
Hunkered Down 

Homilies – Loss 

The old-timers say 

that deaths come in 

threes.  I hope that is 

true.  I have already 

lost three people 

close to me this week 

and I don’t think I can 

take another one.  

One of my friends was 

a wife, mother and 

grandmother, in 

addition to being a sister-in-Christ.  Another friend I lost leaves behind a 

wife and two children.  The third leaves behind a life filled with potential and 

hope. 

Each loss leaves me at a loss for words.  While I am supposed to be the 

one with words of comfort and healing, I approach each of these grieving 

families speechless.  It is much easier to say something trite or even 

offensive than to say anything that brings light into the “valley of the 

shadow of death.” 

I love the story, however, of the little girl whose best friend died.  On the 

day of her friend’s funeral, the little girl’s mother couldn’t find her daughter.  

After frantically searching the house, she heard the front door open and in 

walked her daughter.  She asked her daughter where she had been.  “I 

went to see my friend’s mom,” she replied.  “Well, what did you say to her?” 

Mom asked.  “Oh, I didn’t say anything.  I just climbed up in her lap and 

cried with her.” 

Jesus wasn’t present when his good friend, Lazarus, died.  Lazarus’ sisters 

were full of questions and emotions when Jesus arrived.  Each sister 

independently confronted Jesus with the accusation, “Lord, if you had been 

here, my brother would not have died.”  Jesus did not defend his absence.  

He didn’t chastise them for their anger.  He didn’t offer word band-aids to 

cover their broken hearts.  Rather, the Bible says, “Jesus wept.”  (John 

11:35) 



The Author of life, the One who conquered death, spoke these words to the 

grieving sisters, “I am the resurrection and the life. The one who believes in 

me will live, even though they die; and whoever lives by believing in me will 

never die.  Do you believe this?” (John 11:25-26) 

A wise pastor was offered words of comfort when his wife died.  “We are so 

sorry you lost your wife.”  His response was simply, “Nothing is really lost if 

you know where it is.” 

Because they knew Jesus, I know where my friends are.   

 

 


