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WEEPING MAY SPEND THE NIGHT BUT… 
Pastor Jim Dunn 

 
 

Luke 7:11-17 

Jesus Raises a Widow's Son 

11 Soon afterward he went to a town called Nain, and his disciples and a great crowd 

went with him. 12 As he drew near to the gate of the town, behold, a man who had 

died was being carried out, the only son of his mother, and she was a widow, and a 

considerable crowd from the town was with her. 13 And when the Lord saw her, he 

had compassion on her and said to her, “Do not weep.” 14 Then he came up and 

touched the bier, and the bearers stood still. And he said, “Young man, I say to you, 

arise.” 15 And the dead man sat up and began to speak, and Jesus gave him to his 

mother. 16 Fear seized them all, and they glorified God, saying, “A great prophet has 

arisen among us!” and “God has visited his people!” 17 And this report about him 

spread through the whole of Judea and all the surrounding country. 

 

 

 

Last Sunday for Memorial Day weekend we sang Eternal Father Strong to Save. In that 

hymn we pray to God to protect our military service members. It is commonly known 

as the Navy Hymn.  Last Sunday Luetta Buchholz reminded me that that same hymn 

was played at the funeral of President Kennedy.  

 

Kennedy was a Navy veteran. He was also Irish Catholic. So, like all good Irish 

Catholics, before his funeral there was a wake. Typically, an Irish wake involves family 

members and friends gathering at the home of the deceased. There’s lots of food and 

drink and folks stay. They spend the night because back in the old country wake 

meant watch. Watch the deceased to see if they revive.  
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No one wants to accidentally bury someone alive. The wake for President Kennedy 

was also held in his own home, in the East Room of the White House. The day after he 

was assassinated, the day before his body was moved to the Capitol Building for 

public visitation, his casket was placed and remained in the White House. And for that 

whole 24 hours, two Roman Catholic priests stayed with the casket, spending the night 

watching over the slain president. 

 

Death is common enough. Everyone knows what to do. In our culture, we phone the 

funeral home. We phone relatives and friends. We phone the pastor. Important papers 

like the will and the life insurance certificate are gathered. Funeral and burial 

arrangements are made.  

 

According to the funeral and burial customs of the Jews in Jesus’ day, the deceased 

would be promptly washed, anointed, and wrapped. No time could be wasted. There 

would be no spending the night at the home of the deceased, no wake. The burial 

had to occur within 24 hours of death. For the burial procession, professional mourners 

and flute players would be hired. Their mournful sounds ensured that those who were 

grieving would not weep alone. The local rabbi would prepare to speak at the burial 

place. The wrapped body would be placed in a long wicker basket, open, not closed. 

This funeral bier had handles.  

 

Many folks of the town, whether they were related or not, would gather outside the 

home of the deceased. The pallbearers would grab the handles of the bier, hoist it 

onto their shoulders and with immediate family members taking the lead, the wicker 

casket next, and the crowd of villagers following, they processed out to the burial 

place. Which would be outside the city gates.    

 

For the town of Nain, that meant walking down the road that led out of that city gate 

to the east on the road that headed towards the Sea of Galilee and the town of 

Capernaum.  This is where Jesus had recently healed a centurion’s servant. From 

where Jesus was now traveling on His way to Nain, followed by His disciples and a 

huge crowd. “As He drew near to the gate of the town, behold a man who had died 

was being carried out.”   
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For the crowd that followed Jesus, death was common enough. Everyone knew what 

to do, except for Jesus apparently. According to their burial etiquette, Jesus’ 

procession would have joined the burial procession and followed them out to the 

burial place. But Jesus surprised everyone by doing a huge no-no, for both that culture 

and ours. He told the grieving mother, “Don’t cry.” He then surprised them again by 

breaking a huge burial taboo for that culture when He touched the wicker basket, the 

funeral bier. Then Jesus surprises us. He did not invite the grieving mother to ask Him for 

a miracle. He did not prompt her to say anything that would have revealed at least 

some faith on her part. Nothing was asked of Jesus that day on the outskirts of Nain, 

nor was it in the other resurrection miracles Jesus performed.  

 

In fact, you might ask why. When someone dies, why don’t we ask God to resurrect 

them? We pray for healing for our loved ones when they’re sick or injured. Why don’t 

we pray for resurrection when they die?  Yeah, Pastor. Why haven’t you prayed for the 

resurrection of our loved ones? Death is common enough. Everyone knows what to 

do. So, why isn’t there a common resurrection prayer? Why doesn’t our Lutheran 

funeral service liturgy include a prayer for Jesus to resurrect our loved ones in this life? 

 

Maybe it’s because we are not promised resurrection in this life. Instead, we are 

promised that we will bear the cross, as Jesus did. One day on the road of sorrows 

Jesus would be part of a procession heading out of the city gate of Jerusalem. Instead 

of a funeral bier, He would be bearing a cross. Now at that moment another 

procession was heading towards the city gate, Simon of Cyrene. Simon was probably 

on vacation, in Jerusalem to enjoy the Passover festivities and perhaps to see relatives. 

The two processions met.  Simon’s vacation took a sudden detour. He was made to 

bear Jesus’ cross.  

 

That is what we too are promised: a road on which there will at times be sorrow and 

suffering, sickness and death, when weeping will spend the night with us. When we will 

bear our crosses, bent beneath grief’s crushing load.  
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But another reason why prayers for resurrection in this life are not part of our death and 

burial customs may be that Jesus’ miracles were not meant to be stand-alone events. 

Jesus’ miracles were intended to create trust in His teaching, in His words, to cause 

folks to say as they did on that day on the road outside of Nain, “A great prophet has 

arisen among us! God has visited His people!”   

 

You and I already have that trust in God’s Word. We don’t need a miracle. You and I 

have that trust in God’s Word that on the one hand enables us to bear of our crosses, 

that the filling of our eyes with tears becomes the way to see Jesus more clearly. On 

the other hand our trust in God’s Word enables us to hold fast to that last surprise Jesus 

had for the crowds outside of that Nain that day, the resurrection of the body: “Young 

man, I say to you ‘Arise!’ and the dead man sat up and began to speak, and Jesus 

gave him to his mother.”  

 

For His own mother, Jesus would provide an even greater resurrection surprise. Easter 

was the total defeat of death. Jesus now had a bodily life that would never weep 

again. That too is promised to you and me by God’s grace. It is the promise freely 

given to us in spite of our sin and physical frailty. It is the surprisingly immense grace of 

God that promises us frail, sinful beings that life and death and birth is not merely an 

endless circle. Instead, history is a straight line heading towards the end of its road.  

 

Weeping may spend the night but it is heading towards the end of its road. Joy will 

come in the morning. Resurrection joy! For the time being, death is common enough. 

Everyone knows what to do. Yet, even now Jesus surprises us with His grace. Jesus 

meets us on the road and through His Word or the Lord’s Supper He surprises us with His 

grace. He renews our hope and trust in His resurrection promise. To be able to say at 

funerals, “Christ is Risen!” And to sing every day, Too closely I am bound/ by my hope 

to Christ forever/ even death now cannot part/ from its Lord the trusting heart.  

Amen! 

 


