
John 11:35 
Jesus Wept 

 
The Weeping Ends 

 
In the beginning was the Word 
Speaking the universe into existence 
In the fullness of time the Word became flesh 
And walked among us 
Where He wept 
With tears not of a weak helpless man 
He taught as one with authority 
Exercised power over the wind and the waves 
Opened the eyes of the blind  
But He wept at the grave of his friend  
Tears flowing not from weakness 
He knew the power He held 
Power over death 
The grave that could not hold Him 
Would not hold his friend 
His words could awaken the dead 
But He wept 
A man of sorrows  
Acquainted with grief 
He Mourned with those who mourn 
Showing compassion 
Feeling their pain 
Until their pain became his pain 
And He wept in a garden  
Sweating drops of blood 
In anguish over His coming death 
When in agony He would cry out through His tears 
“Father forgive them, for they know not what they do.” 
And  
“It is finished.” 
  
But the weeping was not finished 
 
He wept at the siege of Jerusalem 
And the destruction of the temple 
For the uncounted dead  
And those driven away to slavery 
 
He wept as evil men 
Used the Prince of Peace 
As a pretext for war 
Conquering nations 
And “converting” people at the edge of a sword 
 
He still weeps 
For the wars never end 



He wept when His followers  
Harassed and killed His followers 
Until they fled to a New World 
Where they harassed and killed the inhabitants 
Building a city on a hill 
With a foundation dripping in blood 
 
He wept when they bought and sold 
People made in His image 
In order to build on that foundation 
 
He wept at Salem’s trials 
And the ovens of Auschwitz 
And the top of the World Trade Center 
 
He wept as picnickers 
Burned His Cross 
While harvesting “strange fruit” 
Hanging from trees 
 
And He still weeps 
For His children 
Abused in His churches 
By men of God 
 
He still weeps 
When a church protests a funeral 
Spewing hate in the name 
Of the God who is love 
 
He weeps for a world 
Broken by the evil men do 
 
But He will not weep forever 
For one day this broken world will be restored 
On that day the Word made Flesh 
Will once again walk among His people 
  
On that day 
He will cease His weeping 
When He wipes the tears from their eyes 
He will no longer mourn with those who mourn 
For no one will mourn 
For death 
Mourning 
Crying  
And pain 
Will cease 
As the Word which was in the beginning 
Returns to speak again 
And makes all things new 
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