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Over the years it has become somewhat of a custom for me to take a leisurely walk on 

Sunday afternoons following lunch. Often I will stroll down to the cemetery a block or so away 

from my home in order to wander through the grounds. Not because I have any certain 

fascination with cemeteries mind you. There is simply a quiet solitude and beauty found there 

that is not possible to find anywhere else. From the lush green grass and the mighty trees that 

cover the landscape to the beautifully ornate tombstones great and small with the history 

recorded on each of them. How often I have lost track of time while I pondered the lives of those 

at rest beneath my feet and rushed home only to find my wife waiting for me at the door with my 

Sunday clothes in hand. 

This particular day was no exception. It was a gloriously sunny afternoon in mid October. 

The leaves of each tree vividly proclaimed the beauty of the Maker in their majestic color and 

the slight chill in the air an ever so subtle prelude to the inevitable coming of winter. Having 

reached the cemetery I began in the northwest corner and slowly made my way up the line of 

tombstones, reading the inscriptions, stopping occasionally to watch the squirrels and birds that 

seemed to be everywhere that day. 

Nearing the center of the cemetery I took notice of a lone casket some distance away as it 

stood over an open grave. I found it peculiar that the line of cars on the road with the tell-tale 

orange flags on them was missing, along with the canopy that so often covered the burial site and 

the chairs set up for family and friends. My curiosity was piqued and so I began to make my way 

over to this unusual arrangement. 

It wasn’t until I was just a short distance away that I noticed a frail old man seated in a 

lone chair on the other side of what I could now see was a beautiful casket made from Cherry 

wood. He sat perfectly still appearing to stare forlornly towards the casket though I think his 

gaze rested on nothing in particular. Before I could turn around he heard my approach and 

slowly raised his eyes until his gaze met mine. I couldn’t help but feel that I should turn around 

and leave this man to his grief; indeed how awful it seemed to intrude on such a personal 

moment in one’s life. But there was something in his eyes that drew me towards him. Never 

before had I seen such incredible sorrow, pain, and despair. He spoke no words with his mouth 

yet his eyes seemed to cry out in loneliness and need and before I knew it I was standing beside 

him. The world around us seemed to stop; all the sights and sounds that had been so clear now no 

longer seemed to exist. It was just he and I. 

Without thinking I placed my hand on his shoulder. 

“My sympathy to you in your loss,” I said in a barely audible whisper. “I apologize for 

interrupting you. I probably shouldn’t have come over here but for some reason I felt I must.” 

He just stared at me. No words escaped his lips; no tears fell from his eyes, no movement 

at all. 

“Please forgive me,” I said as I slowly backed away. What a fool I was. How could I 

have done such a thing as to intrude on this man in his quiet grief? I turned and began to walk 

quickly in the opposite direction. 



His surprisingly strong voice stopped me in my tracks. 

“I am not sure who you are young man but I sure wouldn’t mind some company right 

now.” 

I stopped, turned, and walked slowly back to his side and knelt beside him. For a few 

minutes neither one of us spoke. 

“You see,” he said as he turned to me, “she was all I had. For 53 years she was all I 

needed. We had no children, no family. It was just her and I. And now she’s gone.” His voice 

seemed to fail and he just looked at me with those eyes. 

After some quiet moments he began a discourse spanning some five centuries, beginning 

with the first time they had met continuing through the many years of their marriage, story upon 

story upon story. At times his deep laugh would echo off the surrounding trees sending birds into 

startled flight, and at others he would weep quietly, almost uncontrollably. With each word it 

seemed a veil was lifted from his burdened soul, with each sentence the load lightened just a bit. 

And so began the slow and gentle healing of the wound in his heart. Minutes became hours, and 

before I realized it, the afternoon had ever so gently given way to evening. Yet I couldn’t leave. I 

couldn’t walk away from this man who so desperately needed someone to talk to, who needed 

someone there by his side for comfort and support. 

As the light began to fade and the birds bid farewell to the day in song, there were no 

more words to be found. Slowly he bowed his head and was quiet. 

“I would like to pray with you if that’s alright,” I said, taking his weak and withered hand 

in mine. 

He looked at me for a moment then glanced toward the casket in front of us. 

“To tell you the truth, I have never been much for religion,” he said as he gestured in the 

direction of the casket, “but she was. Always going to church. You know, she asked me to go 

with her every time…but I just couldn’t see the sense of it.” He slowly shook his head from side 

to side and looked down at the ground. “I wish now that I had gone.” 

“Yes,” he said after a few moments of quiet pondering, “I think I would like to pray.” 

So we prayed. We prayed for comfort, for healing, for guidance. We prayed for 

forgiveness of sin and for a renewed love for the Father. And we gave thanks for all that the Lord 

had done in our lives. When I had finished and the last amen was spoken, he thanked me and 

asked me my name. Then slowly he stood, shook my hand, and made his way to his car without 

so much as a backward glance. 

I stood there for a minute attempting to take it all in before I as well began the walk 

home. I was surprised to find that my wife had been standing a little way off watching and 

waiting. When I had failed to return home she came to look for me and had observed the old man 

and me as we talked. Even in the fading light I could see that her face was stained with tears. We 

embraced for a long time and then walked home, arm in arm. 

In the coming months I often thought of the old man and though I visited the cemetery 

often I never saw him again. 

About six months later I arrived home from work one day to find a package on the 

kitchen counter. Not recognizing the handwriting I examined it more closely and noticed that it 

had actually been mailed some two months previous. Undoubtedly it had been lost in the mail. 

With my wife at my side I gingerly unwrapped the paper from around the box and removed the 

cover. There, nestled inside was a new leather-bound Bible. With much confusion I took it out of 

the box and opened it. On the first page were these words: 



“On a sunny day in October I who was lost was found. Through the kindness of a 

stranger I saw the love of Christ and by His grace was received again. Thank you for that gift.” 

Tears quickly filled my eyes as emotion swept over me. How amazing and humbling it 

was and still is to me that God would choose to use a sinner such as I to bring one of his own 

back to him. What an amazing and wonderful God! 

Over the next couple of days I tried in vain to find the old man but was unable to locate 

him. Finally I decided to visit the grave of his wife that next Sunday afternoon and read some 

passages from this Bible as I had not walked there for quite some time due to the weather. Who 

knew, maybe I would even meet him there. And I did. 

As I approached the grave I noticed the mound of earth just to the left and in front of the 

tombstone. With my heart in my throat I approached, already knowing what I would find. My 

eyes went to the words recently etched into the smooth surface of the stone. 

Born—August 16, 1924 

Died—April 12, 2002 

Lost—August 16, 1924 

Found—October 14, 2001 

“Thank you friend.” 

Kneeling on the ground on that cool spring afternoon I wept, realizing this message was 

for me. I wept for a man I had not known but with whom I had shared a lifetime one sunny 

October afternoon. I wept because I was not able to say good-bye. But most of all I wept tears of 

joy and gratitude for the great work of God in this man’s life. Glory be to God! Truly you never 

know how or when the Lord will use you as a witness to Him. 
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