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Introduction… 
 
Rev Sharon:  Halloween came so quickly this year – what the end of October already?  
  And friends here we are with houses decorated, front doors armed with candy  
  and children’s and adults costumes all ready to go… 
 
  What a strange and tangled history is this All Hallows Eve… 
  I am curious why we do it and what it means to friends and neighbours… 
 
Heather:  Would you like to hear a few reasons we collected from the wider community? 
 
Rev. Sharon:  Why yes! 
 
Heather:  One mother wrote:  
  I love seeing the kids who really put effort into costumes. It    
  helps celebrate their creativity and imagination. When my daughter was early in  
  high school she and her two friends made Snap Crackle and Pop costumes and  
  then went another year as the Blue group. It was great to see them brainstorm  
  and figure out how to make the costumes. 
 
  Another wrote:  

 In our lives where we seem to run past each other all the time, I love walking 
 around the neighborhood, meeting other families and seeing my boys and their 
 friends just enjoying themselves. 

   
  One person in our community offered these words:  

 I've always loved halloween! Maybe it's the season, the darkening days and the 
 falling leaves. I don't think halloween would feel the same in June. I love the 
 costumes, the community feeling in the neighbourhood, and I love a good ghost 
 story on a dark scary night! It's a night of imagination and celebration—make 
 believe at it's best! 
 
 And then there were a few surprises - one man expressed it this way: 
 It's one of the nights I feel closest to my ancestors – it’s a time that binds me 
 even more tightly into the web of my faith, and the greater web of which it is a 
 part. After handing out the treats to the kidlets, I often make one of my maternal 
 grandmother's family recipes. Munching on that, and drinking mulled cider, I first 
 spend time remembering my grandmothers and grandfathers. I have some of 
 their letters and things, and I remember who they have been in my life. As it gets 
 later I take time to name and remember all of those in my circle who have 
 entered into God's household through death. Their names. Their mannerisms. 



 The things I love about them. And then I celebrate them, and release them into 
 the care of the communion of saints. 
 Sometimes it is a very quiet night.  
 Sometimes there are a lot of tears. 
 

Rev. Sharon:  Thanks Heather – this day is imbued with so much meaning. Community, love,  
  scary stories, perhaps some fear of death, and a sense of connection with those  
  we have loved and lost. 

 
 
All Hallows Eve is a day of shadowy places – it is a day that has woven together the 
Celtic Tradition of Samhain (or Sow-in) with the anticipation of All Saints Day and All 
Souls Day. Whilst collecting along the way humanities response to poverty, war and 
death. 
 
Samhain  - celebrated by the ancient Celts in Ireland, England and northern France – 
marked the end of summer and harvest, and the beginning of the dark, cold winter, a 
time of year that was often associated with human death.  
They believed that on this night the boundary between the worlds of the living and the 
dead became blurred. 
 
Samhain became for this people, a people reliant on their seasonal crops, a day for 
Druids and Priests to connect with the Dead and make predictions about the future of 
the natural world. 
 
By AD 43 the Roman Empire had taken over much of Celtic territory. And so two Roman 
festivals merged with Samhain:  
(1) The festival of Feralia – a day to commemorate the passing of the dead,  
(2) The festival to honour Pomona – the Roman goddess of fruit and trees – symbolized 

by apples (perhaps where the bobbing apple games came from?) 
 
Now add the Catholic church’s emerging days to honour Saints and Souls.  
And we have quite a scramble. 

The Encyclopedia of Halloween 
 
People through the ages have found ways to pray for and remember those we have 
loved and lost.  
 
And in the Ecumenical Christian Church this is not without theological dispute:  
- All Saints’ Day, with its display of relics, was distasteful for protestant reformers, 
 who were against the practice of asking the saints to intercede on their behalf.  
  
Anglican tradition uses a day like All Saints to honour the lives of people who have been 
faithful in their life, as examples for us to follow. 



  
- And All Souls’ Day was originally intermingled with the doctrine of purgatory. 
 Praying for people who were in between life and death.  
 
One of the earliest Christian views was that the dead in Christ await the resurrection 
when Christ comes again in glory to judge the living and the dead. This was often 
balanced with the idea: ‘absent from the body, present with the Lord.’ 
 
Our tradition transforms All Souls Day into a day of remembering those who have died 
and offering prayers on their behalf, while holding the mystery of death and the after 
life. 
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Yet as I look at our surrounding culture I am struck by the general reticence to talk about 
death. Particularly, the fear of our own deaths. 
 
In contract, there are cultures in our world  - for example in Mexico, Madagascar and 
Indonesia – who during this time of year, get close to their dead ancestors, physically, 
emotionally and socially. Some eat a meal at gravesides, others gather the living family 
around photographs and memorabilia and tell stories. 
 
Yet Western culture has lost our comfort with being close to death. 
(an exception is the death café - https://deathcafe.com/what/) 
 
 
The Gospel of Mark leads us to the greatest Christian principle today – to Love.  
To love ourselves, to love our neighbours and to love God. 
 
And I am reminded of Saint Paul’s words:  
Perfect Love casts out Fear.  
 
Death in the presence of love, is somehow softer. We sense that we can let go.  
That we are held by an immense Presence that desires good for us.  
 
And for this I am grateful. 
 
The pattern of Jesus life, death and the resurrection of Christ, gives me hope, that 
indeed life has the last word. 
I may not understand it, yet I am learning to trust it. 
 



 
And somehow in entering these shadowy places, through the death of loved ones, or 
facing my own mortality, I am spurred on to life more fully, each day, each moment of 
each day. 
 

Elisabeth Kubler Ross wrote in the mid 20th century, “Its only when we truly 
know and understand that we have a limited time on earth – and that we have 
no way of knowing when our time is up, that we will begin to live each day to the 
full, as if it were the only one we had”.  

 
So may our days be oriented toward love and may we live fully awake. 
 
Amen. 
 
 
  


