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Allen Pruitt

I only had the dream one time,
when I was 15 or 16.

A year, maybe two after my grandfather died,
I dreamed him,

pulling up in a 50’s hot-rod convertible.

I heard the car from my room
over-looking the street.

Rather than open the blinds and look,
I went out the front door instead.

Opening the door,
I saw my granddaddy,

leaning up against the passenger door,
wearing a pair of slacks

and his sleeves rolled up almost to his elbows.

He wore a fedora cocked back on his head,
the way he did in all the pictures

of him and my grandma before the war.

I remember the feeling.
I remember I could not speak.

I only walked toward him.
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As he opened the door for me to get in, he said,
“you wanna go for a ride partner?”

The dream ended as he started the car and revved the engine,
looking over at me to say,

“you better buckle up partner,
we might move pretty fast.”

Today is All Saint’s Day.
But I’m not thinking about St. Francis,

or St. Augustine,
or St. Mark.

I’m thinking about my granddaddy.

There is much I have learned
from the example of all the Saints,

all the heroes of our faith,
all the ways that they took up their cross

and followed Jesus.

But it pales next to what I’ve learned,
what I am still learning

from my granddaddy
and my granny,

from the old junior warden at my last church
and from John Hurd
and so many others here at St. Mark’s.
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And never mind the people who are still with me:
my grandmother,

whose grace and sense of humor I aim for every single day,
my mother and father,

who get smarter and wiser every year that I get older,
and from all of you

who walk the way with me
here in our little church
with the pretty stained glass.

We live among the living and the dead.
We are still being formed

by all the people who’ve come before us
and all the people still with us,

just as we are always being made new
by that same God

who took all of nothing
and made himself a living, breathing world.

We live in that world;
that world is at once our inheritance

and our bequest.

What we have received
we will one day pass on.
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For better or for worse,
we will one day be the saints who are preached about,

the saints whose stories are told.

We wonder if they will be stories of grace,
stories of courage.

Will our stories be funny or tragic,
hopeful or lonesome?

Ultimately,
however good or bad our stories are,

will our stories point others
toward the love of God?

Who were you thinking of,
when I told my story at the beginning?

Maybe you listened all the way through about my granddaddy,
and thank you.

But I wonder who your story is about;
I wonder who you have met,

in your dreams.
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We live among the living and the dead.
We know saints who have gone,

and who helped form us into the people we are today.

But still today,
the saints are all around us.
God is being made known to us

in a thousand acts of small forgiveness,
in uncountable pinpricks of light,

shining in the darkness.

This past Tuesday,
I did chapel for the Kindergarten.

After we sang our song
the kids sat down
and I told them the story for the day.

I asked them what special day was coming up.
Somebody raised their hand and told me that it was Halloween.

“That’s right” I said.
“It’s Halloween.

And the reason that Halloween is on the last day of October,
is because there’s another special day

on the first day of November.

We call it All Saints Day.”
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I asked the kids to shut their eyes really tight,
and they did.

I asked them,
“Can you see anything?”

“NOOO!”
“Why not?
Is it because you can’t see any light?”

“YESSSS!”
Well open your eyes,

and look at this window.
Is there light coming through that window?

“YESSS!”
“That’s right.
If there wasn’t any light coming through that window,

then you wouldn’t be able to see all the pretty colors.

You know, if you think about it,
God is like the light shining in the window.

And we are the window,
with all the pretty colors.

Some of us are more blue;
some of us are more red and green and yellow.

But without that light,
you can’t see any of it.

That’s what we’re supposed to be,
a little window,
letting God’s light shine through us.

And when somebody lets that light shine really bright,
we call that person a saint.”
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How brightly have you seen that light?
Uncountable points of light,

way off in the distant black.
Brightly burning lights,

showing you the way back home.

How brightly have you seen the light,
shining in the people you have known?

That light was always there,
sometimes obscured,
sometimes as clear as day,

but that light is always shining.

Have you seen it?
Have you seen God working

in all the people you ever knew?

Have you learned a thing or two
about forgiving
and being forgiven?

Have you seen how God was there,
working out some kind of salvation,

even when you were sure you couldn’t be saved?
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Have you seen it?
Have you seen that light?

Have you seen how it doesn’t seem to matter
how tightly you close your eyes
or shut your heart;

have you seen
how God can get a light

into every kind of darkness?

I wonder

when we will see it next…

It can’t be long.


