"Do Not Weep, The War’s Been Won!"
+ 2 Pentecost +
1 Kings 17:17-24; Galatians 1:11-24, Luke 7:11-17
June 6, 2010

Grace, mercy, and peace from God our Father antdayd and Savior Jesus
Christ! Amen. The texts for this morning’s messagethe lessons for this day.

Have you ever heard someone say something so eotraggou hardly knew
how to react? Recently | spoke to a young man séd, “I've known men and
women Lutheran pastors all my life. There reallytiany difference. There are
good pastors and bad pastors no matter what sgxatbe | was more than
startled | was speechless. When | was his agetli2@g were no ordained
Lutheran female pastors. The very first were emgeseminaries. | would have
had no reference point for the statement that haeersa conclusively from his
whole lifetime of experience.

Not that “women’s issues” weren’t a “Hot Topic” Givil Rights, for that
matter back in the early 70’s, but, to be honekemi was 20 what concerned me
most was the Vietham War. 40 years later thevaatimovement of the 60’s
seems to me to have been more about self-presarthfain pure pacifism but the
awfulness of death — the carnage on the TV duhegt’ening news brought war
home to us every night.

The awfulness of war — the painful separation eftd@nd the miserable
loss of young lives has always raised protestpl&te Crane wrote this poem
during the Civil War:

Do Not Weep, Maiden, For War IsKind

Do not weep, maiden, for war is kind.

Because your lover threw wild hands toward the sky
And the affrighted steed ran on alone,

Do not weep.

War is kind.

Hoarse, booming drums of the regiment,
Little souls who thirst for fight,

These men were born to drill and die.
The unexplained glory flies above them,
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Great is the battle-god, great, and his kingdom --
A field where a thousand corpses lie.

Do not weep, babe, for war is kind.

Because your father tumbled in the yellow trenches,
Raged at his breast, gulped and died,

Do not weep.

War is kind.

Swift blazing flag of the regiment,

Eagle with crest of red and gold,

These men were born to drill and die.
Point for them the virtue of slaughter,
Make plain to them the excellence of killing
And a field where a thousand corpses lie.

“Do not weep.” In the face of the awfulness oftidhose words are
discordant, inappropriate — downright rude. Yeisthare the words that Jesus
greets the widow of Nain with when he comes actiesguneral procession we
heard about in the Gospel for this day from Luke.

How strange those words must have sounded to ketharother mourners,
those who had lovingly washed the young man’s adthr death, anointing him
with strong smelling salves to keep the stink citdeat bay. “Do not weep?”

How cruel. This young man was his mother’s seguhnier future. He would have
cared for her in her old age, his wife would haweig her grandchildren to tend
to, their home would have been hers but all tha geane. Her widow’s clothing
would have given that away — and no daughter-indater side. “Do not weep” —
what an ill-placed greeting — like the man andwife who came up to my Mom in
the grocery store the week after my Dad’s deathk teer hand and said,
“Congratulations” when they meant to say “Condoé=nit

But Jesus had reason to say what He did to thiswid/Vith the glories of
Trinity Sunday still ringing through this Sanctuay filled with space and majesty
the Gospel for today takes us back from the incetmgmsible vastness of the being
of our God to something equally as inexplicable awe inspiring — the fact that
our God sees us, has seen our condition, knowgeysonal needs, and embraces
the very pain that rends our hearts. Think oftite God who filled the heavens —
the Son who was with the Father before the foundatof the world sees the
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widow of Nain — sees her, sees her situation arat Wl sees wrenches him to his
Very core.

The Greek word indicates a knot - a gut punchiigah the pit of one’s
stomach because the belief was that the intestiees the seat of strong emotion —
particularly mercy & compassion. You might con@utiat the widow stood out
in Jesus’ mind, gained His attention by her bassliation but perhaps, being the
oldest son of His mother He noticed her becausédsheght Mary, His own
mother, to mind and he was remembering His ownaresipility to care for her the
rest of her life — a responsibility He passed @disciple John as He hung on the
Cross.

For those who theorize that God started thingsotion and the rest is up to
us this encounter tells us our God made fleshsnsles not a dispassionate
observer of the human condition, He wasn’t simpb/the crowd proclaimed "a
great prophet"; He is so connected to us that wweeare crushed in agony our
God is right there with us, aching with and for diswas not just the Rationalists,
many of whom were who founding fathers of the Whi&ates, who saw God as
being aloof and afar. Those in the Hebrew natiomfthe very beginning would
never have thought to call God their "father" asudedid and instructed us to. They
never spoke God's name at all, for fear of misugirihe Romans had cruel gods
who exacted revenge, toyed with them, bartered thigin; ignored them, but
never really loved them or felt any compassioniamans as they were lesser
beings. The same was true for the Greeks, whadeigted their time away on
Mount Olympus, content to eat, drink and be memrgheir own celestial country
club. But Jesus had compassion: God in the flaghanknot in His stomach over
your pain and mine — the dire situation of all haihawith only death in front of
us — no real present, no future, and no forevérat Was what Jesus saw achingly
etched on the faces of those in the funeral pramess

So Jesus said, "do not weep" not as a somewhathblit well-meant
“don't cry your loved one is in a better place” batause He had come to conquer
death: “Do Not Weep, The War Has Been Won.” Theswa statement only the
One Who'd left the glories of heaven to die for simes of the whole world to rise,
the first-born of the dead — as all who are clotimedis righteousness will rise —
this is a statement only Jesus could say with atiovi and meaning. Because He
won the battle of death and the grave, died anel soghat while our weeping will
last but a “a day” there will be joy in the mornirgoy that will never end.
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But it isn’t just about eternity. Jesus came wetimpassion in the here and
now. The hope that dwells within us does not mearmlo not grieve. Of course
we weep because death is not kind. Death was ods@tent — God created us
to have life.

Martin Luther observed that God's first and mogiontant work is to give
life. It is, to use Luther's word, God's "properdnk, beginning all the way back
when God breathed life into this world and goinglad way to eternity when life
Is all there is. In between, like that sad day ar\lor like every one of our sad
days, God is also engaged in what Luther called'&lisn work." That's not E.T.
work but it is a close encounter with death as Gsek death and all of the ungodly
forces in this world to direct us to Him and to wkspd does best: giving life!
God continues to give life; not always so dramdlijcas stepping up to a funeral
bier to raise a dead young man and give him babkstanother, but always and
ultimately the new life, the ability to grab holflide anew through faith in our
God who is the source of all goodness and lifegsrms the comfort only God can
give."

You see, this little Gospel lesson is not justeatjstory of long ago in a
land faraway. With unlikely words in what had alwdyeen a definite situation it
shares the sure and certain hope and promisehth&rie who brought the dead to
life, by giving up His life into death, who dwells our heart by the gift of faith
that came to us in the water and the Word wherevere raised to new life, will be
the One standing at our graves to call us, not bathis broken life, but into a life
brand new, eternal, untainted and unscarred bigrittieenness of sin.

Our God has heard our cries, feels our pain, sanésestores us. Jesus
tells us “Do Not Weep The War Has Been Won!” TisatGood News we cannot
keep quiet — just as the news spread from Naindématong ago about the
wonders being done by Jesus. We are not done imgeapthe night” yet, but
with the psalmist (and that overjoyed mother infilave look for the morning
when joy not only returns, but it returns for gaodl forever! Amen

Now may God's peace having assured us of our dahee from death through
Jesus, His Son, raise us each day to new lifenm Hi

Page 4 of 4



