
Here’s a text if you’ve only a minute … 

 
Look your son is alive.     [1st Reading] 

 

The Lord listened and had pity.  The Lord came to my help. 
        [Psalm 29] 

 

God called me through his grace and chose to reveal his Son in me, 
so that I might preach the Good News about him to the pagans. 
        [2nd reading] 

 

The dead man sat up and began to talk, and Jesus gave him to his 
mother.       [Gospel] 

 

God of wisdom and love, source of all good,  
send your Spirit to teach us your truth  
and guide our actions in your way of peace.     
                                    [Old Opening Prayer] 
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 This week’s texts if you want to reflect further: 

1 Kings 17:17-24; Psalm 29; Galatians 1:11-19; Luke7:11-17 
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Christ restores life; this he has done through his own death and 
resurrection—today’s readings illustrate this is different ways. 

In the First Reading the son of the house, where Elijah is staying, 
dies.  Elijah revives the child and restores him to his grieving, 
widowed mother.  

The Gospel mirrors this story with Jesus having compassion on the 
widow of Nain and restoring her son to her. 

Psalm 29 unites the two readings with its refrain: I will praise you, 
Lord, you have rescued me.  It is a psalm full of gratitude that both 
widows could have sung: For me you have changed my mourning 
into dancing. 

Paul, in the Second Reading to the Galatians, tells of how he turned 
from persecuting the Church to preaching the Good News of Jesus 
Christ.  He too has been restored, through the revelation of Christ, 
to a new life of grace. 

The Collect 

 

O God, from whom all good things come,  
grant that we, who call on you in our need,  

may at your prompting  
discern what is right and do it.  

Through Christ our Lord.  Amen. 

I will praise you, Lord,  
you have rescued me. 



Psalm 29 

 

I will praise you, Lord, you have rescued me. 

 

I will praise you , Lord, you have rescued me 

and have not let my enemies rejoice over me. 

O Lord, you have raised my soul from the dead,  

restored me to life from those who sink into the grave. 

 

Sing psalms to the Lord, you who love him,  

give thanks to his holy name. 

His anger lasts a moment; his favour all through life. 

At night there are tears but joy comes with dawn. 

 

The Lord listened and had pity. 

The Lord came to my help. 

For me you have changed my mourning into dancing;  

O Lord my God, I will thank you for ever. 

As I settle to pray I ask the Lord to help me enter in to the spirit of 
this psalm; I will praise you, Lord, you have rescued me. 

I read and reread the psalm slowly.  What do I feel as I read these 
words?  I linger with the words or phrases that have struck me. 

Jesus prayed this psalm.  I think of his spirit of gratitude to his 
Father at all times.  Perhaps I ask for the gift of constant gratitude. 

I ponder also the mystery of Jesus' death and resurrection—you 
have raised my soul from the dead. 

Maybe I can remember times when I have been conscious of the 
Lord raising me in times of pain... grief... misfortune... sorrow... 
sin... 

I speak to the Lord, remembering the good and the bad times.  The 
times he has listened and had pity, the times he has come to my 
help, the times he has filled me with joy.  He has been always with 
me and I give him thanks. 

I bring my prayer to a close giving thanks to God—O Lord my God I 
will thank you for ever. 

Gospel of Luke 7:11-17 

 

Jesus went to a town called Nain, accompanied by his disciples and 

a great number of people.  When he was near the gate of the town it 

happened that a dead man was being carried out for burial, the only 

son of his mother, and she was a widow.  And a considerable 

number of  the townspeople were with her.  When the Lord saw her 

he felt sorry for her.  “Do not cry” he said.  Then he went up and 

put his hand on the bier and the bearers stood still, and he said, 

“Young man, I tell you to get up.”  and the dead man sat up and 

began to talk, and Jesus gave him to his mother.  Everyone was 

filled with awe, and praised God saying, “A great prophet has 

appeared among us; God has visited his people.”  And this opinion 

of him spread throughout Judea and all over the countryside.. 
 

I come to my place of prayer and still myself, becoming aware of 
God’s presence in and around me.  I read the text slowly. 

Perhaps I can place myself in the scene, maybe being part of the 
crowd, or one of Jesus' disciples, drawing near the town gate and 
surrounding the grieving widow. 

I feel the sorrow and the sad situation of the widow.  Maybe I too 
am mourning some loss and can identify with her. 

I look at Jesus.  He makes the first move towards the woman.  He is 
full of compassion—speaking to her and actually touching the bier, 
contrary to all Jewish custom. 

What touches my heart in this story?  Jesus compassion...  His 
attention to the poor and needy... His mercy that over-rides all 
other considerations... Or something that connects with my own 
life... I speak to the Lord of this. 

I look at the mother.  In her grief and poverty she is helpless but 
open to receive.  Does this speak to me?  Can I too give praise to 
God for his goodness?  Or perhaps I can just remain silent before 
my compassionate God. 

I quietly end my prayer thanking God for this time spent with him. 


