TEXT: Romans 12:15PRIVATE 

SUBJECT: My Mother's Death


At 11:30 Friday night, my mother died, "safe in the arms of Jesus".   The shock was great; the pain is greater.  One day, the shock and pain will be replaced by things more terrible: numbness and forgetting.  My family is not alone in its loss, I know.  You loved her too, and will miss her dearly.  


We are Christians.  And we would bring every thought captive to the Lordship of Christ.  Every thought--including those too awful to think.  


How should we respond to her death?  In two ways:


We should "weep with those who weep".  Her husband has lost a faithful and loving wife.  She was the joy of his youth and the comfort of his old age.  His wound won't heal until he joins her in glory.  "Weep with him who weeps".  


Her son lost a mother and the best friend he ever had.  Always sympathetic, she would overlook his many faults and stimulate him to every good work.  Her loss leaves a void in his soul that no one but Christ can fill.  "Weep with him who weeps".  


Her daughter-in-law lost a mother too.  One who loved her--not as her son's wife only--but as her own child.  My wife is weeping today.  "Weep with her who weeps".  


Her grandchildren lost a grandmother like no other.  If other children thought of her as "Grandma", just imagine how her own grandchildren thought of her.  She loved them with a love purer and deeper than I can describe.  If anyone "continued in [Christ's] love it was her"--especially for her three little ones.  "Weep with those who weep".   


Others lost a dear sister, aunt, and friend.   She was ever loyal and always helpful.  They have lost one very precious indeed.  "Weep with those who weep".   


The poet has called this world "a vale of tears"--and so it is--a place for weeping.  And as believers in Jesus Christ, we're not exempt from that weeping.  For ourselves, for we're "born to trouble as the sparks fly upward".  And for others, as we imitate our Savior and "bear one another's burdens". The Rev. John Donne described the community of life--and death--with these immortal words:


"Any man's death diminishes me,


because I am involved in mankind;


And, therefore, never send to know


for whom the bell tolls;


It tolls for thee"


The tolling bells strike grief into many hearts this day.  I ask you to share our grief; to "Weep with those who weep".  


This is your first duty; God give you the grace to do it, for Christ's sake.  Amen.  


Your second is a happier one: "Rejoice with those who rejoice".  To rejoice at the death of a loved one?  Have I gone mad?  I have; but its the madness of faith. 


If God is true, my mother is now "Rejoicing with a joy unspeakable and full of glory".  The sorrows of this life have passed away--never to return.  


She was not a complainer; you know that.  But the last several years were very hard on her.  For decades, asthma had restricted her breathing.  But now?  She is inhaling the fresh air of glory!  Unimpeded by her asthma.  How dear that must have been to her!  The dying gasp is followed by "the breath of life".  "Rejoice with her who rejoices".


In more recent years, she was nearly blinded with glaucoma.  She often worried that she wouldn't be able to read her Bible and to teach her Sunday School Class.  But now her sight is clear!  And her first clear sight is "the Vision Splendid"--the Savior welcoming her home at last.  "Rejoice with her who rejoices".


After my father's heart attack, she worried much about being left alone or becoming a burden to her family.  But now?  She's not alone--never has she been less alone than now!  Like John the Apostle, she is "Leaning on the bosom of Jesus".  And, as for being a burden?  She isn't to him.  She has now "Cast all her cares upon Him" and found Him "sustaining her" with an Almighty Arm that never wearies.  "Rejoice with her who rejoices".  


She has now entered into the fullness of joy.  Not because she died--no!  That's an awful thing--"the last enemy" Paul says.  Her joy is the result of communion with God through Jesus Christ our Lord.  She had an inkling of it--and what a joy it was in part--but now she knows "Not even the half has yet been told".  


So what can we say?  We weep for ourselves.  We rejoice with her.  "We sorrow, but not as those who have no hope".  And "Blessed are the dead who die in the Lord.  They rest from their labors and their works do follow them".  

