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When I was a child, I was a little jealous of my Catholic friends who could pray not only to Jesus and God, but to the saints. It seemed so comforting — to have a whole communion of holy people you could call on for help. I imagined saints as the ones in stained glass — figures with halos and unblinking eyes, frozen in reverent poses, somehow closer to heaven than to earth.
But over the years, I’ve come to see saints differently. Saints aren’t otherworldly or unreachable figures in beautiful church windows. They aren’t only those of blessed memory. They are also the living and the near — the ones of quotidian tasks and day-to-day presence who have loved us into being.  They are the people who stand beside us at vigils when the world feels heavy, who pass casseroles and tissues after funerals, who speak truth when silence would be easier.
I reunited with one of my saints this past week, after twenty-five years apart. My dear mentor and friend Danna, and her husband, helped save my life during a desperate season in my early twenties. They opened their home to me for more than a year, and when grief came crashing in the night, they came too — to hold me until I could breathe again.
Who are your saints? Who are the teachers who opened your minds, the neighbors who showed up with soup, the friends who stayed when others turned away? Always remember: their light isn’t locked behind glass. It flickers in our living rooms, glows in hospital hallways, and burns steady in acts of courage and tenderness.
Today we honor the saints who have gone on to what is next, those who still share their light among us, and the saints who built this congregation seventy-five years ago. (Happy birthday, church!)
The founders of this church dreamed of creating a heart space — a place where grace could take root, where all could belong, where justice and mercy could meet around a common table. At least, that is what I would like to think. I mean, they were starting a church.
It began in 1947, when Jody and Mary Barber of Hendersonville met the dynamic Rev. Charles “Tad” Heymann. Once a Golden Gloves boxing champion and real-estate investor, Tad had found a new calling as a minister. The Barbers, along with a few local residents, who were inspired by Heyman’s  preaching, invited him to lead a small group that met in homes for worship and conversation. Looking for a new challenge, he came without salary, simply to serve.
Before long, the group outgrew their living rooms and began gathering in the American Legion Hall, then the Rosa Edwards School auditorium. By 1949, they’d collected $350 and borrowed $1,100 to buy a lot on Fifth Avenue West. One day Tad drove by in his Jaguar, wearing his jaunty fedora, and was startled to see a dozen men building there. “What are you doing?” he asked. “We’re building you a church!” they replied.
Soon a small white, one-room building stood ready — simple and full of spirit. The pews were borrowed green benches from the city. Heat came from a donated cast-iron stove. At offering time, they literally passed a hat — later replaced by a salad bowl, two pie plates, and finally the silver ones still in use.
In 1950, the State of North Carolina incorporated them as The Community Church of Hendersonville.
Two years later, the twenty-four members wrote three simple promises:
I will attend church as often as possible.
I will contribute as much as I can afford.
I believe in the Lord and will follow the principles taught by Christ.
By 1954, they purchased two acres of this property at Fifth Avenue and White Pine Drive, moving the little church to this very spot. When the sanctuary overflowed, they bought used drive-in speakers from a closing theater in Brevard so people could listen from their cars — perhaps the first version of livestream worship!
Through the years, the church kept growing — adding space and ministries — always returning to the truth that churches are not built only of wood and stone, but of welcome and steadfast hearts.
These weren’t perfect people, but faithful ones. They were ordinary people, moved by extraordinary hope, trusting that  love  could build something that would last. They planted seeds they might never see bloom. They carried folding chairs and hymnals, hosted potlucks and Bible studies, comforted one another through death and celebrated each birth, each marriage, each new beginning. They did what saints have always done: they loved without guarantee. They did so, believing that faith was less about certainty and more about creating a heart place in a world that forgets what compassion looks like.
Through storms both literal and spiritual, through seasons of growth and decline, this community endured — not because it avoided hardship, but because it kept returning to its heartbeat: love,, faith, and courage for one another. This sanctuary was never meant to be a museum of the past, but a living testimony to resilience — a heart space still pulsing with the faith of those who came before, and the hope of those yet to come.
Now, today, the story is ours to tell — and to keep writing. The saints before us have handed us not a monument but a mission: to keep the spirit of love alive here, to make sure the doors of this heart space are as wide as the embrace of God itself.
Every generation faces its own storms and reckonings. Ours may not look like theirs, but the need for strength is the same. The call to compassion is the same.
We, too, are called to risk kindness in an age of cynicism. To practice generosity when fear tells us to close our fists. To believe that justice and tenderness belong together. Each time we show up — to sing, to serve, to advocate, to weep with those who weep and rejoice with those who rejoice — we become part of the long, unbroken thread of love that stretches from the saints of yesterday into the world’s tomorrow.
This love-place is not perfect, but it is real. It is held together by coffee hours and commitment, by hard conversations and deep laughter, by the Spirit who keeps whispering, “Do not grow weary in doing good, in being kinder than necessary.”
So today, on this seventy-fifth anniversary, we honor the ones who built before us — and we recommit ourselves to the work of building now: creating a community where every person can breathe and belong, believing that love is still the most powerful force in the world.
And we do that with the enduring trust and grit of the saints who have come before us. They are here — in the laughter that fills our hallways, in the prayers that linger in this sanctuary, in the mercy that rises when the world grows bone-tired. They are in our voices when we sing, in our hands when we serve, in our hearts when we dare to keep caring even when kindness costs us something.
Whether we know it or not, we are the living, breathing body of Love they dreamed into being.
This is what it means to be a heart space, a love place — to remember that blessing, that sacred community is not something we achieve, but something we receive, and then pass along.
So on this All Saints Sunday, and this seventy-fifth anniversary, may we give thanks for those who built this place of grace before us. May we honor them not only with our memories, but with our lives. And may the same Spirit that kindled their courage kindle ours — until love becomes not just the heart of this church, but the heartbeat of the world.











