
Sunday, November 7, 2021 

Grace and peace be to you from God our Father and our Lord and Savior Jesus Christ. 

Amen 

God will swallow up death forever and wipe away the tears from all faces. 

But for all of us there are tears now. Even Jesus who is the Resurrection and the life, 

the one who draws all people and all things to himself, weeps real honest-to-God tears. 

Loss hurts. Hurt hurts. The incomplete hurts. Death is nasty and though we rejoice that 

the saints rest from their labors, the distance we experience from them, and the 

heartaches of death and loss are real. It is only by the “grace upon grace” of God that 

the power of death and sin will be swallowed up forever.  

But death is death now, and Jesus and the mourners are catching a whiff of it. They are 

sitting with their grief – feeling all of the feelings – “If you had come sooner…why didn’t 

you come sooner?...Just imagine if Jesus had come sooner? What will we do now that 

Lazarus is gone?” “Take away the stone,” says Jesus, standing now at the door to the 

tomb. 

Really? Lazarus has been dead four days. He stinks!, says Martha, who has declared 

her belief in the resurrection on the last day. But now? Roll away the stone? Why? 

Lazarus is gone! He’s rotting away, even now. 

Didn’t I tell you? Jesus practically beams as he grins through his tears. “Did I not tell you 

that you would see the glory of God?” Now Jesus is going to preach! With a shout: 

Lazarus! Come out! 

The dead man comes out of the tomb! Wrapped in a burial shroud, Lazarus – who had 

just been a stinking, rotting corpse, was now alive – not a zombie, but a living human 

being. Lazarus himself! A distinct living person with a community and connections, who 

had been dead, is now alive, standing before Jesus and the crowd. 

But today you and I are here with our losses. With our heartache and so much death. 

What will we do now? Now the Spirit is going to preach! Through us! With a shout Jesus 

wakes the dead – even us. Get up! Come out! 

While Lazarus is a main character in our gospel text along with Jesus, of course, I’m 

always appreciative of Mary and Martha as well. They are us in a sense. They are 

authentic people. They mourn and grieve and lament and question just as we do when 

someone we know and love dies. 

We may think we are prepared for the death of a friend or loved one, but when that final 

breath is drawn, we still hurt and ache, we still have a few unanswered questions. Death 

is final. We can no longer interact with that person ever again. We grieve. We mourn 

and we weep. 



Mary and Martha had hoped that Jesus would arrive in time to perform a miracle healing 

so their brother Lazarus would not die, would recover and continue his life. 

And as Mary met Jesus, we can feel her hurt, anger and pain as she says to Jesus, 

“Lord, if you had been here, my brother would not have died.” 

As Mary and those gathered around moved to the tomb, we get a glimpse of how upset 

they all were. And just like us they question – “Could not he who opened the eyes of the 

blind man have kept this man from dying?” 

I also wonder if they understand how upset Jesus was or were they simply 

concentrating on their own grief, on their own hurt? 

Martha is also part of the contingent of mourners. And as they stand at the tomb as the 

stone is rolled away, Martha questions Jesus’ actions, “Lord already there is a stench 

because he has been dead four days. 

And Jesus reminds Martha that he had previously taught that if his followers believed 

they would see the glory of God. And then the unthinkable. The unbelievable. “Lazarus, 

come out!” And he does and he is alive. They unbind him. Lazarus raised from death to 

life. Lazarus, who had just been a stinking, rotting corpse, was now alive, a living human 

being. He stands before Jesus and the crowd. The glory of God. 

And yet here you and I are – with our losses, with our heartache and so much death. 

What will we do now? 

Truly, in a sense the Holy Spirit is going to preach – through us. Jesus wakes the dead 

with a shout. Therefore, he surely can wake us. And he can say to us as he did to 

Lazarus – Get up! Come out! 

That is to say as we have the promise of the resurrection, life eternal, life amidst God’s 

kingdom on earth as well as God’s heavenly Kingdom to come. We find ourselves in 

another – one the one hand, and on the other hand situations. 

On the one hand we live knowing that death awaits us and all others. We just don’t 

know when or under what circumstances. Yet, we grieve and mourn and achingly miss 

loved ones and friends who have died. We may be having a hard time moving on 

following the earth death of those close to us. 

On the other hand, we rejoice that God has promised that we will see his glory in full in 

his heavenly kingdom. We will be resurrected and join the community and communion 

of saints for eternity. May we always rejoice in that promise. 

So, we live in the tension between hurt and heartache now and the promise of a future 

New Eden where we will feast at the banquet where God is present. 

In our youth we are likely to not think much about earthly death and the promised 

resurrection. We likely take it at face value and go about living day to day. 



But as we age, as we mature, we can give more attention to that promise, especially in 

the midst of the death of those close to us. We feel the loss intently. Yet we also take 

time to appreciate what God’s promise of life eternal means for the one who just died 

and what it means for us. 

Over time we are keenly aware that we are closer to the heavenly kingdom than ever 

before. And that is not a frightening situation. It is a reality that we embrace and give 

thanks to God for what the future holds for us. 

We live in that dual world of earthly death and all its aftermath on those left behind and 

already living in the promise of the resurrection, understanding more and more the very 

depth of God’s love for us. 

Earthly death is not the enemy. It is not the end. No indeed. God has the final word. And 

the final word is life and life abundant here and in the promised time following our 

earthly demise. 

I sometimes wonder what it is like for those who are not people of faith as they stand 

graveside and for whom death is final, the last word. And truthfully, I can’t imagine how 

much of a void there is that will not be fulfilled with the promise that followers of Christ 

enjoy. 

I am thankful for the followers of Christ who value the incredible gift of life on earth and 

the promised gift of life in the kingdom to come. Now there is reason to celebrate always 

– today and on days when we mourn and grieve the loss of someone close to us. Life, 

not death is the last word. 

I trust you appreciate that each Sunday in our Prayers of Intercession we have a 

petition of thanksgiving for all the saints who have gone before us. 

How wonderful it is that we continue to give thanks to God for not only those close to us 

who have preceded us in death, but for all the saints, known and unknown, who have 

gone before us. Imagine what we have learned, what we have gained from all who 

preceded us in death and who enjoyed the promise of a resurrection life Jesus’. We are 

all blessed by what they have taught us and the generations that preceded us and the 

generations to follow us. 

Alleluia – Christ is Risen! Alleluia death is not the last word.  

Thanks be to God. Amen 

 

 

 

 


