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May the words of my mouth and the meditations of all our hearts be reflections of your word to us today, in Christ’s name we pray. Amen 

 

I’ve been steeped in memories this week of the people we’re remembering today. It’s been wonderful 

to return to a time they were with us, to remember the sound of their voices, their quirks and personalities, 

special moments, hilarious moments, poignant moments. I’m grateful that this is a day set aside in the 

church year to pause and honour the saints of our congregation, along with the saints of our faith.  

I’ve felt the whole range of emotions, from joy and connection to sharp sadness. Some of these losses 

are still quite fresh. When Lazarus’ family and community were grieving the freshness of his loss, Jesus 

arrived at their home. They wept in their grief and Jesus joined them. He wept with Mary and Martha, he 

wept with their community, he wept for his friend. Even as one who proclaims new life and facilitates its 

transformation, Jesus acknowledges the role of mourning; he weeps at loss and walks with his friends in 

their grief. 

We have lost many people . . . 8 in the last year alone. These losses hurt; our hearts hurt; we have grief 

heaped on grief, as we process these deaths that seem to keep coming. I don’t know why deaths come in 

groups like this, but they often do. And we are left to wrestle with our questions of life and death. Whenever 

I try to get a firm hold on it or examine it from different sides or probe it with questions, I am left empty and 

unsatisfied. Alternatively, when I pause and open myself to the mystery of creation, I remember that life is a 

gift . . . and while individual expressions of life are not eternal, life itself will continue renewing and evolving 

into the future. Death is a part of life . . . and Jesus weeps with us. 

While our friends are gone from us in a physical way, we acknowledge on this feast day that which 

cannot be seen around us, but is nonetheless real. Our faith tradition proclaims that those who are lost to us 

are part of the great cloud of witnesses that surround us. Depending on how mystical one wants to be about 

it, we can connect with their presence among us in a variety of ways. Their presence might come to our 



awareness in an event we’re holding or as we walk through part of the church building; their memory might 

come alive in a council meeting or a theological discussion. Some might even connect with the idea that we 

can invoke their spiritual presence and ask for their wisdom and guidance along our way. Those who have 

gone before us helped shape who we are today, and we are deeply grateful for them and the ways they 

continue to be a part of who we are becoming. 

Whenever we lose someone, our congregation changes – roles change, dynamics are different . . . 

similarly, when someone joins us, we change again and become something different than we were . . . the 

church truly is the people. We are constantly being made new.  

It’s strange to think about because our church is still so young, but we are different now from when we 

formed in the summer of 2017. With the cloud of witnesses around us and their wisdom and insight that 

still lives among us, let us look to the people who make up the present. Let us celebrate where we are in our 

ministry – if you ask me, it’s very exciting. We have the capacity to hold the celebration alongside our 

lament. All of it is true, all of it is real, because in God’s world, the light and dark live together in 

relationship. Thanks be to God that we have been so richly blessed, and thanks be to God for the blessing 

that sustains the way ahead. Amen.  


