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I’ve been thinking this week about intersections. Not those places where two roads cross and you 

pull up to a traffic light or stop sign. I mean situations, events, and people that come into contact 

with us and can direct our futures; influence our lives, thinking, and decision-making; or 

determine our health, well-being, even our survival.  

 

All Saints and All Souls always cause me to think of those saints whose lives have intersected 

with mine and who have so richly blessed me with their own examples of faith and devotion, 

their passion for the gospel. There are so many; some are still with us, others are not. All are 

fondly remembered; I expect it’s the same for all of you. 

 

But there are other sorts of intersections on my mind this week, intersections that occurred in the 

days and weeks leading up to today’s observance. Last Saturday in Pittsburgh, the lives of 

congregants at Tree of Life synagogue intersected with a gunman espousing violent, anti-Semitic 

hatred, leaving 11 people dead, others injured, and countless others, locally and far beyond, 

devasted and frightened. A few days prior, two African Americans were gunned down in a 

grocery store in Louisville, KY; their assailant had tried and failed to get into a black Baptist 

church nearby, so he drove to a local Kroger’s and chose those two individuals instead. The 

week before, pipe bombs were delivered to a philanthropist, media companies, and elected 

officials - including the households of two former Presidents. And on Friday, October 26, the 

remains of life-long Episcopalian Matthew Shepherd were finally laid to rest at the Washington 

National Cathedral. Most of us, I’m sure, recall that Matthew’s murder in a homophobic hate 

crime twenty hears ago in Laramie, WY. His family had long been afraid to bury him, fearful 

that his grave would be desecrated.  

 

Such intersections as these are a reminder that death surrounds us constantly. I’m not talking 

about death as the result of natural, biological consequences, accidents, or natural disasters –  

those are an ever-present reality and worthy of the grief they cause, absolutely. But here I mean 

death that results when the kind of sinful Powers that we hear about in the New Testament,  

powers that are the enemy of the reign of God. I mean the death of morality, kindness, ideals, 

freedom, human dignity; death that is fueled by speech and attitudes as much as actions, by 

public officials who lament and decry such tragedies on the one hand even as they stoke them by 

speech and suggestion on the other. 

 

That’s the kind of death I’ve been thinking about these last few days, with all these events and so 

many more that reflect and seem to prove the power of death: where and how does the Good 

News of Jesus Christ intersect with all of that? On this All Saints’ Sunday, how do our lives, as 

we strive to live as saints in this kind of world, intersect with a society and world that seem more 

and more to be running off the rails? When our lives intersect with the kind of events that have 

happened in the past 10 days or so – and they do intersect, even if they happen far away to 

people we don’t know, because as the Baptismal Covenant and the Great Commandment remind 

us, these people are still our neighbors – what is the appropriate response for us as Christians 

who recognize our place in the communion of saints? What do such intersections call out of us? 

 



Our readings for today are apocalyptic, which means they reveal something about God and 

God’s ultimate intention for the creation, not just in the future, but in the here and now. And 

though they speak of God’s actions and intentions, God’s promises, they also speak to how we 

who trust in God and follow Christ might learn to structure our actions and responses. From 

Isaiah we hear of the feast that God will prepare for all people – that’s all people – no 

distinctions on the basis of human, “us vs. them” categories. Not only that, we have the promise 

that God will wipe away our tears, our disgrace, and will swallow up death forever and destroy 

that shroud of sin and death that hangs over us. In Revelation tells us the God who is making all 

things new will wipe away our tears and destroy death and its consequences – I sense a pattern 

emerging here – and then will complete the divine intersection with humanity by making his 

home among the mortal creatures he created in the Divine image and longs to restore to our 

original perfection.  

 

Nowhere is the intersection of God and humanity more fully realized than in the Incarnation,  

Word become flesh in the person of Jesus of Nazareth. This morning’s gospel tells the well-

known story of Jesus arriving too late to Bethany to heal his friend Lazarus. Lazarus is dead; and 

Jesus weeps. He recognizes the reality and power of death, just as we are forced to do over and 

over and over. Then he raises Lazarus, raises him to new life, a sign that the power of love is 

stronger than the power of death. This happens just before Jesus goes to Jerusalem, where the 

intersection of love and hate will lead to his death, and his resurrection will prove once and for 

all that God is in the business of destroying the power of death. We saints are meant to be in the 

business of doing all we can to align ourselves with those gracious, divine purposes.  

 

Sometimes it really does feel like we’re collectively encased in that shroud that Isaiah speaks of, 

or that Lazarus was wrapped in. Sometimes it feels like death will surely win, or that it already 

has and why bother? Sometimes we must surely find ourselves, along with the character of the 

Baker in Sondheim’s Into the Woods, “…wondering what even worse is still in store.” But while 

we might naturally wonder those things along with everyone else, the gospel and the baptismal 

covenant don’t allow us to order our lives around wondering and worrying. They call us to 

convey and proclaim, in every way we can, something that is “more”: more hopeful, more 

courageous, more just and merciful, more beautiful and holy; to proclaim and live God’s Truth,  

which will always triumph over the lies about ourselves and one another that so many in 

powerful, influential positions would have us believe; lies borne of fear and hate, lies that far too 

many people in this world, in this country, accept as truth. 

 

This week I came across the question, What does it mean that Christians know a truth that makes 

us odd?1Surely that odd truth is that we know a God whose love is stronger than death, even 

when we’re surrounded and bombarded by death. There’s a reason why John the evangelist 

doesn’t end the story of the raising of Lazarus with “the dead man” coming out of the tomb.  

That’s because it’s not the end; something even more powerful happens afterward, when Jesus 

commands that his friend be unbound, let go, freed of the trappings of death that surrounded him 

in the grave. That’s what resurrection means, not just in the life to come, but in this life too:  

                                                           
1 Amy Laura Hall, Laughing at the Devil: Seeing the World with Julian of Norwich, Duke University Press, 2018, p. 3 



when God conquers the power of death in us, we don’t go on living the same old lives. We are 

unbound, freed from our fear of witnessing to the power of the gospel, freed from our sometimes 

shaky and insecure faith so we can do the work of spreading God’s love and mercy and justice.  

That’s the “odd truth” that we know, and friends, I really do hope we know it. That’s where the 

life of a saint – any saint, you and me, all saints – intersects with the life of this world that can be 

so very sorry and violent; yet still is and always will be the world that God so loves. 

 

 


