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Not Broken 

On March 6th I began my sermon with an epiphany I had had earlier in the week. That epiphany 
was “The whole world needs a stress leave.” I wish a month later I could stand here and let you 
know I was wrong and everyone is okay but the truth is I only believe it more now. The sense of 
the fragility of life is never more present than when death is called to mind. Having experienced 
a pandemic in which now many of us knows someone whose life was cut short or altered by the 
virus, most of us have found ourselves saying, “I’ve been really rethinking what is important, 
how I spend my time, what I want to spend my precious time and energy on.”  

Peoples lives have been altered over the last two years and for many of us we are not ready to go 
back to just the way it was. There is the anxiety many of us feel when we walk in the grocery 
store and everyone is maskless, or when we go to a restaurant and they don’t bother to check the 
vaccine passport. We know there are new variants popping up everywhere and once again we 
have to reassess the level of risk we are willing to take. There’s that. And then there is the work 
from home and the turning off the rat race experience many had. When lockdown happened 
many who were working 80 hour work weeks suddenly saw their children more, or were able to 
get things done around the house that would never have happened without the forced halt. My 
little family felt it - suddenly we had time for fires by the river and we even have the new back 
deck that we longed for but never had time to build. Nobody stopped working in our house but 
with everything else shut down we suddenly had time to just be. It was a short season of refresh 
time with only your loved ones and the fact that everything has just set full speed ahead again 
isn’t exactly a welcome reprieve. It feels like life is suddenly a full-blown fire hose snuffing out 
the little flame of hope we had left.  

Of course we love that we can see extended family again and do some of those things we dearly 
missed like concerts, dinners out, and sporting events.  And I do not want to minimize the many 
people who lived on their own through those times and the painful loneliness and depression that 
caused. Or, how for those who are in abusive relationships or struggling marriages this time has 
been an upheaval of a different sort. And…I am pretty sure all or at least most of us hoped that 
this time would offer an opportunity to heal the things of our world that were broken. What is 
painful for many, is that it hasn’t. Instead, the expectation we are experiencing is that it is time to 
get back on the treadmill and grind out life once again. That is one of the biggest stresses of all 
and for the many who have adapted their work life they are now finding they have to keep 
adapting and doing all the things they did before. I have witnessed more emotional breakdowns, 
I have more friends and acquaintances in crisis’ of health and I see more weary people than I 
ever have before.  



The dark truth that is coming to light is that in the last two years (or really in the last two-
thousand years) we as a human race have definitely evolved, adapted and changed but it doesn’t 
seem we have progressed a whole lot. We are closer to a world war than I have ever experienced 
(I thought that on September 11, 2001) but today the threat of nuclear war hovers continuously in 
my consciousness. How can that be? How are we still able to be at war with one another when 
we know the fragility of life?  

The shocking truth that many of us as Will Smith fans faced last week was that just because you 
meditate, just because you spend time listening deeply and getting in touch with your inner truth, 
just because you meet with gurus and spiritual leaders, and you are an example of wisdom and 
wisdom teaching you can still loose it. In one brief moment of hurt Will Smith allowed his anger 
to burst forth in such a way it will likely change his life forever.  

That’s heartbreaking. I think it is heartbreaking because when I look at the situation I see so 
many situations of good, faithful, kind, generous people who have said one wrong thing, or made 
one wrong act and they have been cut off, and abandoned, discarded as unworthy. We are a 
fragile, judgmental people who never cease to make mistakes. That is not a justification of the 
action. Assault is assault, no matter who commits it,  and this act of assault was public and 
shameful.  

Perhaps this is why it feels like a poignant moment to acknowledge our fragility and extend 
mercy for falling short and spend much more time going deep rather than wide with 
overextending ourselves until we forget to savour life. I find it poignant that this scene where 
Jesus reminds his disciples of the precious time we have with one another takes place in the 
house of Lazarus, whose return to life must still feel dramatically fresh. Death is in the air as 
Jesus reminds them that he, too, will die. But it is shared in the context of the promise of new 
life.  

David Ewart writes “As a household that has connections with the elites in Jerusalem, Mary 
would be very aware of the plans underway to have Jesus arrested and executed. And she would 
know that the form of execution would be crucifixion by the Romans, since that is the method 
used when the intention is to not just kill a person but to kill what they stand for; to kill belief in 
them; to kill any possible continuing movement by followers. 
And that form of death does not allow for a proper burial with proper anointing of the body… 
As Jesus says, "leave her alone. She bought (the perfume) for the day of my burial." (John 12:7) 
At that moment, Jesus’ closest friends are taking the time to acknowledge he will not always be 
with them.  
Loving Jesus is not easy but Mary does and so she commits an act of shocking intimacy of 
loyalty, trust, and bonding with Jesus that over-rides cultural norms; and contrasts that with the 
disloyalty and dishonesty of Judas. 



I have sat with a chapter written by Kate Bowler for some time this week. In the chapter “Right 
after it’s Over” she writes: “The human condition is all thin roots and rocky soil…When your life 
is snapped at the stem, there is almost nothing to do but watch yourself break. You find yourself 
trying to remember to breathe…Try to sleep. Remember to eat. Keep breathing…There is a 
season when you begin to realize: I could stay like this forever…The world I loved is over now. 
Our self-help culture will try to explain to you that this is the time to become better than before. 
Get back up! There are no setbacks, only setups! This is teaching you something or showing you 
a different path. Doors are closing and windows are opening, after all. You know now that we’re 
talking about it, you might even be lucky that this happened. After all, this is an opportunity.  
The deep evil inherent in the Perfectibility Paradigm is on full display. Your humanity is now a 
liability. Your grief and fear and confusion and fatigue are wielded as evidence of your failure. 
You are not only a person who has lost, but a loser.”  

Have you ever felt like that? Do you feel it now?  
If you do you are not alone, so now hear this. “Please, please, please hear me say to you: You are 
not ruined or broken or a failure. You are simply in pain. And God is with you…you are growing. 
You are tired and might be scared, and you may have lost too much. But you are not finished yet. 
Not today.” (Good Enough, pgs. 69-71) 

I wonder for you and for us as a community of faith “Can we dare vulnerability, sharing what 
really matters with one another in the very house where resurrection is what we proclaim? Even 
now. Even when times are really strained, and the world seems to be crumbling before us. Even 
now can we turn to what really matters? Loving one another as Christ loves us, just as we are. 
Like Mary, can we take what we have set aside for our planned future, and instead commit it 
today for the passion of loving Jesus, who leads us to loving one another? 

Hear again. You are not broken or finished. You are loved beyond measure.  
Amen. 


