world in 

their Left Behind book series as people were wanting to know what things like the rapture and 

the end of the world might look like, John is writing to a people who are longing to make sense 

of what’s happening in their midst. And John’s message is really simple. It’s not about airplanes 

and helicopters that might be eagles. It’s not about a certain number that will be in and the rest 

cast out of the gates of heaven. John’s message, above and beyond all else, is this… (Get out 

your pens and write this down, church! I’ll wait!) 
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It’s a simple message. John is saying, “LOVE WINS!” In the end, Love wins the day. God 

reigns! God has the last word, and it is a word of life and love. And that word isn’t just for those 

who’ve died, it’s for all who are going through this great ordeal. It’s for those of you that are in a 

great ordeal of your own right now! 

 

COVID has been a great ordeal. We’re still wondering when this will be over, right? We see 

signs of hope as younger children are being vaccinated right now in the United States. Yet, other 

places in the world are still waiting. Even in the U.S., we’ll be waiting some more time for 

vaccines to be available to the youngest of our children. 

 

In the Church, we wonder what kind of permanent damage this time has done to the very body of 

Christ. We’ve seen shrinking numbers. We know people are watching worship from home, but 

we don’t see them here. Will we ever be the same? Will worship ever be the same as it was? Will 

folks return? How can we get them back right now? Will we survive? Will the Church make it? 

 

The old baptismal liturgy says boldly, “The Church is of God, and will be preserved to the end of 

time, for the conduct of worship and the due administration of God’s word and Sacraments, the 

maintenance of Christian fellowship and discipline, and the edification of believers and the 

conversion of the world. ALL of every age and station, stand in need of the means of grace 

which it alone supplies.” 

 

Sisters and brothers, the Church is of God! The Church is God’s creation! The Church is the very 

body of Christ! And Jesus isn’t dead, but Jesus lives! So, too, does the Church live! So, too, will 

the Church live! 

 

Perhaps, rather than focusing on our concern of dying as the Church, we might focus instead on 

how we live for Jesus! How might we live as a witness to this life that we have in Jesus Christ? 

 

Jim Rillema was saying to me the other day that our tutoring program in Pontiac has been 

hindered because we haven’t been able to get into the schools. Children, living in impoverished 

conditions and with little help from parents or others who are caring for them because they have 

to work to make ends meet, are struggling once again. In the past, our tutors brought children in 

our program ahead two years in a short period of time because we invested in them. Now they 

can’t get into the schools because school districts also have to protect children from potential 

exposure to a disease that could significantly impact them or their families. 

 

We’re going through an ordeal in our world! But what will we do? What’s our next step? Do we 

throw up our arms or do we offer our all and keep at it until we find a way to bring life to the 

children in Pontiac? There’s an answer! I don’t know how we get them to another place with 

vaccinated individual church members and masks together, but there’s got to be a way. Some of 

you know how to do it. 

 

You see, Church, the saints are not just those who’ve gone before. They are those who are living 

through today. With all that we have, we proclaim that “Love Wins!” In the end, “Love Wins!”  

Even when we see the empty seat at the family table, we’re reminded that “Love Wins!” In the 
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face of a pandemic, “Love Wins!” In the face of empires, “Love Wins!” In the face of racism, 

“Love Wins!” In the face of sexism, “Love Wins!” 

 

In the face of exclusion, John’s vision proclaims that people of every nation are gathered around 

the throne, because “Love Wins!” In the face of a United Methodist Church that seems to be 

breaking apart and a polarized nation where we separate ourselves from one another, guess 

what? YOU GOT IT! LOVE WINS! 

 

We serve a “Risen Savior” who’s in the world today! And he’s already won. So today is not the 

end, but “Love Wins” for the saints who’ve gone before and those of us who remain. “Love 

Wins!” So perhaps we better start dancing like no one is watching until the world sees in our 

dance that “Love Wins,” and that’s reason enough to dance! 

 

 

 

 

 

                                                 
1 https://www.newsweek.com/colin-powell-once-serenaded-foreign-official-abba-song-friend-recalls-funeral-

1646541 

 
2 Ibid. 
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