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Allen Pruitt

“Time marches on.”

My grandmother is fond of this saying.

Almost every conversation we have leads,
eventually,

to talk of how things used to be.

She used to be able to make dinner for 40 people
all by herself;

now she just sits at the table to boss.

We used to be little
and play under the coffee table in her living room,

now, we lay around and take naps,
like my grandaddy used to do.

Time marches on;
nothing lasts forever.

Talk like this can make me sad,
but more than anything,

it makes me smile.

My grandmother talks about the old days
with just a touch

of wistful remembrance.
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For the most part though,
she’s just telling the truth:

the old days are gone,
the new days are here.

Praise God for what is gone;
praise God, too,

for what is here.
Praise God for yesterday;
praise God for this day.

We aren’t very good at that,
not always.

We always want to figure out what will last,
what will endure.

At our worst,
we pretend:

that our youth ought to be permanent,
we pretend that there are easy answers to complex questions;
we pretend, even

that we will not die.
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Can we accept impermanence?
I want to.

I want to praise things that cannot last,1
things brief and burning.

Leaves, gold and orange,
the red on maples before they fall.

I want to give thanks for a small child
eating cereal across the table,

still in her pajamas,
before the sun is fully up.

Things that do not last forever.

**************

I want to sing the praises of hide and seek
and staying up late
and the freedom of your sophomore year.

I want to be in love with,
and not live in fear of,

the things which are always passing away,
the things which were never meant

to last for very long.

 Equinox by Barbara Crooker. 1
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Our prayer book offers this in the funeral service,
“You only are immortal,

the creator and maker of mankind;
and we are mortal,

formed of the earth,
and to earth shall we return.”

God only is immortal,
all else is mortal,
all else is continually passing away,

giving way
that the new thing might come.

The immortal has given what is mortal and fleeting,
ours to care for,
to be grateful for,
and then to pass along to the next group,

our next selves,
our children,
the stranger who will walk through the door

and find welcome,
whose heart will find home

and be a stranger no more.
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Everything we have is just passing through our hands.
We can either weep over that
or give thanks.

We can weep for what slips away,
or we can give thanks

that we held it for even a little while.

Can we be in awe
of what will not last,

so that we can see,
at the end of everything,

that which endures forever?

********************

What will last?
What will endure?

“You only are immortal,
the creator and maker of mankind.”
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What if nothing at all is going to last
except our relationship with the Almighty?

What if it’s all going to fade away:
burn brightly
and then fall to the ground?

Everything,
except that which connects us

to the God who made us?

And so what if that connection,
that seeking after and finding

is the only thing that matters
even one little bit?

*******************
Loving God,

with everything that we are;
loving God

by loving our neighbors,
our children,
and by serving our community?

Loving and worshiping God,
challenging yourself

to give a damn
and to wonder

about the state of your own soul,

and to consider sacrificing something,
      something,
      something,

on the altar of the most high.
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Will we sacrifice our love of permanence,
in praise of that which cannot last?

Will we sacrifice our fear,
accepting that we will never really know

what is coming next?
Will we sacrifice our certainty,

accepting in its place
wonder
and confusion
and delight?

None of this is easy.
Sacrifice is never easy.

**************
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Today is All Saint’s Day.

We celebrate saints who’ve gone before.
St. Peter
and St. Mark
and St. David
and St. Nathanial Jackson
and all the others you are thinking of

right this minute.

There isn’t a saint among us
or who’s ever gone before us

who ever made it out alive.

We know where we’re headed:
we’re headed to God.

Back where we came from,
back where every path leads,

no matter how long or twisted.

*******
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I want to praise today
things that cannot last,

because though they fade,
first they burn bright.

And they light the way to the only thing that lasts for ever:
the God who made me and who loved me,

every single day.

Time marches on,

but that

…will last forever.


