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A Word about the Widow’s Son 

Those of us who have been here since early this morning have surely now been through a 
thorough journey of faith.  We first gathered at 9, immersed ourselves in worship with a gaggle of 
small children, wherein they enthusiastically slid into the communion table.  Then a committed 
crowd studied scripture, following which we worshipped again, also with communion.  After 
that service, we shared fellowship, thrn returning to worship again for a memorial service for a 
longstanding member of this congregation.  Following that was more fellowship, and now we are 
gathered in the evening hour again, to let the music wash over us and lift us to divine worship. 

It has been a full day.   

It is precisely because it has been a full day that I suspect some may be wondering, “Is he really 
going to preach again?” and the answer to that is, “Only for a few minutes, and mostly because 
it is exactly in the living of this full day, with all of its comings and goings, that we perhaps find 
ourselves best able to hear the Word of the Lord that could come to us from Luke’s Gospel tonight. 

But first, let’s take a step back and reflect on our day, on those very comings and goings.  In 
the morning, we were reminded by Paul’s letter to Timothy of the importance of being grounded 
in faith.  Paul cited Timothy’s mother’s and grandmother’s faith as a means of amplifying what 
he needed to say to Timothy about how to be a good pastor and Christian. 

Then of course, we gathered to remind ourselves of the promises of God as we sought to 
surround Dode’s family with our prayers and to seek comfort in God’s word. 

We have come and gone all day, immersed in our corporate life of faith.  Some of us have run 
ragged in the ministry of hospitality that marks our common life together.  There has been a lot 
of food, a lot of movement, and let’s be really honest about it, a lot of people! 

The late Eduard Schweizer reminds us that that this scene of from Luke’s gospel begins with 
movement in opposition.  Jesus and his friends are coming in to the town just as the funeral 
procession is coming out of the town. 

In the comings and goings, they could have simply passed one another. 

But there would be no grace in that, would there? 

In all our comings and goings, we could simply pass one another. 

But there would be no grace in that either, would there? 

The grace of this passage comes in the moment of pause. 



Jesus pauses, and the rest of the story unfolds… there would be no resurrection in this story 
without Jesus first stopping to see what is happening. 

What separates moments of extraordinary grace from the frenzied pace of life is often the gift 
of time. 

My colleague Dan Matthews, who until recently served as the rector of St. Luke’s Episcopal 
Church in Atlanta, recounts an observation that his son made when he first started working 
downtown in that city.  His son said, “You know Dad, when I first started my daily walks to 
work, I expected to encounter homeless people.  But I really don’t get asked for money that often.”  
He was quiet for a moment and said, “I do get asked for something all the time.  You know what 
it is?” 

Dan said, “I thought for a couple of seconds.  I work downtown as well so I should be able to 
get this one. “Food?” I guessed. 

“Nope,” he responded.  “They ask me for the time.  They just say, ‘Hey, could you tell me 
what time it is?’ 

Dan said, “I processed this for several days.  It didn’t make a lot of sense that people who are 
homeless were chronically in need of knowing the time and then it dawned on me: The question 
isn’t about the time. 

If you are shunned and isolated by society, if you are desperately in need of any human 
interaction at all, what is the one question that will not threaten the person you ask and they will 
feel obligated to answer?  You ask for the time.” 

He goes on, “Want to make a difference in the world?  Want to give a gift to a total stranger 
that they will be touched by and remember?  Give them the gift of time.  Give them the gift of 
attention.”1 

Is there more going on in this story than the gift of time – yes, decidedly so.  This is a story of 
resurrection; and it is a story that connects Jesus to Elijah.  Even more, perhaps, it is a story full of 
odd imagery from the Greco-Roman empire, the meaning of which we could excavate for days… 

But I’m struck as we begin this new service, as we end this long day, as we begin a new week, 
where we will surely continue to move in opposition, coming and going, that perhaps, just 
perhaps, we do well to take the lesson of the pause that comes before the resurrection – because 
what time we have is the gift of the one who controls eternity. 

In the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Ghost, Amen. 

                                                
1 The Reverend Dan Matthews, St. Luke’s Atlanta. 


