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The story of Martha, Mary, Lazarus and the crowd resonates with us.  Add Jesus and you 

have the same characters present at every funeral. Dying Lazarus represents most of us 

of riper years, as we face our own diminishment and death. Lazarus, beloved family 

member of Martha and Mary slowly weakened to take his last nearly imperceptible 

breath.   If we have not glimpsed a sudden death, many of us have watched and witnessed 

as a parent, spouse, alas! even a son or daughter  or sibling slowly died.  The medication 

was stopped and the procedures were removed, like Lazarus’s bands of cloth.  We felt 

utterly helpless other than to moisten our loved one’s lips with a swab and perhaps ask of 

God “unbind him and let him go.” 

Martha and Mary stand for us as grieving relatives.  We are where they were after our 

loved one was gone. We awake to a half-empty bed.  At times we may have momentarily 

wrapped our arms around the other pillow, wishing it were our dead partner, and we 

cried.  We haven’t the heart to sit in their favourite chair, or rid ourselves of a favourite 

dress or jacket, or the baby bootees that she never wore as she was born sleeping.  We 

cook for one and are reminded of their favourite foods.  There’s the empty place at the 

dinner table, and we take our meals alone except for Tamara O’Dyne on Channel Two. 

The saints departed won’t be home for Christmas or for a birthday, and, there’s a 

pervading ache in our heart. Tears still come, memories and anger.  At times, we would 

like to shape our hands into fists and flail in God’s face, just like the two sisters’ Martha 

and Mary’s accusation of Jesus. 

After Lazarus left them, and until Jesus came, a crowd met to comfort Martha and Mary. 

They brought refreshments to the house at the gathering after the brother’s funeral.  For 

a space, some called with a casserole, and asked was there anything that they could do to 

help?  But they felt as helpless as we felt in our grief.  Now, it’s rather lonely without them, 

and, it hurts.  Bless them for being there when it really mattered. 

Lastly, in the Lazarus story, there was Jesus.  He doesn’t snuffle nor suppress a muffled 

cry.  Instead, he threw back his head and let forth a primal scream, and mourners said 

“See, how much he loved him.”  Lazarus was his friend, and Jesus loved his friend.  Jesus 

shed tears but he also had compassion, pity, and power that welled up from deep within, 

as life-giving, life-returning love.  Then Jesus cried “Lazarus! Come forth!”  And, when he 

did, Jesus simply said “Unbind him and set him free.”  But, that joy wasn’t for us.                                           

May I try to explain?  In the recent conflict in Israel, while a rabbi was teaching in the 

Sabbath synagogue, a stray mortar shell came through the roof of his home and killed his 

two teenage sons.  Outside that room, there was no damage.  When he returned at dusk,                                            

the rabbi asked where the children were.  His wife made an excuse and waited until                                                          

the holy man had eaten.  Then she said, “I am placed in a great difficulty.  Sometime ago,                                                                                

a person entrusted to my care some possessions of great value which he now wants me                                               

to give back.  Am I obliged to return these great valuables to him?”  “That it should be a 

question surprises me,” said the rabbi.  “How can you hesitate to restore to everyone 

what is his own?”  His wife led the rabbi to the next room where the two bodies lay and 

drew back the sheet.  “My sons,” groaned the holy man in intense pain.  “The Lord gave 



and the Lord takes away,” said his wife through her tears.  “You have always taught me to 

restore without reluctance what has been lent to us for our happiness.  We have to return 

our two sons to the God of all mercies.”  In this faith and love, may our beloved ones also 

rest in peace and rise in glory. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  


