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[The following is an edited version of an ar�cle wri�en by Clay and Mary almost 20 years ago!] 

 

     The passing of 
me leaves us strangely perplexed. Why? It is as common to our experience as breathing 

air. Yet we all find ourselves saying things like "How did she grow up so fast?" and "You cannot be that old!" 

and "Didn't we just plant that tree? How did it get to be so big?" Our difficulty with the daily reality of the 

passing of 
me is one of the evidences that we are not at home in �me as we know it here on earth. We 

were meant for another realm, one in which 
me is a mere creature. Time's part in the play will one day 

come to an end. Then, and only then, will we finally find our true atmosphere. There we will fully rest. But 

un
l then, we seem to taste rest while struggling with the passing of 
me. 

     We are s
ll creatures of this world. We cannot help at 
mes to experience the pull of the sen
mental or 

the need for the mundane. Our eyes get wet at the thought of some treasured event of the past that we 

can now only visit via imagina
on. Our bodies relax into the comfort of our favorite slippers, our easy chair, 

and family and close friends at hand. For the moment, we do not want to go anywhere or to do anything. 

We just want to be together and to simply BE. There, eternity seems closest. 

     But something pulls us forward. We do get up from the chair, kick off our slippers, and put on our boots. 

We get up to do life and face ba.les. Something keeps calling us forward. And as we go, we are not only  
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aware of the forward pull, but also of the passing away of what we have le1 behind on our 

way. Time doesn't stand s
ll. We come to the point - and it is different for each of us - when 

we become acutely aware that all our present moments are passing away into memory. We 

watch our babies grow up. Although we may want to hold on to a given moment with them, 

it passes through our hands like water. A part of us pushes on for growth. But how do we ex-

plain our need to hold them which is met for our need to send them out? It is such a strange 

dance. 

     Some old songs have lost all their meaning for me. They no longer 'hook' me at all. I look 

back on lyrics that now I see as not only bad poetry, but sheer neurosis! But there is one lyr-

ic which never fails to grasp my heart with the same force it did back then: "I close my eyes, 

only for a moment, then the moment's gone. All we do, pass before my eyes a curiosity. 

Dust in the wind; all they are is dust in the wind..." Kansas (1977). The awareness of the fu-


lity of the world expressed in those haun
ng lyrics helped bring the author, Kerry Livgrin, 

to faith in Christ. Where else would a soul go who truly contemplated fu
lity? 

     The nature of the human soul cannot bear the idea of meaninglessness. The agony of 

facing the abyss can be elevated only by the ecstasy of the return home to our Maker, who is 

our Father. The Eternal Maker of the universe stepped down from 
melessness, and entered 


me with us. He is the only One who can help us face the mystery of our two natures - tem-

poral and eternal. Aslan calls us to come further up, and further in. The vanishing of what 

we can only temporarily hold, is meant to bring us into deeper union with that which cannot 

ever vanish. And then we discover He holds it all; nothing of love ever vanishes! 

     We long for Home. So we try to make it here on earth. Yet it never quite sa
sfies us. It is 

a God-shaped hole in us that we are trying to fill with our idea of what home is like. So it 

never fits perfectly. Our true longing is for our eternal home that cannot be had this side of 

heaven. Our heavenly Father wants us to really come home, as we follow Jesus, day by day, 

in this present 
me. So, this strange dance goes on and on. We live in 
me. We are made, 

for a 
me, to live here. We have the opportunity to embrace �me as a gi�, 

and to make the most of the �me we are given. We will be Home soon.  
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More on Time…  

  

Jesus, Creator of time, born into time, to redeem time, standing above all time. 

  

For by Him all things were created: things in heaven and on earth, 

visible and invisible, whether thrones or powers or rulers or authorities; 

all things were created by Him and for Him. 

He is before all things, and in Him all things hold together.  

Colossians 1:16-17 

  

Jesus Christ is the same yesterday and today and forever.  

Hebrews 13:8 

  

But do not forget this one thing, dear friends:  

With the Lord a day is like a thousand years, and a thousand years are like a day. 

The Lord is not slow in keeping His promise, as some understand slowness. 

He is patient with you, not wanting anyone to perish,  

but everyone to come to repentance.  

2 Peter 3:8-9 
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