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This time of year is always a mixed experience of both joy and sorrow. Joy for lives loves and memories shared and sorrow for those same lives ended here on earth. Many of us, especially since the time of Covid left still  even now struggling with the grief of losing our loved ones, in great numbers and in sometimes dreadful situations, also a great shock, often with an additional sense of anger or regret.
Today we remember, both the Saints in their joy and glory as we did this morning with joy and confidence, and now we celebrate more quietly the gift of all who have gone before, friends and family, brothers and sisters in our faith, those we have known and loved all those who have loved us, shaped us and have gone before us. We remember, mourn, reflect and give thanks, and if our grief is still new and raw, if we are still bewildered and struggling, we grit our teeth and ask for God’s grace and strength to endure.

It is a time for thinking about our lives and our deaths- the good times and the bad. 
On the one hand our life is an unlooked for gift that we unwrap daily, like a parcel ,in the game pass the parcel, and we go through it making fresh discoveries with each layer or each day, but on the other hand - we know, that we are those, unlike God or the angels, we are those who live a relatively short time on the earth, our lives here are brief, many are very brief, but we are all also made with care for loving relationships with God through eternity, and with each other  here on earth in family and friendship, and that is where we find ourselves in times of both great joy and deep sorrow. 

No one living escapes the pain of loss, which is the counterpart of the loving and joyful relationships we have with each other. Much of our energy can at times be engaged on being angry or sorrowful about our lost loved ones and then later, on learning to live well again with our loss, and perhaps our loneliness and our grief. 
For grief does not go away or grow smaller, we just get used to it, we integrate it into our lives, learn to live with the emotional spaces left by our departed loved ones, we may fill the time, but not the empty spaces they leave in our hearts. The rawness of grief may soften – the fact of loss remains, because learning to let our loved ones go, is part of our lifelong learning.

Grief, strangely, may make us better people, more compassionate and gentle, with each other, knowing that we all share similar sorrows. We can be there as companions, for each other even if there nothing we can do or say, just sitting with each other, allowing and accepting the pain, offering an arm or a shoulder and a handkerchief.
Grief may also ultimately leave us with a greater appreciation of the life we shared with our loved ones, and the life of our own that we still have to live. 
Sadly, grief is almost always present in our adult lives, like unfinished business, sometimes obvious, other times not, but liable to catch us up when we least expect it, and there is no real end or final solution to it. Now I find that in adulthood it helps me to fully appreciate the good times rather better than I did when I was younger.

I am the last member of my family of origin, and have been for some years, so although I have integrated the losses of my parents and my brother into my life, I still miss them, not least because everyone I know now, expects to meet me as a fully functioning adult and no one alive now has memories from those lost joyful times, that I spent as a child and a young woman with my family, that we could still enjoy sharing together.

We live in a world of much suffering and death, both brought home to us particularly in times of war and disease. Even when death is expected it can be a great shock, as when the late Queen died. The unimaginable numbers of the dead in Russia’s war with Ukraine, Israel’s war with the Palestinians of Gaza, and the most recent deaths in Sudan, all people killed deliberately and thoughtlessly in such a short time by other people, and for no good reason. It is an enormous tragedy, an outrage and a great shock. God’s generous and great gift of life wasted, disregarded and disrespected.

In times like this it’s hard sometimes to keep faith and trust in Emanuel ‘God with us’, the same God who loves us, and came to join us, the God who knows our suffering and loss from within and joins us in engaging with that same mystery of relationships- of love, given, received and shared – and then ended in death. It’s hard to keep the faith, but wherever we are in our suffering, God can be found there with us as a loving companion. 
We are not alone, if God is with us, nor if we travel together as companions in the community of faith in our joys and our  sorrows.
Our mourning is blessed and sanctified by our hope in the Resurrection of our brother Jesus. We began our service with the reassuring words of Jesus “I am the resurrection and the life,’ says the Lord. ‘Those who believe in me, even though they die, will live, and everyone who lives and believes in me will never die” we are members of that company of those who believe in his promise of Resurrection – even when it is difficult.
We are those who also take reassurance from the promise in Lamentations “The steadfast love of the Lord never ceases, his mercies never come to an end; they are new every morning: great is his faithfulness.”

This is the faith into which we have been baptised, into the death and resurrection of the Lord Jesus, and it is never more challenging to believe and to hold onto our faith than when we are mourning the death of our own loved ones. So as we reflect and give thanks, we remember those words and stand to affirm our faith both together as a Church family and for each other as sisters and brothers.
The Apostles Creed comes here as the Service continues, ending
…. I believe in the Holy Spirit, the holy catholic Church,
the communion of saints, the forgiveness of sins, the resurrection of the body, and the life everlasting. Amen.
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