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Wisdom 3:1-9, John 6: 37-40    
All Souls 

 
May I speak in the name of the one who loves us, who sustains us and who gives us life. Amen 
 
T’was just this time, last year,  
that tomorrow became today like it was only yesterday. 
 
It’s clearer now  
than ever it was then. 
I somehow know it more closely. 
Feel it more deeply. 
The way life changes 
in a breath. 
One…. two…. three… 
Darkness falls. 
Clocks stop. 
Time stands still. 
Fast. 
 
T’was just this time, last year, that we gathered here…  
There is much I remember. 
Sitting in that place. 
Memory for company. 
Tears too – a physical out-pouring of prayer without words  
Guttural expressions of anguish poured-out 
I am  
hear 
I am 
again. 
 
Yesterday’s losses ensuring today… tomorrow… will never be the same again. 
 
Here we remember, 
The way we were 
just this time, last year. 
We hear the same words. 
The same scriptures,  
the same prayers,  
see the same flickering candles, 
Everything and nothing has changed. 
 
Sometimes today forgets yesterday,  
only to be remembered, real-ised again tomorrow. 
 
T’was just this time, last year, that we knew nothing of all that was to come... 
 
I see new faces, new names.  
Those who mourn and those who mourn today for the first time.  
Yes you, sister, for you were unable to be with the one you loved.  
And you, brother you couldn’t attend their funeral, could you? 



And you too; the sense of your own mortality has drawn closer than perhaps you might ever have imagined.  
And as for you … you, my friend, I see you… already you grieve… in anticipation of what lies ahead... 
 
Yesterday becomes our tomorrow, today. 
 
Today’s readings… too often long-forgotten ancient Wisdom written in the present tense to tell us of the future. 
 
That nothing will be lost and those who trust in God will understand….  
just perhaps not today. 
 
So accompanied by all that is past 
We trust in the present tense 
That we will understand in the future. 
For this is how we attempt to make sense of life, bringing order, structure to our life story  
with a beginning a middle and an end.  
A timeline. 
 
Until the day comes 
This day perhaps when we realise that 
life… and grief… is not linear.  
 
There is no beginning, middle and end.  
There is only the for-ever and for-now. 
For-now, we stand at the threshold of life and death  
and we dwell in sacred space for-ever.  
Just one moment in time when all eternity is held in an instant 
The same yesterday, today and forever. 
 
The first and the last inviting us to 
participate in one Last Supper  
to witness one last breath  
to live both one last day and all eternity. 
Alpha and Omega without beginning or end. 
 
Today we remember the past and in so doing we prepare for tomorrow. 
 
We remember the injustice in the firm hope of reconciliation. 
We remember the separation in the firm hope of reunion. 
We remember the brokenness in the firm hope of reparation. 
And we remember the despair in the firm hope of restoration.  
 
And all of this remembering we choose to do with eucharistic, thankful hearts for though at times we might barely cling to 
faith we are held… held firmly by the One who promises the dawn of a new day.  
 
Past, present and future. 
Eternally-united  
by the One 
who has redeemed us,  
by the One 
who does sustain us  
and by the One 
who will raise us up to life.  
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592 words 
Inspired by: 
‘T’was just this time, last year, I died’. 
Poem No. 445 by Emily Dickinson 
  


