
And There Will be Time. . . 

And indeed there will be time 
To wonder, “Do I dare?” and “Do I dare?” 
Time to turn back and descend the stair,  

With a bald spot in the middle of my hair--- 
 

T.S. Elliot, “Love Song of J. Alfred Prufrock 
 

I have always admired T.S. Elliot’s first poem of 1917. He was immersed in a World War, as 
well as a cultural struggle to maintain the traditions of his adopted country of Britain. He was 
part of that movement in America and Britain that tried to articulate the malaise of the dying 
cultural characteristics of a Victorian Society, and its movement towards modernization. His 
early works characterized this dying culture as a “yellow fog” that was heavy but had no 
texture. His purpose was trying to lift this fog, to shed light upon the lives of people, who were 
still trying to live within the goals of a dying culture.  
 
His words and mood express the same as those of the Great Preacher of Ecclesiastes. Both 
set the mood by phrases that are depressing but must be embraced to move past the passivity 
that they speak of. The Great Preacher says, “there is a time for war and a time for peace.” 
Elliot says, “And indeed there will be time, to wonder, “Do I dare?” And “Do I dare?” These 
poets are not telling us to stop and give up. They are telling us to embrace the time; it is the 
only way to lift the fog. God created days, so that we could embrace the time in that day; let it 
be ours to fill up with activity. God, himself, filled up each day with the divine activity of creating 
a world for us. It is up to us to fill up the day to create a new kind of world for others. When we 
do the “yellow fog” lifts just a little. Its heaviness and formless body blow away, so that we can 
see the light that is peeking in for us to follow and enjoy.  
 
When time slips away from us, or if we feel it does, we are struck with an uncomfortable 
awareness of loss. We lost something. We lost a day, a week, a month, or even a life. That is a 
most depressing moment, when your reflections lead you to that conclusion. When you realize 
that fear has stolen your life. When you thought all this time that fear would protect you, it 
actually stole the very thing you were trying to protect----life. Jesus’ parables and his 
confrontations are all meant to move people in a forward direction to God. But it meant that 
people had to embrace the possibility of falling down the stairs to get out of the house. If we 
stand too long contemplating whether to descend the stairs, the easiest thing to do is to go 
back into our bedrooms and lie down.  
 
During this time of “staying in” it does not mean we need to live in fear. “Staying in” means 
living in courage. It is courageous to make sure you save a life or keep it safe. You are doing 
something for someone else. You are living out the fulfilment of God’s law, “Love your 
neighbor as yourself.” That is the most courageous thing you can do. Then, when it is time to 
go out, go out for others. Lift the “yellow fog” from around you. So that the many that have 
learned fear at this time, instead of courage, can be set free. If we don’t, we will all live within 
the immortal words of J. Alfred Prufrock, “And indeed there will be time, to wonder, “Do I 
dare?” and “Do I dare?” Time to turn back and descend the stair, with a bald spot in the middle 
of my hair.” 


