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Have you ever had to explain death to a child? My little boy had 

seen his great-grandma almost to the end. He'd visited her regularly 

when she looked 'different' and ill. He'd played around her hospital 

bed. But when I said to him that now she had gone to be 'with 

God', he immediately suggested we go there too. He didn't register 

what I had said as describing a loss. If she was with God, let's go! 

Heaven was, if not a place on earth, clearly somewhere we should 

plan on paying a visit. Somewhere we could be together. 

Maybe he had a wisdom we should hold onto, when it did not 

occur to him to imagine a total separation from the reality of the 

person he had known and loved. When he calmly refused it; as our 

brains and imaginations have sometimes too, perhaps, at one stage 

or another of grief. 

Here, tonight, we have come not just to remember our loved ones; 

not just to pray for, restore and heal ourselves, but to be together. 

Together with one another, but together also with them. To be 

together with those whom we believe are not gone. In prayer, in 

worship, in quiet with one another, those we love here and 

elsewhere, through God with them. We can be together. 

At this time of year, as the darkness gathers, the Christian Church 

tells stories and dreams dreams. 

It remembers: it conjures up again before our eyes the stories of all 

the humans we have known. It remembers the best we have known 

of them, on All Saints Day, but all the souls as well, potential 

saints, on All Souls. Those who have loved us into life, have 

nurtured us, whom we have loved. Also those with whom we have 

wrestled, struggled. It doesn't forget to remember, because it dares 

to imagine the reality of their permanence. It dares to imagine 

reunion, resurrection, restoration and true renewal. 

It dares to say that love cannot die, and so neither can the lover and 

the beloved. That once we have passed through what may well be a 

searing encounter --- --- we shall 

be more together than we have ever been. 

And it joins together with them, through Jesus Christ in whom we 

all belong, in the way by which we can be one: in a state of 

worship, prayer and praise that our beautiful music and words 

tonight will help us reach. In this we come closer to the state of 

being so beautifully imagined in our reading, where, in a heaven 

and an earth renewed and brought together, all our place will be 



with God and his with us and 'mourning and crying and pain will 

be no more' 

You have all had death, pain, loss come and cast their chill on your 

lives. You have perhaps known depths of grief and aloneness which 

cut sharply. God doesn't ask us not to feel those things, or when, or 

how. But he is with us in it all. He knows, as the choir will sing 

soon, 'the secrets of our hearts'.  

But listening to our psalm just now, we hear that our grief, our loss, 

our longing is itself something through which hope can be born. 

'I wait for the Lord, my soul waits / more than those who watch for 

the morning' Perhaps you have known that watching for the 

morning. At the sickbed of a loved one, the dark greying into 

dawn. Perhaps you have known someone who was only too ready 

to leave behind pain. Perhaps you remember it now. 

What do we hold on to, in those moments?  

The Christian hope is so glorious, because it promises more than 

went before. It doesn't just promise we will get our loved ones 

'back'. It promises that we will get much more. That we, and they, 

if we still have some miles to go, are travelling towards not just a 

watery smile but the wiping away of every tear. Not just away from 

pain but towards joy. That what awaits us is the best of what we 

have known and more. Where 'it is done' and 'all things are new'. 

Where we are restored to one another, to the love of one another, 

in ways that we glimpsed were possible here but will know 

completely there. 

We will not only recover from the fracture we feel now, but find 

that those scars --- like in a japanese bowl, its cracks mended with 

gold --- are now gleams of total glory. 

But for now we simply join together. And in the peace and 

restoration we find here, we pray for our loved ones as we believe 

they pray for us. Closer than we are to that amazing yet searing 

encounter with God's very being.  

Waiting with them for the dawning of the day, knowing something 

of it in our hope and our faith and our love. 


