
All Saints C 2022 

 with baptism and renewal of vows 

 

Daniel 7:1-3, 15-18 

Psalm 149 

Ephesians 1:11-23 

Luke 6:20-31 

 

The saints of old 

Are not like you and me.  

Or at least,  

I know they’re not like me.  

I’m not like them.  

 

The saints of old  

Sang hymns of praise 

And lifted their hands in exaltation, 

Even as the lions,  

Ravenous and enraged, 

Hurtled towards them.  

 

Or so it was told, 

When they brought the story home.  

 

The saints of old climbed higher than high, 

To a platform 50 feet above the earth, 

Just long and wide enough  

to lie down on, 

And stayed there for the rest of their lives.  

 

So it is told, 

In the lives of the saints.  

 

The saints of old 

Went willingly 

To be walled in to the side of a church,  

In two rooms,  

With two windows, 

One with a view of the altar 

And the blessed sacrament, 

One a window on the world. 

The saints of old stayed in that anchorage until death.  

 

So it is told, 

By those who visited such a saint in her cell.  
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The saints of old  

Set out to sea in small skin boats, 

Without sail or rudder, 

And drifted on the world’s wind  

Until they came to their journey’s end, 

Only God knows where. 

 

Or so the story goes.  

 

The saints of old were heroes. 

Extraordinary.  

Most of us can hardly imagine 

Their courage and faith. 

And far from wanting to sing, 

I want to be one too, 

Many of us sigh and say, 

I could not, would not,  

Ever do that.  

 

But sainthood is not for heroes only.  

Sainthood is for you, and me, 

And ordinary people like us 

In every time and place.  

 

The faith we claim, 

The hope we set on Christ, 

Has at its heart 

The conviction  

That we are all the saints.   

 

The child we will baptize this morning 

Has already within her 

The power to be a saint – 

As do we all.  

As does every living thing 

In this wide created world.  

 

The promises we make in the baptismal covenant – 

Worship and fellowship,  

Bearing witness, 

Respect and reverence for all people, 

Care of creation – 

A covenant to which we recommit 

Every time we renew our baptismal vows – 

Show us the life of the saints 

That can be yours or mine or anyone’s. 
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Or so it could be. 

The saints are those who live  

In the certainty  

That God is real, 

That hope is possible, 

That forgiveness is a way forward, 

That creation can be healed and renewed, 

That justice can flourish, 

That the future will unfold for good.  

 

They believe this,  

And act on that belief.  

 

Hard as it may be to believe, 

In the face of events that unfold around us day by day, 

And the sadness and discouragement 

That is all too easy to feel, 

We are called to be saints. 

 

We are called to be saints for this time and place, 

Trusting, embracing, and sharing the blessing  

That never fails.   

 

The saints are those 

Who are blessed 

Because they trust that blessing is real.  

 

The saints are those who are blessed 

Because they know 

that blessing is not constrained by circumstance. 

Blessing is not dependent on wealth 

Or health  

Or even happiness.  

 

Blessing is there, 

Waiting to be tapped, 

Whenever we let the life of God 

Touch our lives.  

 

That possibility is open to everyone. 

 

When we come to the waters of baptism, 

What we do is claim and proclaim 

This truth for ourselves.  

God is always offering.  
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We can always accept.  

 

What we do this day 

In baptizing, 

In renewing the vows of baptism,  

Shows forth what is already true.  

It changes nothing 

And it means everything.  

 

God loves every living thing 

Equally, without reservation,  

And beyond measure.  

Baptism doesn’t change that. 

 

And baptism means everything, 

Because it shows that at our best, 

We glimpse the immeasurable greatness  

Of God’s power – 

God’s power to hold and save, 

To bring forth good 

Always and everywhere.  

 

Today, at the waters of baptism, 

We acknowledge and embody 

What God has already done.  

 

Today we proclaim what is always true, 

That the life of the blessed  

Is ours, 

And belongs to everyone.  

All we have to do 

Is live as though it were true.  

 

The life of the blessed 

Is unchanged by fearful times 

Undaunted by hardship 

Unafraid in the face of loss.  

 

The blessed nurture hope 

When the world seems dark 

And growing darker.  

 

The blessed practice forgiveness 

When injury and outrage  

Surround us on every side.  
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The blessed care for creation 

When it seems  

That the destruction of the planet  

Is almost assured.  

 

The blessed believe in the future 

When a good future seems impossible to imagine.  

 

How do they do that? 

How do we do that? 

 

Only the power of Jesus 

Makes a life like this possible.  

The power of Jesus 

Nurtures hope.  

The power of Jesus  

Allows the possibility of forgiveness. 

The power of Jesus  

Makes a good future real.  

 

What we do in baptism, 

What we reclaim  

When we renew our vows, 

Is to allow the power of Jesus  

To enter our lives 

And make the promise real.  

 

Nothing is changed. 

And yet it means everything.  

 

It could not be more clear, 

As the days go by, 

And the world grows darker, 

As wars continue to rage  

And cold and hunger threaten, 

As democracy falters 

And our common life threatens to collapse, 

It could not be more clear 

That the life of the blessed 

Is beyond our reach. 

 

But here is the good news. 

The life of the blessed is close at hand, 

Already in our grasp.  

We don’t have to reach. 

We don’t have to overreach.  
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The blessing is not ours to achieve, 

But only to receive.  

We cannot work for it, 

Or earn it, 

Or win it.  

We can only accept and enjoy and proclaim it.  

 

Everything we need, 

Everything that brings goodness to life, 

Is pouring into our hands, 

Filling them to overflowing.  

 

Accept the gift.  

 

Look beyond the sadness, 

The fear, 

The anger and the pain. 

 

They are real. 

 

But all it takes to be a saint  

Is to see right through the darkness 

To the blessing and promise  

that is always and forever 

close at hand, 

given by the one who claims us as his own.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


