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All Saints Day 

 

Let us pray: Holy One, speak to us now, open our hearts to your spirit of love and hopefulness. 

What I like about having All Saints Day fall on the Sunday before the election is the way that it 

places this moment in time within the context of our identity as people who belong to something 

larger than this moment. 

 

We are a broken mess in this country right now. As polarized as we are, that is one thing we all 

agree on.  

 

Today is a reminder that through God, we are united to one another and to all those who came 

before us and all who will come after, in order to heal the mess.   

 

Throughout history, Christains have experienced difficulties and maintained hope and faith in 

the strength and love of God to hold us firmly as our boat is rocked.  

 

The saints serve as powerful reminders of the incredible diversity in the human race and the 

faithful ways people of all generations have reacted  as they met the challenges in the world in 

their time. 

 

About Saints in our church...we recognize them, but don’t pray to them. Some that we recognize 

were canonized centuries ago by the Catholic church. The lives of these people and others who 

have been recognized as exemplary Chistains are all included in our liturgical calendar and are 

documented in a book the church publishes called Lesser Feasts and Fasts that is unique to the 

Espicopal Church. So the many of the Saints honored in this book have influenced life in the 

United States.  

 



Before you go out and buy Lesser Feasts and Fasts, you should know that every three years 

the Episcopal church holds its general convention, and one of the things that can happen at 

convention is that new people can be added to the list of those we honor as exemplary 

Christains. So it’s quickly outdated. But good news...the current list including the additions from 

the 2018 General Convention can be found on Wikipedia...where you can go to see who is 

honored on your birthday for fun. Most of those on the list have a hyper link that tells you 

something about them.  

 

This is the how I found my way to the life of Prudence Crandall who is honored on September 

the 3rd and who established the first school for black girls in the United States, The Canterbury 

Female Boarding School .  

 

Crandall grew up in a Quaker family and was educated in a Quaker school where she was 

allowed to follow a rigorous academic curriculum including Latin, Mathematics and Science 

unlike many women in her era. In 1831, at the age of 30 she established a school in Canterbury 

Connecticut for 40 young white girls of prominent families in the community. The following year, 

Sarah Harris, the daughter of a free African-American farmer near Canterbury, asked to be 

accepted to the school to prepare for teaching other African Americans. Crandall was uncertain 

about whether to admit Harris, she knew doing so would make significant waves. In true Quaker 

fashion, she consulted her Bible, which, as she told it, came open to Ecclesiastes 4:1: 

“So I returned, and considered all the oppressions that are done under the sun: and behold the 

tears of such as were oppressed, and they had no comforter; and on the side of their 

oppressors there was power; but they had no comforter.” 

 

After prayerful consideration, Crandall took the side of the comforter and admitted Harris and so 

established the first integrated school in the US. 

 

From 1790 to 1810, the free black population in the United States  increased from 8% to 13.5%, 

most of whom lived in the Mid-Atlantic States, New England, and the Upper South. The rights of 



free blacks fluctuated and waned with the gradual rise in power among poor white men during 

the late 1820s and early 1830s. 

 

 When Crandal admitted Harris, she was met with strong opposition from many of the families in 

the town. When she refused to dismiss Harris as was suggested to her, families of the current 

white students removed their daughters from the school, so she decided to turn the school into 

an all black boarding school. At the time, she wasn’t involved in any organized abolitionist 

activity, but she was a faithful Quaker who had integrated prayer and study of the Bible into her 

daily life and she had read abolitionist writings.   

 

She reached out for support from noted abolitionist Samuel J. May and William Lloyd Garrison 

who gave her letters of introduction to prominent African Americans from Providence, Rhode 

Island to New York. The following year she reopened the school with twenty African-American 

students from Boston, Providence, New York, Philadelphia, and the surrounding areas in 

Connecticut.  

 

I’m sure you won’t be surprised to learn that, that effort too, was met with hostility from local 

white men who voiced concrens that it would draw more African Americans into their community 

and would lead to interracial marriage. Crandall’s response to this fear was to remind the 

community that Moses was married to a black woman. 

 

The students were harassed and threatened by the townspeople. The  Black Law was passed 

which prohibited any school from teaching African-American students from outside the state 

without town permission.  In July, Crandall was arrested and placed in the county jail for a 

night—she refused to be bailed out, because she wanted the public to know she was being 

jailed. 

 

Under the Black Law, the townspeople refused all amenities to the students and Crandall, 

closing their shops and meeting houses to them. They were denied public transportation, and 

the town doctors refused to treat them. The school's well was poisoned and Crandall was 



prevented from obtaining water from other sources. Although she faced extreme difficulties, 

Crandall continued to teach the young women of color which angered the community even 

further. The school was attacked, all the windows were broken and the furniture was destroyed. 

Crandall eventually closed the school in September of 1843 out of fear for the lives of her 

students. 

 

In our gospel today we are reminded of the blessings we receive when we lead faithful lives. 

Stories like Crandalls lead me to rethink my definition of blessing. Was she blessed for being 

persecuted for the sake of living her life in accordance with the gospel? She was certainly brave 

and faithful to the values she held. But how was she blessed? 

 

Could it be that she was blessed by living in a time and place where she had an opportunity to 

do the right thing even when it was the hard thing? Was her faith and trust in God deepened by 

her experience? Did her faith bless her with the strength to resist the injustices upheld by the 

status quo? Did she consider it a blessing to be able to teach future teachers who would have 

an impact on the lives of hundreds of other black students? Did she realize that her actions 

would add to the movement for racial justice that continues to this day? 

 

Crandall was a kingdom builder. She was emboldened by God’s promise to establish a world 

where all beings flourish, where every tear is wiped away, and where human life flourishes. 

What is so extraordinary about the saints is the ways in which their ordinary lives unfolded. The 

saints are those for whom God’s love has sunk so deeply into their very being, that the way they 

see and respond to the world is transformed. They see the broken places and they find ways to 

let the light of God to seep through the cracks. Telling the saints’ stories reminds us of how God 

has worked generation after generation to free humankind from the forces of oppression. 

 

I spent Friday morning with Creamy recording a video of her telling the Godly Play lesson on 

Baptism that you can watch on the church’s website by going to the Godly Play tab.  In the 

lesson, Creamy shows how at baptism we are given the light of Christ that combines with all the 

light  each one of us is given and how it invisibly spreads out into the whole world like a cloud of 



smoke that dissipates, invisible and yet always present. As a candle is lit for each of the children 

in our church, the light grows brighter and brighter. 

 

This combined light is a powerful reminder of how God’s light dwells within each one of us and 

binds us together into a force of good for the world. 

 

This week, as you sit with your anxiety over what the election results might be, remember the 

source of your light and that you are forever bound to the great cloud of witnesses that brings 

the light of Christ into the world now and forever.  

 


