
Worship for November 6, 2022 

All Saints Sunday 

Since we are surrounded by such a great cloud of witnesses, let us throw off everything that 

hinders and the sin that so easily entangles. And let us run with perseverance the race marked 

out for us. 

Hebrews 12:1 

Prelude 

 

*Call to Worship 

Holy God of wind and fire,  

dance through our worship today. 

Holy God of earthquakes and illness, 

share our memories, our tears of sadness and loss. 

Holy God of creation and new beginnings,  

show us again your vision of healing and wholeness 

and the promise of life here and in the world to come. 

 

*Hymn   326    For All the Saints 

 

Opening Prayer 

Eternal God, you have knit together your people of all times and places into one 

communion in the mystical body of our Lord Jesus Christ. Grant us your Holy Spirit that 

we may be encouraged and strengthened, seeking your forgiveness in our moments or 

seasons of failure, persevering in our part of faith’s course, until such time as we join the 

great cloud of witnesses in our eternal home.  Amen. 

 

*Hymn  698  Take, O Take Me As I Am 

 

Assurance of Forgiveness 

Jesus said, “For the Father’s will is that everyone who looks to the Son and believes in him shall 

have eternal life, and I will raise them up at the last day.” 

Friends, believe in the good news of the gospel. Our sins are forgiven. Alleluia! Amen. 

 

First Reading    Revelation 21:1-6 

 

Time With Our Young Disciples 

 

New Testament Reading              Matthew 5:1-12 

The Morning Message 

 



Who knows who Saint Dympha is? 

 

That’s what I thought. No one. I didn’t either until this past week when I read an article by Nadia 

Bolz-Weber, a Lutheran minister. 

 

Nadia says St. Dympha is her favorite saint. In her, we can clearly see the Beatitudes enacted. 

Dympha was the daughter of a pagan Irish king and his Christian wife in the 7th century. 

 

Before her death at the young age of fifteen, Dympha and some other Christian missionaries 

founded a home for the anxious and mentally ill in Belgium. Reports were positive about the 

home. Many who suffered from mental and emotional problems became less afflicted having 

been cared for in the mission. 

 

Dympha is officially the patron saint of the anxious, the patron saint of the emotionally 

disturbed, the patron saint of the mentally ill, and the patron saint of those with neurological 

disorders. 

 

Nadia Bolz-Weber says that with those things to her credit, Dympha seems like just her kind of 

saint. Nadia’s history makes quite a story. Suffice it to say, she has waged her own mental, 

emotional and spiritual battles. She suffered from debilitating drug addiction and it seemed she 

was headed for certain destruction and an early death. But God had other plans and so she clings 

to the faith of Dympha, with whom she identifies. 

 

But today we celebrate All Saints, not just some saints, most of whom will never have a prayer 

card made with their likeness on it or their name carved on the front of a church. 

 

We Presbyterians do not ascribe to the belief that we need special people to intercede for us as if 

God listens to them more than God listens to us because they are advance placement Christians 

or something. What we celebrate today is not the superhuman faith and powers of a select few 

but rather God’s ability to use flawed people to do divine things. 

 

We celebrate all on whom God has acted in baptism, sealing them, as Ephesians says, with the 

mark of the Holy Spirit. We celebrate that God engenders faith within us, and through ordinary 

acts of love, the Kingdom of Heaven moves closer to earth. 

 

We celebrate the great cloud of witnesses who have gone before us, and that the faithful departed 

are as much a part of the body of Christ as we are. 

We are connected to so much faith; so many witnesses; so much courage and sacrifice and 

adventure and daring and so much trust and so much divine love it is overwhelming. 

 



In this turbulent age, when we are always looking for “our” people, we desperately need to hang 

onto this fact: what connects us in a real and lasting way is not Facebook, or what school we 

graduated from, what we do in our leisure time, or anything other than this truth. We have 

membership in the body of Christ, the Church with a capital “C.”  

 

And even more importantly, what connects us isn’t so much our beliefs about God, or our 

theology, or our doctrinal positions. No. It’s God and God gathers up all of God’s children into 

the Church eternal. 

 

So, today, for a little while, let’s remember all the deeply faithful and flawed saints through 

whom the glory of God has been revealed and will be revealed as year succeeds to year. 

 

In our community is a saint whose name I don’t know, but whose heart is Christ-shaped. That 

makes her part of our tribe. 

 

We are all well aware of the tragedy that the Cabell Midland community has suffered in recent 

days. Some of you have experienced it personally. As tragic as it is, there are some some grace-

filled moments. It’s important to recognize those. 

On Friday, many of my husband’s students needed to talk. One of the students shared that he was 

at his after-school job on Thursday night. A customer came into the store complaining of the 

traffic tie-up that had pretty much paralyzed eastern Cabell County for hours. The student heard 

the customer say something like, “Some dumb kid at Cabell Midland ran out in traffic and got 

hit.”  

 

Ed’s student said he spoke up and said, “Ma’am, that kid was one of my best friends.” 

 

There was no response from the complainer. No apology. Nothing. But, another woman, who 

overheard the exchange, came up to the young man and offered him a hug. And that’s what he 

needed most. Someone to simply recognize his loss, or at least, to not ridicule a seventeen-year-

old boy who lost his life in a moment of anguish. 

 

As I prepared for today, I had a recurring thought: how will we be remembered? As saints? 

Sinners? 

  

There are times, and they occur with greater and greater frequency, that I cringe at comments I 

hear on TV or read on-line. Often, they sound like the cold comment that grocery store customer 

made. Nothing is sacred. Nothing is too vile or vulgar. 

People speak or write in the most provocative and strident ways possible.  Every situation is 

somehow seen as the most consequential event in history. We demonize those who disagree with 



us and sever relationships. Reasonable thinkers know this further divides a conflicted public, but 

reason is often in short supply. 

 

Friends, there are days when I wonder if we have lost our collective minds. 

Which brings me back to Saint Dympha. Dympha was a very young girl when her mother died. 

Her father was inconsolable. His courtiers decided what he needed was a new wife. But no 

woman in his kingdom pleased the king. Eventually, someone dared to suggest the unthinkable: 

the king should marry his daughter.  

 

Terrified at the prospect, Dympha fled with some others to Belgium where she established her 

mission, a home for the mentally and emotionally challenged. She was suffering great anxiety 

and found meaning in helping others.  

Unfortunately, Dympha died at fifteen by her father’s hand. That’s another way people become 

saints-through martyrdom, to give one’s life for one’s faith. 

 

People of faith still find themselves in life-threatening situations. And some indeed give their 

lives for the cause of Christ. But, thanks be to God, death is not the final word. 

  

In 1985, as a sign of shared faith and purpose, the General Assembly of the newly re-united 

Presbyterian Church, adopted the Declaration of Faith. This was a welcome and celebrated 

accomplishment, as the church worked to heal the split that had deeply divided north from south 

for over one hundred years.  

 

Many scoffed at the idea of re-union, declaring the church irreparably fractured, as good as dead. 

I would go as far as to say some preferred death to forming a relationship with those they 

considered infidels. 

 

But, the church is the body of Christ and he is very much alive. 

 

In part, the Declaration states: 

“In the death of Jesus Christ, God’s way in the world seemed finally defeated. 

But death was no match for God. 

The resurrection of Jesus was God’s victory over death. 

Death often seems to prove that life is not worth living, that our best efforts and deepest 

affections go for nothing. 

We do not yet see the end of death. 

But Christ has been raised from the dead, 

Transformed, and yet the same person. 

In his resurrection is the promise of ours. 

We are convinced the life God wills for each of us 



is stronger than the death that destroys us. 

The glory of that life exceeds our imagination, 

but we know we shall be with Christ. 

So we treat death as a broken power. 

Its ultimate defeat is certain. 

In the face of death we grieve. 

Yet in hope we celebrate life. 

No life ends so tragically that its meaning and value are destroyed. 

Nothing, not even death, can separate us from the love of God in Jesus Christ our Lord. 

 

Jesus is Lord! 

He has been Lord from the beginning. 

He will be Lord at the end. 

Even now he is Lord.” 

 

Glory be to God the Father, Son, and Holy Spirit.  Amen. 

 

 

*Affirmation of Faith              The Apostles’ Creed  p.35 

*Hymn  581  Gloria Patri 

 

Prayers of the Faithful and the Lord’s Prayer                        Romans 6:3-5 

This morning we remember family, friends, and loved ones who have joined  

 the blessed company of the saints in light during this church year. 

When we were baptized into Christ Jesus, we were baptized into his death. 

We were buried therefore with him by baptism unto death, so that, as Christ was raised from the 

dead by the glory of the Father, we too might live a new life. 

For if we have been united with Christ in a death like his, we will certainly be united with him in 

a resurrection like his.       

 

Received into the Church Triumphant this year: 

Joan Sharp              February 17, 1947-January 13, 2022 

Brett Brownfield    March 27, 1959-June 8, 2022 

Margaret Keenan   December 5, 1941-July 11, 2022 

                                                                                          

Eternal God, we bless you for the great company of all those who have kept the faith, 

finished their race, and now rest from their labor. We praise you for those from this 

fellowship of faith whom you have received into your presence and others we name now in 

our hearts… 



We lift our concerns for our community, our nation, and the world, that all may be supplied their 

daily needs and know the security of freedom, security, and peace. We pray for those who suffer 

from illness and other circumstances. We give you thanks for all gifts of healing and compassion 

offered in your name. 

Help us to believe where we have not seen, trusting you to lead us through our years. 

Bring us at last with all your saints into the joy of your home, through Christ Jesus who 

taught us to pray, saying, Our Father… Amen. 

 

Presenting Our Gifts of Tithe and Offering 

Offertory 

*Hymn  606     Doxology 

*Prayer of Dedication 

 

*Hymn 730    I Sing a Song of the Saints of God    

           

*Blessing 

Go out in the confidence that your lives are safe in God. 

Keep your hands clean and your hearts pure. 

Do not act falsely or deceitfully. 

Trust in the Lord, even in the face of death, 

and follow in the footsteps of all God’s saints. 

And may God keep a protective eye on you; 

May Christ Jesus show you his grace and mercy; 

And may the Holy Spirit give you a vision of the life of the world made new. 

 

*Postlude 


