Gloria R. Carpeneto, homily 
5th Sunday in Lent, Cycle A, March 22, 2026
Ezechiel 37:12-14; Romans 8:8-11; John 11:1-45; Psalm 130, With You is kindness and plenteous redemption.


This 5th Sunday in Lent we read the last of the three lengthy Gospels of John that precede Palm Sunday and that end Jesus’ public ministry. Two weeks ago, we saw Jesus with the Samaritan woman at the well, and we were invited to drink living water. Last week, we saw Jesus heal a man born blind at birth and were invited to believe that Jesus might heal us, wherever we might be blind in our own lives. And this week, we see Jesus raise Lazarus from the dead – and we wonder what invitation might be extended to us today. 
There’s an Episcopal priest by the name of Barbara Brown Taylor who tells of being on pilgrimage to the Holy Land, and visiting the town of Bethany, home to Martha, Mary, and Lazarus. According to Barbara Taylor Brown, Lazarus’ tomb wasn’t the burial place of a rich man. It wasn’t like the tomb that Joseph of Arimathea gave to Jesus’ family for his burial. Lazarus’ tomb wasn’t a large, spacious place where a body could be laid out, anointed with oils, and wrapped in burial cloths. No, Lazarus’ tomb was pretty much just a hole that had been dug in the ground where a body could be placed. 
Barbara Taylor tells us that as she walked to the purported grave where Lazarus was buried, she realized that Lazarus probably couldn’t have walked out so much as he would have crawled out from a deep hole – head first, feet last, just like a baby emerging from the womb, through the birth canal, and into the light for the first time. 
So I wonder if maybe today’s story of Jesus raising Lazarus from the dead isn’t so much about Lazarus springing back to life again as it is about his being re-born, with all the messiness that birth entails – being alive in the womb, then being in the darkness of the birth canal, then emerging back into life again. Lazarus had to work to come back to life again.
And the value of community in this story is not lost on Jesus. We see that there are midwives there to help Lazarus be born back into life again.  We see people there to whom Jesus says, untie him and let him go free. Help him as he struggles from death into life. 
I can’t speak for anyone else, but I find this very consoling. I don’t know what it means to be dead and brought back to life physically. But I do know what it means to be bound by something in my life that feels so big & so tight & so overwhelming that it’s sucked the life right out of me – might have been that two-pack-a-day cigarette habit that hung around my neck for 20 years, or some cruel words I said that I couldn’t take back, a relationship I needed to fix, a fear I needed to face. Whatever it was, it put me in a grave of sorts. And whatever it is, I am assured in the scriptures today that God says to me, in the words of the prophet Ezekiel, I am going to open your grave. 

And then there’s Jesus – the human manifestation of God on earth – saying exactly the same thing, Lazarus, come out. Gloria, come out. Charlotte, come out. Anita, come out. Larysa, come out. And dare I suggest that these days Jesus is standing by a grave that our country has dug for itself, a grave of injustice, war, corruption, and divisiveness. And Jesus says, Democracy, come out. I mean to raise you from your grave. I will put my breath in you, and you will live again. If Christ can bring life from death, surely we are called to believe that he will reanimate the dry bones of our country and let us live free again.    
Nobody says resurrection is easy. It was a monumental struggle coming into this life for the first time. And it’s a monumental struggle to come back to life again and again, after each time that we have imprisoned ourselves in a grave of our own making, a grave of our own brokenness. But we can always be sure that Jesus calls us to rebirth from those graves. We can be sure there will be midwives there to help unwrap our bindings and set us free to live again. 
There is always Abba God. There is always Jesus. There is always our community. We are Lazarus one day and a midwife the next. We are there for each other.  Today, we remember that Jesus invites us into the ongoing cycle of birth in joy … death in our brokenness …  and resurrection back into life again. 

Nothing is more essential to us as human beings on this planet than water … nothing enables us to live and move and have our being more than light … and nothing is more important than the breath of life. And in the three Gospels immediately before Holy Week, Jesus promises us all three – water, light, and life. He refreshes our souls. He brightens our darkness. He restores us to life, now and in eternity. 

So we have been asked to turn inward these last three weeks in Lent and ask ourselves, deeply, how real is all this for me? How much do I live what I hear in the Gospels? These last weeks in Lent are not so much about what I believe, but much more importantly, how do I live what I believe? So we ask ourselves – in my life …  

· Do I allow living water to flow through me, or do I block that flow? 

· Do I allow Jesus to touch my blind eyes with a paste of mud and spit, or do I push that ugly experience of healing away from me? 

· Do I allow myself to hear Jesus calling me to come forth from any number of graves, or have I come to prefer the comfort of death to the challenges of life?  

Our psalm this morning was the great De Profundis, supposedly the song of the souls in Purgatory. We prayed Out of the depths I cry to you O God. O God, hear my prayer. As we continue our liturgy this day, it feels we have much to say to God in praise and in thanksgiving for lifting us from the depths and giving us these incomparable gifts of Light and Life … not once, not twice, but every time we are able to hear the voice of Jesus say, Lazarus, come out.  
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