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Seasons
of Life

At the time of writing, where I am in Sydney, 
the seasons have well and truly changed 
from Summer to Autumn and now Winter. 
The days are getting darker, and the 
mornings are a little colder with the need 
of an extra layer of clothing. Sydney has 
experienced flash flooding and a substantial 
amount of rain, requiring rain-coats and 
umbrellas. As I prepare to head to Armidale 
in the coming week, I have been advised 
that snow is on the agenda and I must pack 
accordingly. Knowing which season we are 
in helps ensure the proper steps are taken 
to enjoy and survive each season. 

Similarly, the liturgical calendar within 
the Catholic tradition also has particular 
seasons. As I write this, it is a return to 
ordinary time after the hustle and bustle 
of Easter, Easter Triduum and the Lenten 
season.

In Lent, we are often invited into the 
desert to let go of the excess and 
enter into simplicity. Looking forward, 
there is the Easter Triduum to be 
celebrated, often by the washing of 
the feet on Holy Thursday evening, 

the stations of the cross on Friday morning, 
the veneration of the Cross on Good Friday 
and the lighting of the candles at the Easter 
Vigil. Holy Thursday always reminds me of 
those we cherish in life and the acceptance 
of radical love, and the sacredness of shared 
meals. A sense of waiting follows, waiting 
in the absence, stillness and darkness. 
Joy, deep gladness and celebration typify 
the Easter Season. Often, in the Southern 
Hemisphere, it is the end of the first term 
of school which means extended family 
time and holidays with loved ones. Again, 
it is helpful to understand which season we 
are in as a collective family. Holy Week also 
marks the time when, a year ago, COVID-19 
began to sweep across the globe and shape 
the globe’s collective understanding.

Over the last 12 months, I have not had 
the familiar sense of summer, Autumn, 
Winter and Spring or the liturgical calendar 
of Advent, Christmas, Ordinary Time, Lent 
and Easter. There has been such a mixture 
of experiences that have not had clear 
distinctions.
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All the seasons have been mixed up. I have had experiences of each season all at the 
same time. I have found it helpful, to take a moment to pause, to look around for the 
signs of what season in my life I am in and not take for granted because it is June, it must 
simply be Winter or Ordinary time as the church sets out. In fact for me, I have seen many 
green shoots from last year’s winter period being fruit at this particular time. For me, 
although physically Winter, it feels like Spring time in my life. Take a moment to sense 
which season you maybe in.

Reflection Questions
In a particular way, we are invited to contemplate; 
• What season of life are you in currently?
• What will help you get through this current season and prepare for what is to come?
• As Lasallians, we say, “Let us remember we are in the holy presence of God”. Where 

has God been in this season? 

A final blessing: Who are we now, after a year of this? Nadia Bolz-Weber accessed:
https://thecorners.substack.com/p/who-are-we-now-after-a-year-of-this  

Who are we now, after a year of this?
Sunday Prayers March 14th, 2021
Nadia Bolz-Weber

Dear God who made us all,
A year ago we did not know that we were about to learn: 
what we could lose and somehow live anyway
where we would find comfort and where it would elude us
whose lives matter to whom
why we have kitchens in our homes.
In mid-March 2020 all I knew for sure is that hoarding toilet
paper doesn’t make you safe - it just makes you selfish.
But God, it feels like the world is about to open back up.  
And I’m both thrilled and kind of scared about that. 
Because I’m not who I was a year ago.
I want so badly
to hug my friends again
and laugh like hell again
and have amazing conversations again
and yet I am not sure how long I could do any of this before crying or just getting really
quiet. My emotional protective gear has worn so thin, and grief just leaks out everywhere now.
I am so afraid that I will never be who I once was. And I am also afraid that I will be.
(Not to mention, I’m not entirely clear what size jeans I wear as the new me I am now)
And yet, when I quiet my anxious thoughts, I start to suspect that I am now closer to the me
you have always known and always loved. So help me trust that, Lord. 
As things change, help us be gentle with ourselves and with each other. We are all wearing
newborn skin right now.  
Amen.


