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Feast of All Saints 2012 

Zombies vs Saints 

Thursday 1st of November was the feast of All Saints, once a mighty holy day in the 

Church’s calendar.   Not that you or anyone else would have noticed.  All Saints and All 

Souls are two holy days in the Christian calendar that have been washed away by the 

celebration of Halloween. To put it simply almost everyone knows that October 31st is 

Halloween but even respected radio presenters cannot get the dates right for All Souls and 

All Saints.  

I am not about to bash Halloween. I’m no longer sure what to make of it. It is an American 

imposition, definitely  commercial and  tawdry but also in some ways cathartic and  

celebratory . It is a confusing mixture of ideas.  

But one aspect of this time of year that I think worth reflecting on is the rise of Zombies 

and the idea of the Zombie Apocalypse.  

Zombies are everywhere!  Back in Brisbane they host the world’s largest Zombie walk, 

which rather appropriately raises money for the Brain Foundation. Genius! You cannot 

watch telly without seeing a teen horror story featuring Zombies. You cannot trawl the 

internet social network without intriguing posts talking about how to survive the Zombie 

Apocalypse, run fast is some of the best advice. “The 1% are not the rich, but those who 

can run fast” so says Joss Whedon, the Hollywood writer and producer in a humorous post 

that is all to do with the US Election.  

Now this is where I want to make a claim on my age as I head to the end of my 40s. When I 

was young, this was the time of year for turnip lanterns, scary masks and images of 

witches (November 5th being the significant date). Even when I lived with some Americans 

in my twenties, and when Halloween was a major celebration, Zombies barely featured. 

But by 2009 you could have a New York Times top 5 book called Pride and Prejudice and 

Zombies and I as I mentioned earlier Zombies are used in politics.  The New York Times 

writes articles about them. Zombies have become mainstream. 

 

But here is a thought, how do Zombies compare to the great cloud of witnesses, the 

communion of Saints? 

Why make this comparison? 
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They both feature at this time of year. They are both in some way dead and alive. One lot 

have had their robes washed in the blood of the lamb and the others clothes are simply 

blood soaked. We talk about the communion of Saints, and we also recognize the Zombie 

hordes. They are both linked by the idea of slavery and freedom. In a recent article  in the 

NY Times, Amy Wilentz, links our current cultural obsession with Zombies with the 

darkest days of African slavery in places like Haiti.  

 

In those desperate conditions where people’s lives were pitiless suicide could be seen as a 

true escape, but also as the ultimate form of theft (for the slave owner). In this context the 

concept of Zombies arose, the undead still caught in slavery, held in their servitude by 

Baron Samedi (Baron Saturday).  

What struck me in the article was that there is somewhere else we use the term slave and 

that is in the Bible where Christians are described as being slaves of Christ. Dulous, or 

slave, appears about 130 times in the New Testament, not just as slaves to sin, but as 

slaves of Christ. It is word that has at times been translated as servant, but more truly 

means slave. 

This is where I think we get to an area worth exploring. Who are following? What are we 

slaves to, to put it more strongly? 

The Zombie, is a slave to cruel Baron Saturday, spreading death to whoever they touch. 

The Saints, slaves still, but to the Lord of Sunday, spreading life to whoever they 

encounter.  

I appreciate that we could have a good discussion about the role of Zombies today as 

something of a liberating icon in today’s culture that is obsessed with beauty and 

perfection. But at its heart the Zombie stands for something less that the Saint; they have 

their origin in servitude and abuse.  

I am writing this at a desk at home, which by way of coincidence, has a zombie pirate with 

wobbly head next to it,  a tad disturbing but such are the vagaries of family life and shared 

computers. 

What I would like to gently suggest here; and I appreciate that on this Sunday you may 

think this inappropriate, is that we have undersold Saints , we have misunderstood the 

nature of goodness and perhaps even godliness. We have made Saints, feeble and frail and 

so as culture we have chosen Zombies over Saints.  
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Two weeks ago at the Confirmation, Bishop Andrew said,  that none of us were Saints. I 

think we all knew what he meant. None of us live perfect, stainless lives of saccharine 

holiness; none of us are sinless. Yet in truth we should all aspire to be Saints, holy men and 

women, boys and girls. Holy in a way that is as contagious and as fun as the Zombies we 

see around us. We should aspire to be holy, saintly even.  

If we picture the Saints as being collection of serious minded, white robed, pale skinned 

aesthetes that we would be scared to entertain for even a cup of tea, then we have 

unwittingly made holiness into something it truly is not. We have traded holiness for a 

shallow morality and a pallid faith .  

The Saints of old, the Saint spoken of in the Bible, were ones who did God’s work, who 

strove for the kingdom. I am not a great fan of the militaristic imagery in Christian writing, 

but I see that sometimes we struggle to get a sense of the power, determination and 

goodness that those saintly Christians had. The language of the army of god at least gets 

somewhere. Well it is better than Zombies. 

 

In Brisbane there is a church called All Saints; they will be celebrating today. In the church 

there is a triptych by a Fr David Binns. The three large paintings sit behind the altar in 

place of stained glass windows. In these pictures there are people of all nationalities and 

ages at a feast, it is full of colour and animals, action and stillness, it is chaotic but not 

unruly. There is aliveness to the pictures; they are almost too vibrant for a church setting; 

which is a remarkable thing to say. But boy are we reminded when looking at these 

paintings that you could be in the picture. In fact quite a few locals were.  

 

We are tasked to give thanks for the real saints and we called to become like them.  

 

 

 


