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My brothers and sisters in Christ, let us pray. God of our 

Lenten Hearts and Souls, may the words of my mouth 

and the meditation of all our hearts always be acceptable 

in Your sight.  Our strength and our redeemer, Amen. 

 The story of the raising of Lazarus brings back 

our own recollections of when we have lost someone 

whom we love or is in our lives but physically far away.  

We might get a call from a relative or a friend, or maybe 

in this day and age a private Facebook message, or an IM 

on our I-Phone of a loved one's illness and need.  This is 

often complicated by the fact that, in many instances, we 

have received several of these phone calls, and we need 

to make certain decisions in wondering ‘is this it?’ and I 

know prior to my mom passing, I had to discern whether 

she was in fact in mortal danger in consultation with my 

father and my brother and the nurses at the nursing 

home to know whether to make the trip that time. 

There are complications, such as when my wife was 

going to visit her father for what she thought would be 

the last time after a business trip, and it turned out that 

he took a precipitous turn for the worse while she was 

in-flight and had to then turn around to try and make it 
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to his bedside.  Her only options were to fly to a nearby 

airport and drive, and try and make it there in time to say 

her final goodbyes, even though he was comatose by 

that time.    

There are frustrations on the part of other loved 

ones, such as when my late wife Debbie passed it was 

later discerned that it was a massive heart attack at 

home, not at the hospital, and could I have possibly 

called them sooner, that somehow they had missed 

saying goodbye to her because these things are usually 

so much better planned with the family gathered at the 

bedside?  How could I have not called earlier? 

There was the poor monk who was on call that day 

who came to comfort me and Debbie’s family with a 

platter of corn muffins, what is more commonly known 

as a sympathy platter, but because it was too early in the 

morning and that’s all the cafeteria had at the small 

community hospital, in my grief I was all too willing to tell 

him how much I hated corn muffins and could he just get 

a little variety please, and try a little harder next time, 

maybe some blueberry or cranberry orange, or anything 
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else but all these ridiculous muffins I not only didn’t like 

but never asked for? 

 

And there was the emergency room hospital staff, 

who maybe were a little too intimidated by my anger, 

rage and grief to intervene but they left Debbie in the 

primary ER treatment ward for a good 45 minutes with 

the crash cart and everything still there waiting to save 

her but there was no saving her.  And I was left to clean 

her face from the bloody nose and last gasp that had 

emptied the contents of her stomach all over her front.  I 

was angry that they had cut off her favorite cashmere 

sweater and wanted a gown so I could cover her so when 

others came she might have dignity even in death.  And I 

closed her eyes for the last time, and placed the 

washcloth under her chin, laying her head to the side so 

that as rigormortis set in her mouth would be closed, her 

eyes closed, so she might look as if she were at peace.   

And as I sat in the ER waiting, waiting, hours of 

waiting for the hearse to arrive, folks kept streaming in, 

asking the same questions of me that Christ asked Mary 

and Martha, “Where have they laid her?”  And like the 
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ghoulish tour guide of the Hotel California of Eagles 

fame, I would lead them after saying something to the 

effect of “come and see”. 

It would take me the better part of two years, and 

this is another story for another day, to find my sea legs 

and thank God for these moments of care and love and 

preparing her body.  At that time, I did not have strength 

to transition into faith and following, and I did not know 

the power of raising my life in hope from the death that I 

had the last word.  So it is fitting that I can recall these 

feelings a few weeks prior to Easter, because they not 

only echo our own lives and struggles in dealing with 

death, but it helps us figure out how to better frame our 

own lives and triumphs in regaining life in Spirit. 

Now, we do not hear a single word from Lazarus or 

know of his response to his extraordinary experience. But 

we're not surprised by the response of the "ordinary" 

people who witnessed the extraordinary that day: again, 

a range of reactions, from faith and following to fear and 

fretting. If we read just beyond today's passage, we find 

the report of those who went to the religious authorities 

and speculated on the dangers of having such a powerful 
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man "loose" in the midst of the people, who turned to 

him in hope. 

The raising of Lazarus is not just a nice little story of 

friendship or an amazing miracle; it is set in the context 

of the journey to the cross (and the empty tomb). This 

great work of raising Lazarus from the dead sets things in 

motion in the hearts and minds of those who feared 

Jesus, and these things led to his own death. There is a 

good reason we read it today. 

We don’t know a lot about Lazarus’ life to date, but 

what Jesus does is give Lazarus a call to rise and head out 

for more of life, but this time to be lived in service to 

God.  The parallels to Jesus’ tomb are not lost.  They both 

have a stone rolled away, but Jesus’ tomb has no scent of 

death; if we were reading the KJV of this story, we’d 

know of Lazarus that “he stinketh”.  Jesus is no longer 

bound, but the clothes are left in the grave; Lazarus 

emerges all bound up.  No one commands Christ to 

heaven; but Christ commands all of us, at some point in 

our lives when we are spiritually bereft, left for dead, 

maybe for days so that we stinketh, and we are bound up 
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by old habits that the fear of dying has taught us so well 

that we live more by the flesh than by the Spirit…. 

Well, then, if we see this story as one less about 

flesh and earthly dividends and more about spirit and the 

work of the Lord in building up all who remain here on 

earth to know God, it’s doesn’t take us much imagination 

to think that Jesus would say, “Arise, Lazarus, Come 

Out”.  And not in a normal voice, and no, not is a a Dr 

Frankenstein voice, “Arise, He Lives, He Lives!”  Let’s 

think Max von Sydow and the Greatest Story Ever Told 

here…he says in a LOUD voice….ARISE… O 

Christian…ARISE…my beloved…come OUT! 

“Unbind him, let him go”.  Take off the garments of 

old life and put on the garments of heaven.   

And yet, how many of us have known the feel of 

those strips of cloth, the grave's apparel, the shroud that 

wraps us up in a leaden existence this side of physical 

death and makes us long for release, for the light of day 

and the feel of fresh air in our lungs? What are the "strips 

of cloth" that bind us, the addictions and fears, and the 

feelings of hopelessness and loss? 
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Are our tombs that stinketh ones of despair, grief, 

loss, anxiety, financial troubles?  Or is it hatred, 

resentment, or a lack of faith has put us in our own tomb 

of despair. Jesus stands outside our tombs, God is still 

speaking to us today, calling us out from our tombs of 

despair, denial, and death to new life, right now, right 

here. In a LOUD VOICE inside our hearts, “COME OUT!!!”   

So how can we let go our fears and contextualize our 

pain, to help participate in what God is doing, today, in 

our midst?   How are we "unbinding" and "letting go" 

those who have been put into such places of spiritual 

death, trapped by the memory of what was, and not 

what will be? 

How many of us are watching, formulating 

judgments and deciding what to believe and how much 

we’ll believe it?  Are there some of us who are maybe 

moving to the center of what's happening, pulling back 

the things that surround death, and releasing the new 

life that God has granted, the new life that lies just 

beneath the surface of what appears bleak and beyond 

hope? Perhaps there are some among us who are 

calculating the costs and the possible unpleasantness of 
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giving ourselves over to the power of God, even, 

ironically, to healing and new life. 

How do we move from just saying what we believe 

to giving our whole selves and our lives over to 

transformation and the new life that God brings? How 

often, in fact, we do say we believe, but live as if we do 

not?  There are places and times when our religious 

imagination fails us, stops us, refuses to move us to 

places of new life and possibility.  

I’ll leave you with these final thoughts.  Often, the 

world around us tells us about "real life"--and claims that 

it clashes with the gospel vision of being truly alive. Pain 

is real.  Suffering is real.  But so is the God of resilience, 

compassion, mercy, justice, kindness, love, the God of 

“Arise”, of “Fear Not”, of “Resurrection to New Life”.    

But let’s say we still need more data, examples, 

testimonies, that we thinking the Bible is still a bunch of 

B.S.  What do we think we need to do in order to 

"achieve" or "accomplish" new life, as if it were our 

doing, and not God's? Let me tell you what God thinks 

we need to do to get new life.  Believe it.  Care about 

others.  Then do it.  Thanks be to God, Amen. 


