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Today we remember.  

We remember that October 31 in 1517, when Martin Luther nailed a list of ideas 

he wanted to talk about in the church to a public posting area in Wittenberg, Germany. It 

was the social media of his time.  

Luther, God rest his soul, wasn’t trying to dismantle his beloved church. He saw 

some things going on, though, that were putting distance between God and God’s 

beloved. Things like indulgences, abuse of power, worship of money, manipulation of 

scriptures to intimidate and put fear in the heart of neighbor … instead of proclaiming the 

Good News – that Christ has risen for the sake of creation. And, we no longer need to pa 

or work our way to God’s realm. 

When Luther nailed his 95 Theses to the church doors at Wittenberg that day, he 

set off a chain of events and theology that lit the path for those of us who wanted a 

reforming tradition of Christianity. 

Notice I didn’t say “reformed” tradition. Reforming is a more gospel-filled 

approach to church because our efforts to do as Jesus has taught us – to love and worship 

God more than anything else and to love neighbor as we would want to be loved – is 

never done. As soon as we think we’ve nailed it on this greatest commandment, we are in 

trouble. Because we are always being formed and re-created to grow in this greatest 

commandment, the commandment on which the rest of God’s law for life hangs. We are 

always learning and growing more in how we place God above worldly races for power, 

wealth, status, comfort, desire. Every day we have opportunities to stretch and show our 
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love for others. Every day, we Jesus-followers of the church Luther set in motion more 

than 500 years ago, are reforming yet, discerning where we place worldly concerns above 

God and where we draw the line in the sand about who receives our Christian Love.  

Today we remember.  

We remember the saints who have gone before us, many of whom gave their hands 

and feet, theirs minds and hearts to this reforming tradition. Not just whose names are 

written in history books … like Luther, or John the Baptist, Martin Luther King, Jr., St. 

Ann and Mary the mother of our Redeemer, and even Jesus himself. Also those more 

intimately connected to our own lives … loved ones who have died and returned to that 

House of God Jesus has opened to all.  

Next year, when we have more time to prepare for All Saints Day, I will invite you 

to bring in photos and memorabilia of the saints on your hearts. We’ll set them up all 

around our worship space here so that when we come together for worship we will be 

literally surrounded by the communion of saints – our great cloud of witnesses.  

We remember also through the scriptures, today particularly through the story of 

when Jesus’ beloved friend Lazarus died and “Jesus wept.”  

It is well known as the shortest sentence in the bible and, I think, also one of the 

most well-loved statements of our scriptures because we all know what it is to weep. 

Here we find that Jesus experienced this too. 

It’s a short sentence that packs a whole lot of punch. 
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Jesus wept at the loss of his friend, just as so many of us do when someone we love 

dies. There’s more though.  

This story starts before the reading for today. When Lazarus got very ill, Mary and 

Martha had asked Jesus to come. “Lord, he whom you love is ill.” (John 11:3) they said. 

It is like that moment when the doctors or nurse say, it’s time to call in the family and 

your minister – this is likely the end. But Jesus didn’t go right away. He waited two days 

to begin his journey to his friends’ bedside. Instead he chose to go into Judea, where his 

message was angering the Jewish Leaders and people were beginning to turn against him. 

While he was there, Lazarus died. And Jesus knew this. “Lazarus is dead,” he said. “For 

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

(11:14-15) 

Still, he doesn’t go directly to the tomb of Lazarus. First, he goes to Lazarus’ 

sisters and he listens to both of them and their disappointment that he did not come right 

away. Both sisters lash out at Jesus in their grief, in that emptiness left by the loss of their 

brother, “Lord, if you had been there, my brother would not have died.” (11: 21 & 11: 

32). And only then, does Jesus make his way to the tomb, weeping and grieving with 

Martha and Mary and all the mourners who had gathered to mark Lazarus’ death.  

It seems to me, that if Jesus were weeping because Lazarus was dead, he would 

have started long before that moment. He would have started that moment in Judea when 

he knew that Lazarus had drawn his last breath. 
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That’s not what happens. Jesus weeps after he hears the desperation in Mary and 

Martha’s voices … after he feels and shares in their grief. Jesus wept for them.  

And perhaps that gives all of us, survivors ourselves – mourners of parents and 

spouses, grandparents, children, aunts, uncles, cousins and friends – perhaps it gives us 

some pretty hopeful news to sink our souls into on this All Saints weekend.  

God’s people have lost a lot in the last couple of years. Many of us have lost loved 

ones. The Pandemic has taken a gruesome toll. Some of us have experienced that quite 

personally, and all of us through the empathy we surely feel for the 5 million people 

worldwide who have died in this pandemic. It’s been exceedingly difficult for so many of 

us. There has been a lot of weeping, a lot of cries of desperation. A lot of grief. A lot of 

us continuing our own journeys with what feels like gaping holes where our loved ones 

used to stand. 

And what we hear in this story is that Jesus weeps and mourns right along with us. 

Jesus knew that Lazarus was his best self ever upon returning to his forever home with 

God. Jesus knew despite the finality of earthly death, which we will all face one day, that 

Lazarus had come to see fully the Glory of God.  

The worry is not there. The weeping is not there. The grief is not there. The worry 

and weeping and grief are in the sorrow and the hurt that Jesus knows Martha and Mary 

were experiencing, what we experience at times in this life. He knows because he too felt 

it in his human skin. He knows because he too saw people he loved suffer terribly in their 

loss. 
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And Jesus wept. 

And then through his own tears, he says “Unbind him. Let him go…”   

In other words, my beloved friends, Jesus says, free the hands and feet of your 

loved ones. Free their hands and feet bound with every mistake and every misstep. Your 

loved one isn’t bound by that any longer. Uncover their faces – hidden by the clothes of 

the grave that make us see, smell, taste, feel and hear the hurt or guilt we carry in this life. 

Unbind him and let him go. He is not wrapped up in the regrets of life that we all bear – 

because all that stuff that binds us while we are here is not what has the last word – 

Unbind him and let him go. Because God has the last word now, not our sin or our regret, 

known and unknown; not the ways others have hurt us, not our guilt, not our 

embarrassments, not our bad hair days, not even those days when we turned far from God 

or perhaps even caused someone else to do the same. No, the last word, for Christians 

anyway, is Jesus, the waters of our baptism, a meal of forgiveness which calls us into the 

Priesthood of All Believers, and the promise of seeing the Glory of God in its fullness, a 

spectacular reality already known by all the saints who we survive. An unbound life 

offered to us freely and already. Amen.  


