All Souls 2 November 2025
	Each of our lives are unique.  We all have two things in common: we are born and we die.  Our birth and death tell our own unrepeatable stories.  Arrival and departure frame our existence.  We have no memory of where we’ve come from, no map for where we are headed.  Can we say that faith was born of this mystery?  Yes, we can.
	 All Saints and All Souls days are privileged moments for contemplation, taking a long, loving look at the real.  A long look: a sustained gaze, not a glance.  It requires time and focused attention, to settle down,  not being in a hurry.  A loving look: this is tough, especially contemplating my own life when it’s easy to be judgmental than loving.  So, I do not judge because I need to be open to contemplation, without doing anything.  I look with expectation.  Expectation expresses the meaning of life because we live in the expectation of the encounter: the encounter with God, the reason for prayer to the Holy Spirit to show what I need to see and respond in the best way--with mercy and grace.  A look at the real: mercy and grace bring down my defenses, afraid that reality is unfixable, not wanting to experience guilt or shame.  Seeing the real, I might have to change, or do some difficult penance.
	Frustrated hopes, disappointed expectations, failed potentials hint that there could be more to us than we can ever realize.  Faith, our Christian faith cautions us not to be deceived by appearances: there is more to birth or death--or life for that matter--than can be measured.  The real that overwhelms, the birth that really counts is baptism, of all things, into the death of Christ Jesus, the eternal and fathomless love of God.  Death is not life stolen away.  In contemplation is a willing laying down of life, so that our Father in heaven can raise it up.
	Taking a long, loving look at the real, we see a vast landscape of divine mercy, grace and fruitfulness in daily living.  We already have a taste of that from our sacraments which play between time and eternity, and boundlessness.  Baptized into the death of Christ, His dying is now, just as His resurrection is now.  His dying and rising are knit into our flesh as into His own.  
	When we gather to celebrate the Eucharist, we are at the Table of the Upper Room, we are near the water jug of washing of the feet.  We stand at the Altar of the Cross and before the empty tomb.  These are dimensions of the eternal Son of God, incarnate as Jesus of Nazareth, and in Him we have overreached the limits of time and space.  In Jesus, time and eternity, space and infinity make their peace.
	Take a slow walk through a cemetery.  The names engraved in stone remind us of shared experiences with our neighbors, whether for good or for ill. When we gather to commemorate those who have died in Christ, or when we pray for our beloved dead, or patch up our differences with our alienated departed, we are doing nothing extra, except entering more deeply into the victory Christ has already won, entering into the healing that Jesus has already accomplished, entering into the prayer our Lord offers the Father being members of the Body of Christ, entering into the redemption He accomplishes, the great fulfillment only Jesus can accomplish.  For this is the will of My Father, that everyone who sees the Son and believes in Him, may have eternal life, and I shall raise him on the last day.
	We contemplate our experience within God’s loving gaze, which shines over every moment of every day.  In the warmth of that loving gaze, God takes a long, loving look at us. 




	   
	
