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“All Saints Day”  

November 1. For many years, when I was young, November 1 meant that I was proudly in possession of what 

for me was a pile of loot – Halloween Candy! To young me, that was a real treasure. Now, truth be told, my “pile 

of loot” was paltry compared to what I have witnessed my sons with, in recent years. The home that I grew up 

in was not in some small town, or neighborhood. The only way that we went trick or treating was to get in the car 

and to go. My parents did take us, but they didn’t go in search of a large neighborhood and drop us off or walk 

with us from house to house. No, we went to both sets of grandparents, a great aunt and uncle’s house, and the 

neighbor up the road from us. Four stops. That was it. So, my pile of loot was really pretty small. Not like what I 

have seen with my boys when they were younger, and we lived in small towns and rang dozens of doorbells. 

Still, I was pretty excited for the candy that I did have. Candy was a treat. So, having candy to eat for days in a 

row, was notable.  

Now, Ben is off at college. And, last night, Jonathan had band practice. It has been a few years since we have 

gone trick or treating. And, it has been at least a couple years since we have had trick or treaters at the door. In 

fact, I don’t think that we even bought any candy this year. And that is ok. I would eat too much of it if it was 

around. But sitting here on November first, the day after Halloween, I am in possession of a treasure. As I sit at 

my desk on a bright, windy fall day, my treasure is that though the house is quiet and empty, I am not alone. 

Today, I remember loved ones who are no longer living. I remember loved ones who helped shape me, who 

helped me to grow in my faith, and will always be a part of me.  

I remember my Grandparents; Caleb and Esther, Stanley and Millie. Almost every Sunday, I would see them in 

church. There were many times when I was small that my brothers and sister and I might slip out of our pew, or 

under the pews and crawl back to theirs during a service. Gappy, in particular, my mother’s father, would always 

have candy in his pocket. Usually some kind of butterscotch. Or, we would just sit with them. I know that I was 

in my grandmothers’ prayers. There were special times with each of them. I remember my great grandmother 

Emma, who died when I was about nine. I think about Bonnie’s grandmother and two grandfathers that I was 

blessed to know early on in our marriage. I think of Shannon; a friend from college, part of our wedding, gone 

from this life so early. I think of extended family, mine and Bonnie’s. It all kind of runs together, special ladies 

and gentlemen who looked over us and so many others with love and joy. There truly has been a great cloud of 

witnesses over the years who have impacted my life. There still is, but today I especially remember those who 

are only with me in memory and heart. Today this is my treasure. Not candy, but memory; loving, joyful memories. 

I am not a perfect person by any means, but I am certainly a better person today, for all their influence. I give 

God thanks for each of them. I give God thanks for their lives, and for the life that they have in Him, that will 

never end.  

Here on November 1, on All Saints Day, I remember and give thanks for the saints who have lived by faith and 

blessed my life. Who are the saints in your life? Who are the ones who have lived by faith, and whose faith has 

2 blessed and helped to shape you? Take some time today, to remember, and to give thanks to God. That is the 
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real holiday, not all the silliness about costumes and candy. Let us remember and give thanks, this is the real 

treasure. And, remembering doesn’t have to run out like a bowl full of candy that comes once a year. 

Remembering can be renewed each day, all year long. Remember, and this “holiday” doesn’t have to end. Makes 

sense really. In Christ, their life hasn’t really ended, they have just gone ahead.  

Here we are, November 1. Count and sort your candy if you have it. But more importantly, count your blessings, 

especially the blessing of loved ones remembered.  

Grace & Peace, Pastor Blaine  

 


