
2023 26TH MARCH: WORSHIP AT HOME: LENT 5: RAISING OF LAZARUS 

 

Dear friends, 

This week we hear about the most amazing miracle when Lazarus is brought back from the dead. It was 

contentious then, and still is today. Different people in the story responded to grief and loss in different 

ways, just as we do ourselves in our own lives. Jesus went to Bethany to his friends’ house where he raised 

Lazarus. He was then only two miles from Jerusalem and his own life was increasingly at risk from the 

authorities there. Closer and closer to the Cross. No wonder his disciples were fearful of his going to 

Bethany. So many raw human emotions – all of which touch home to us at some point. These things may 

have happened two thousand years ago, but they resonate clearly with us today. Every blessing, Margaret  

 

Call to worship:   Let us give thanks to the Lord, who shares our sorrows. 

   Let us praise the Lord, who gives us life in all its fullness. 

Loving God, we thank you for sending us your Son, Jesus. 

Help us to see that he shared this earthly life fully – its joys and sorrows, triumphs and defeats, bliss, and 

pain. May we draw comfort from the knowledge that he is with us in good times and bad, and understands 

all our experiences. Amen. 

 

The words to ‘Beneath the cross of Jesus’ written by Elizabeth Cecilia Clephane [1830-1869]  

Hymns & Psalms 165 

1 Beneath the cross of Jesus I fain would take my stand – 

The shadow of a mighty rock within a weary land. 

A home within a wilderness, a rest upon the way, 

From the burning of the noontide heat and the burden of the day. 
 

2 O safe and happy shelter, O refuge tried and sweet. 

O trysting place where heaven’s love and heaven’s justice meet! 

As to the holy patriarch that wondrous dream was given, 

So seems my Saviour’s cross to me – a ladder up to heaven. 
 

3 I take, O cross, thy shadow for my abiding – place! 

I ask no other sunshine than the sunshine of his face; 

Content to let the world go by, to know no gain nor loss – 

My sinful self my only shame, my glory all – the cross. 
 

Prayers including the Lord’s Prayer: 

Jesus loved Mary, Martha, and Lazarus – with a passion. They were as family to him. 

He felt compassion in their time of sorrow – he wasn’t afraid to show his emotion. 

People couldn’t understand why he had to let Lazarus die. But the best was yet to come. 

Lord, be with us through our sorrows, and show us the pathway to fullness of joy. Amen. 
 

Amazing God, we truly can’t take in the fullness of your love for us. We need time to wait on you and let 

you into our sorrows and joys. 

Lord God, cause our hearts to sing as we wait patiently on you, and as we witness to your healing power. 
 

Dear Lord, we come before you now, all of us knowing something of the tragedy of loss which can hit in so 

many different ways for:- 

There are times when we are sunk so deep in our sense of loss and isolation that we cannot see beyond it. 

Times when we don’t want to let anyone else in, keeping everything bottled up inside – even our tears. 



Times when we are unable to reach out to others, even when they share the same grief. Forgive us, Lord. 

There are times when we try to rush ourselves, or others, through the emotions of grief and not giving 

much needed space. Forgive us, Lord. 

There are times when we can’t see how anybody else’s loss can possibly be as bad as ours. Forgive us, 

Lord. Grant us your peace and compassion. Amen. 

 

Lord God, you know every thought of our heart, and every breath we take. You always love us throughout 

all, and you have the power to free us from our sins. We bow our heads and accept your loving 

forgiveness, Lord – and we thank you. Amen. 

 

Our Father who art in heaven hallowed be thy name. Thy kingdom come and thy will be done on earth as it 

is in heaven. Give us this day our daily bread and forgive us our trespasses as we forgive those who 

trespass against us. And lead us not into temptation but deliver us from evil for thine is the kingdom, the 

power, and the glory for ever and ever. Amen.  

 

John 11: 1-45: Now a man named Lazarus was sick. He was from Bethany, the village of Mary and her sister 

Martha. [This Mary, whose brother Lazarus now lay sick, was the same one who poured perfume on the 

Lord and wiped his feet with her hair.] So the sisters sent word to Jesus: ‘Lord, the one you love is sick.’ 

When he heard this, Jesus said: ‘This sickness will not end in death. No, it is for God’s glory so that God’s 

Son may be glorified through it.’ Now Jesus loved Martha and her sister and Lazarus – but when he heard 

Lazarus was sick he stayed where he was two more days, and then he said to his disciples: ‘let us go back to 

Judea.’ ‘But, Rabbi,’ they said,’ a short while ago the Jews there tried to stone you, and yet you are going 

back?’ Jesus answered: ‘Are there not twelve hours of daylight? Anyone who walks in the daytime will not 

stumble, for they see by this world’s light. It is when a person walks at night that they stumble, for they 

have no light.’ 

After he had said this, he went on to tell them:’ Our friends Lazarus has fallen asleep, but I am going there 

to wake him up.’ His disciples replied: ‘Lord, if he sleeps, he will get better.’ Jesus had been speaking of his 

death, but his disciples thought that he meant natural sleep. So then he told them plainly: ‘Lazarus is dead, 

and for your sake I am glad I was not there, so that you may believe. But let us go to him.’ 

Then Thomas [also known as Didymus] said to the rest of the disciples: ‘Let us also go, that we may die 

with him.’ 

On his arrival, Jesus found that Lazarus had already been in his tomb for four days. Now Bethany was less 

than two miles from Jerusalem, and many jews had come to Martha and Mary to comfort them in the loss 

of their brother. When Martha heard that Jesus was coming, she went out to meet him, but Mary stayed at 

home. ‘Lord,’ Martha said to Jesus, ‘if you had been here, my brother would not have died. But I know that 

even now God will give you whatever you ask.’ Jesus said to her: ‘Your brother will rise again.’ 

Martha answered: ‘I know he will rise again in the resurrection at the last day.’ 

Jesus said to her: ‘I am the resurrection and the life. The one who believes in me will live, even though they 

die; and whoever lives by believing in me will never die. Do you believe this?’ 

‘Yes, Lord,’ she replied. ‘I believe that you are the Messiah, the Son of God, who is to come into the world.’ 

After she had said this, she went back and called her sister Mary aside. ‘The Teacher is here,’ she said, ‘and 

is asking for you.’ When Mary heard this, she got up quickly and went to him. Now Jesus had not yet 

entered the village but was still at the place where Martha had met him. When the Jews who had been 

with Mary in the house, comforting her, noticed how quickly she got up and went out, they followed her, 

supposing she was going to the tomb to mourn there. 

When Mary reached the place where Jesus was and saw him, she fell at his feet and said, ‘Lord, if you had 

been her, my brother would not have died.’ 



When Jesus saw her weeping and the Jews who had come along with her also weeping, he was deeply 

moved in spirit and troubled. ‘Where have they laid him?’ he asked. ‘Come and see, Lord,’ they replied. 

Jesus wept. 

Then the Jews said: ‘See how he loved him.’ But some of them said: ‘Could not he who opened the eyes of 

the blind man have kept this man from dying?’ 

Jesus, once more deeply moved, came to the tomb. It was a cave with a stone laid across the entrance. 

‘Take away the stone,’ he said. ‘But, Lord,’ said Martha, the sister of the dead man, ‘by this time there is a 

bad odour for he has been there four days.’ 

Then Jesus said: ‘Did I not tell you that if you believe, you will see the glory of God?’ 

So they took away the stone. Then Jesus looked up and said: ‘father, I thank you that you have heard me. I 

know that you always hear me, but I said this for the benefit of the people standing here, that they may 

believe that you sent me.’ 

When he had said this, Jesus called in a loud voice: ‘Lazarus, come out!’ The dead man came out, his hands 

and feet wrapped with strips of linen, and a cloth round his face. Jesus said: ‘Take off the grave clothes and 

let him go,’ 

 

Poem: When Grief Is Raw. [using words of a hymn written by Brian Wren.] 

When grief is raw, and music goes unheard, and thought is numb, 

We have no polished phrases to recite.  

In Christ we come 

To hear the old familiar words: ‘I am the resurrection and the life.’ 

God, give us time for gratitude and tears, and make us free 

to grieve, remember, honour, and delight. 

Let love be strong to bear regrets and banish fears: 

‘I am the resurrection and the life.’ 

The height and breadth of all that love prepares soar out of time, 

beyond our speculation and our sight. 

The cross remains to ground the promise that it bears: 

‘I am the resurrection and the life’ 

All shall be judged, the greatest and the least, and all be loved, 

till every hurt is healed, all wrong set right. 

In bread and wine, we taste the great homecoming feast, 

And, in the midst of death, we are in life. 

[Words  1983 Hope Publishing Company, 380 S Main Pl, Carol Stream, IL 60188] 

 

Meditation of Lazarus [Nick Fawcett – A Most Amazing Man Book A] 

He called me out of the tomb, his words somehow reaching into the darkness and restoring life. 

One moment, oblivion – and the next I was up on my feet, shuffling out of the tomb. 

One moment, trussed up like a chicken, mummified before my time – and the next scratching my head in 

bewilderment, baffled by the look on their faces. 

They thought me a ghost, gazing in astonishment and reaching out in disbelief. 

I had been dead – and was alive again.  Really alive! Not just existing as I had done previously, but now 

enthused with a joy such as I had never known before – set free not just from my grave-clothes, but from 

everything that held me captive, denying and destroying life. 

I’ll die eventually, of course, just like anyone else – but he summoned me from the grave, defeating the 

power of death – and I know now that, in the fullness of time, he is able to do the same again and more 

besides. Not just for me, but for all. 

 



Prayer: Eternal God, thank you for the hope you give us – a hope that will not disappoint. Thank you for 

the knowledge that though this life must come to an end – its conclusion bringing with it the trauma of 

bereavement, the anguish of loved ones, the bleak awareness of our own mortality – we are able, finally, 

to face death not with despair, fear, or resignation, but in quiet confidence, assured that it is a stepping 

stone to new beginnings – the start of a fresh chapter – a pathway into your kingdom and the joy of 

everlasting life, lived with you and all your people for evermore. Amen. 

 

Comment: here we have heard the whole narrative of Lazarus and his sisters, living through his dying and 

his death, while the Lord of life is elsewhere. It is an evocative story, with Jesus portrayed at his most 

human – ‘Jesus wept’ – and there are many layers of meaning packed into this event. 

Why did Jesus delay? What about those conversations, first with Martha, and then with Maty? 

John is showing us deep truths about Jesus’ total humanity and divinity. If ever a story revealed the nature 

of Emmanuel – of ‘God-with-us’ – then this is it. 

The practical, less emotional Martha is better able to grasp the logic of what it means for the Lord to be 

present, whereas Mary is simply devastated and feels wounded by Jesus’ absence which doesn’t make 

sense to her. We may recognise this terrible sense of loss and distance when in our own lives we feel that 

God ought to be there yet seems not to be. Indeed, Jesus himself knew this searing pain of loss when he 

was crucified. ‘My God, why have you forsaken me?’ 

But it is this raw grief in all its honesty and candour which tears Jesus’ heart and shakes him with such 

agonised weeping. 

For us, too, he is there at such times of raw pain, sharing that searing pain and grief, and weeping with us. 

Jesus, as the Lord of life, is God’s voice speaking right into the darkness of death and drawing out life. 

Here, today, we have heard an amazing story – a story of Jesus actually bringing someone back to life. 

When Lazarus heard Jesus’ voice – the voice of the Lord of life – breaking in, he walked out into life again 

towards that voice. 

Jesus calls us each by name – he calls into the place we are, however that place may be. Wherever we are 

Jesus keeps calling because he wants to bring us into new life. We need to let God breathe his life into us 

so that we become our true selves – for then we may be of more use to God in caring for the world he 

loves. 

 

Prayer: A sorrow shared is a sorrow halved. We have seen the closeness of Lazarus and his sisters, to each 

other and to you< Lord Jesus. We thank you that, through you, we too can have that shared experience. 

Thank you that in our time of grief, however long it takes, you are there. Thank you that you can bring new 

life to us. And thank you most of all for the gift of eternal life. Amen. 

The words to ‘Faithful One’ written by Brian Doerksen [b.1965] Singing the Faith 628 

Faithful One, so unchanging. Ageless One, you’re my rock of peace. 

Lord of all, I depend on you, 

I call out to you again and again. 

I call out to you again and again. 

You are my rock in time of trouble. 

You lift me up when I fall down. 

All through the storm your love is the anchor, 

My hope is in you alone. 

 

Closing Prayers: Lord, be with us on our journey of life. 

As we travel with you in the coming days, may we share your love and compassion with those we meet 

whose path is hard. 

Transform us, and transform them, with your life-giving love. Amen. 


