
FIFTH SUNDAY OF LENT  YEAR A  MARCH 26, 2023 

Perhaps one of the greatest gifts we can give to ourselves is to enter into whatever we are 
reading in Scripture, becoming more a participant than an observer.  Lent began in the 
wilderness, with a famished Jesus being tempted with stones that could be made into bread.  
Then we went to the mountain, seeing prophets and hearing the voice of God, all the while 
blinded by Jesus in dazzling white; then we were eyewitnesses to a conversation between 
Jesus and the woman at the well, someone with a curious past yet offered water that would 
quench all her thirsts; then it is possible that we could have been one of the first people the 
man born blind sees with his gift of sight, as we overheard the struggle between those more 
interested in law than in the miracle taking place before them.  Joy, conversion, wonder.  
And as we stand at the now empty tomb of Lazarus, what raw human emotion we’ve have 
just been privy to.   

Lord, if you had been here.  I know that he will rise again.  Yes, Lord, I believe.  Jesus 
began to weep.  Lazarus, come out! 

This is what we witness today:  News goes out to Jesus that a dear friend has a serious illness.  
A sick person dies.  A grieving and deeply disappointed friend dresses down Jesus for not 
being where she expected Him – not unreasonably – to be.  A profound expression of faith.  
Tears.  A rolled stone.  Amazement.         

Certainly, most of this story can be familiar to many of us.  How many have wondered 
where the Lord was when we are faced with the death of family or friends; when we lose 
our job or get a difficult diagnosis.  When we are confronted with the physical or mental 
challenges of age; when our plans are forced to change.  When death, sin, fear ruin our 
expectations; when we are a victim of someone’s harsh words or actions.   

The last part of the story is unfamiliar territory.  No one here today has ever seen anyone 
come out of a tomb.  Or have we?  Yes, literally our dead rest where they were buried.  Yet 
when confronted with death and difficulty, there is this underlining faith that tells us that 
there is a purpose in our suffering; there is life beyond the grave; that our worst moments do 
not last forever; that there is hope that can help us through our struggles; that Jesus can give 
comfort and healing to the harshest of circumstances; that we do not have to give into 
resignation; that Easter is the great feast of all kinds of tombstones rolled aside. 

Reading the gospels more as participant than an observer.   

In just one week’s time we will be holding palm branches in this Basilica as we prepare to 
visit the Upper Room, witness the great act of service of foot washing and adore Jesus in the 
Blessed Sacrament, spend time in prayer at a Garden, stand at the foot of the cross and wait 
at another tomb.  This tomb though, borrowed from a generous giver, is only temporary.  
For hours later, on Easter Sunday we will stand following the Liturgy of the Word and be 
asked the very same question Jesus asked Martha at Bethany many years ago.  Do you 
believe.  Do you believe in God; in Jesus Christ; in the Holy Spirit; in forgiveness of sins; in 
resurrection; in everlasting life.  And as a participant rather than observer, can we imagine 



Jesus looking at us as intently, lovingly, genuinely as He did His friend Martha and ask; do 
you believe?     

Do you believe? 


