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According to the American Psychological Association, record numbers of us are suffering 

from what mental health professionals are calling Political Anxiety Disorder. (And yes - it is a 

real thing first diagnosed in 2016). It troubles people of all colors and all ages, from both sides 

of the political aisle.  

 

Constant media coverage, uncertainty, volatile election issues and social media bickering are 

just some of the reasons the election has people feeling on edge. Maybe you recognize some 

of more common symptoms in your friends and family:  low grade anger, feelings of 

powerlessness or resentment, more alcohol consumption.  

 

Your neighbor places a bumper sticker on their car and you realize that you don’t know them 

quite as well as you thought. You post a statement about a news item on Facebook and your 

thread gets filled with snarky comments suggesting that maybe your values aren’t as 

mainstream as you thought.  

 

The one thing voters – red or blue, young, or old, left or right, she, he, they -  seem to agree 

on right now is that if the candidate from the other team wins, the end of the world is near. 

 

This morning, we read a passage from a letter to the church in Thessalonica. It seems that 

the letter is addressing a rumor floating around the community that the world was about to 

end. Daily life (and even worship) was disrupted with concerns about how to wait, how to 

prepare, who would be “taken up” and who would be left behind. Anxiety is stealing away 

energy and a healthy flow of life in the congregation. Folks were so sure that the end was just 

around the corner that they had moved from working at faithful living to faithful waiting.  

 

The author of the letter writes in much the same way that a parent might write a letter to a 

college son or daughter who the parent fears is hanging out with the “wrong crowd.”   They 

are to stay focused on following God’s ways instead of speculation.  

 

There is a story told that one day back in early Puritan New England there was a major 

eclipse. The sun was blotted out, the day turned dark, and the people were terrified. “This 

must be the end of the world! What shall we do?”   One man is said to have replied, “Let us 

be found doing our duty.” 

 

In verse 13, the author of this letter is setting a similar example. Rather than focusing on 

whether or not the end of the world is coming – focus on what is right in the life of the 

community as it stands. Gratitude and encouragement are the appropriate responses in the 



faith community to times of high anxiety. The author cautions that the community of faith is 

not called to run in fear that the sky is falling, but rather we are called to be children of God. 

Or as the author states in verse 15, “stand firm and hold fast to the traditions that you were 

taught.”   

 

Our God is a God who makes a way where there is no way. Our task is to keep on keeping 

on, to proclaim God’s love for all, even in times of unease and chaos, even when everything 

around feels out of our control.  

 

Last Monday was All Saints Day. This church festival reminds us that our faith journey does 

NOT occur in isolation but surrounded by and immersed in a “great cloud of witnesses.”   All 

Saints Day also reminds us that our church has a long history of ups and downs, challenges, 

and successes – and a long line of people of faith who stayed true to the path of discipleship 

through it all.  

 

On All Saints we remember the “saints” – all of them, not just the more notable martyrs of the 

early church, but also the Sunday school teacher you had as a child, your parents, their 

parents. All those who preceded us in this church and in the faith. And who we remember 

depends upon where we are in our faith development.  

 

To come into the church is to take our place in a centuries procession of names: Abraham 

and Sarah;  Jesus and those who encountered him; early church leaders; the faithful from all 

generations; right down to our immediate grandmothers and grandfathers in the faith. And 

then…there we are…coming along and blending in with the procession. In deciding how to 

live out our faith, we take cues from all who came before us, all who travel with us, and yes – 

even from those who are still to come.  

 

Our faith story is both unique and also the sum of many parts. In the procession that I am part 

of, I can see such figures as  

• my grandmother who found something good in everyone 

• My youth group leader who challenged me to put faith into action 

• First woman preacher I encountered – an ELCA pastor at a church near my college 

campus 

• Mother Theresa who I was fortunate to hear speak years ago 

• The Dali Lama, who I heard give a presentation at Miami (of Ohio) University 

 

I sit here today, surrounded by the names of saints. Our faith stories are registered with 

theirs. All those who have journeyed before us struggled with the questions we ask, carved 

out affirmations that we recite, and have played a part in helping us bring to speech what we 

only confusingly felt.  

 

What would my faith story be if I did not already have the voice of my grandmother reciting 

the goodness of all God’s children? Where would my faith story be if I did not have the 

comfort of the Psalmist’s knowledge of human pain? Where would my faith be if I didn’t have 



the hymns to sing? Would I have gone to seminary if I had never seen a woman preach? I am 

blessed to be part of this procession, the rich and diverse Christian heritage I have nurtures 

me when I am filled with questions and sings with me when I am filled with joy. 

 

None of us arrived here first. We are not the first generation to know frustration with 

government or to know the trauma of war. We are not the first generation to struggle with 

trusting in God’s presence. The saints are those who have known pain, grief, exclusion and 

yet still found ways to seek and serve Christ and to praise God’s name.  

 

God has been dealing with us, speaking to us, intruding among us, leading us for centuries. 

And we are reminded by scripture today that we are the saints that the next generation will 

find in their procession.  

 

The church folk in Thessalonica were in danger of allowing themselves to be swept along in 

the parade as if they had no role. They were in danger of forgetting that they had a 

responsibility to create a faith story that would call out to those who were to follow.  

 

Like them, we sometimes need to be reminded that we, too, have a place among the saints, 

that we, too, have been charged with keeping the procession going. We are tasked with 

writing faith stories that will call out to those who are to follow. We take our place along with 

all the saints. We are, right now, creating our own personal faith stories that might serve to 

inspire others. Whether we are making a decision about voting, helping a stranger, choosing 

what we will do tomorrow – we do it all as part of this great procession, singing the song of 

faith with them and FOR those who are yet to come. 

 

What will your faith story say? How will you join in this great procession? Will it be in big 

ways? Little ways? Will it be told only to those who are closest to you? Or for all the world to 

hear? Will your story change what happens in this place? What about your church’s faith 

story? Will it be told in words or actions? Will your community’s story open new doors for 

those who are to follow? 

 

You are a child of God — beloved, blessed, cherished, one of a kind, and God is doing great 

things through you. So, come to the table today as part of the procession. Come from the 

unique place where you live out your faith. Take your place among the saints – for you have 

been charged with keeping the procession going.  

 

Come to the table and find the nourishment you need to go from this place and to live out 

your faith, inspired by those who came before and opening doors for those who are yet to 

come.  
 


