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John 12:1-8 
12Six days before the Passover Jesus came to Bethany, the home of  Lazarus, whom he had raised 
from the dead. 2There they gave a dinner for him. Martha served, and Lazarus was one of  those at 
the table with him. 3Mary took a pound of  costly perfume made of  pure nard, anointed Jesus’ feet, 
and wiped them with her hair. The house was filled with the fragrance of  the perfume. 4But Judas 
Iscariot, one of  his disciples (the one who was about to betray him), said, 5“Why was this perfume 
not sold for three hundred denarii and the money given to the poor?” 6(He said this not because he 
cared about the poor, but because he was a thief; he kept the common purse and used to steal what 
was put into it.) 7Jesus said, “Leave her alone. She bought it so that she might keep it for the day of  
my burial. 8You always have the poor with you, but you do not always have me.” 
…………………………………………………………………………………… 
What is your relationship to death? 

When I say that word, how does it make you feel? 

Does it feel scary? Familiar? A little too close to home?  

Is it taboo? Do we refuse to talk about it or name it with those that we love? Worried that mention 
of  our own death or the death of  a loved one might hurt too much? It might make things beyond 
uncomfortable? 

ALT Have you ever thought that the symbol of  your faith, the cross, is a means of  death? 

Have you ever thought that when you come here each week and look up at the cross, you are 
looking at a means of  death. A literal torture device that represents Jesus’ death and also where Jesus 
has overcome death.  

Death, it can be really hard for us to talk about, but as a friend of  mine likes to say, the great joke of  
the universe is that none of  us are getting out of  here alive.  

Unless you’ve got some powers I don’t know about, death will claim us all. It’s truly the great 
equalizer.  

I was thinking back to times in my life where death has hit very hard and they were all times when I 
was younger and the reality of  death was a stranger or only for distant great aunts and uncles. 

I remember when my cat died while I was away at college and I cried and cried until I had the worst 
headache. Just an aching sadness and a guilt that I hadn’t seen her before she died and that I’d never 
get to see her again.  

Then a little bit later in college a friend of  mine from high school died from suicide. I remember 
reading it on Facebook on a cold January morning and piecing together the story. The laments that 
no one could believe that he was gone, what a wonderful friend he had been, how shocked everyone 
was.  



I remember thinking about when we graduated from high school, the last thing he said to me was 
that one day he would see me with my future kids in the grocery store and say hello. A simple 
glimpse of  a life that would never happen for him.  

It took me a while to believe that it was real and a week or so later when I drove to my friend’s 
house to pick her up for the visitation, I just remember breaking down because she too knew what it 
was like to lose someone so young who should have a full life ahead of  them. To be immersed in the 
sadness and the confusion of  what that means so young in life. 

This week lots of  our young people at Marquette Senior High have had to face that same thing. 
Losing a friend, a classmate due to death by suicide.  

Death has become something that no longer lurks at the edges of  their minds or a far, far off  reality, 
one for the elderly or grandparents or those who have lived a full life.  

It has cut in like an unexpectedly sharp knife into their current reality and into ours. 

So how do we talk about death? How do we face it? Do we let it be the bogey man  who lurks in a 
dark corner, are we so caught up with whether we are going to heaven or hell?  

How, how do we not let it have the power over us to make it taboo or unspoken? 

Our gospel lesson for today begins and ends with death. We hear about Lazarus, the brother of  
Mary and Martha who was raised from the dead by Jesus. Do you remember that story?  

It happens just a chapter or two earlier in the gospel of  John.  

Lazarus is dead. And everyone, including his sisters, are lamenting that Jesus is too late and indeed, 
Lazarus has been dead for four days when Jesus shows up. 

Martha, while lamenting her brother’s death, also says something really shocking and powerful. She 
proclaims that she knows that Lazarus will rise again in the resurrection of  the dead. Honestly a 
bold statement. A brave statement.  

Jesus counters that he is the resurrection and the life and those who believe in him, though they die, 
will live. And this isn’t the first time he has said this.  

Jesus is promising life in the midst of  the sureness and reality of  death.  

While Lazarus is raised from the dead by Jesus and gets to live out the rest of  his life, we come back 
to Jesus, what he says at the end of  our gospel, keep it for the day of  my burial… you do not always 
have me. 

Jesus is promising his death, a reality that is surely coming for him because in between this story of  
Lazarus and the one we hear today is the plot by the Pharisees and Jewish leaders.  

They are concerned that Jesus is stirring up too many people. There are too many who are excited 
about him and his ministry, the power that he appears to wield over life and death and the Jewish 
leaders are concerned that the Roman authorities will punish them all. They declare that it is better 
for one man to die than for all the Jews to be massacred by the Romans. And so, they put out word 
that they are looking for Jesus to arrest him.  



And so we come to our gospel for today, just six days before the Passover. A mere week before Jesus 
will be put to death. And he is anointed for this death by Mary and her costly perfume.  

Death is on their doorstep, they cannot let it go unnamed any longer.  

And here is the point for me, where I struggle, and a little bit where, I think hmmm. I wonder if  this 
is really why death is so darn scary for us to talk about.  

He says, you always have the poor with you, but you do not always have me.  

It’s not the poor part, we know that poverty exists, and we know our part in caring for the poor, I 
am not concerned about you all knowing that, it is the second part… 

“but you do not always have me” This perplexed me to the point that I felt annoyed by Jesus saying 
this, or at John reporting Jesus saying this because what do you mean we don’t have you with us 
Jesus? 

So here is what I have deduced, here is what I am assuming that we are to take him literally, we get 
the literal action of  Jesus’ body being anointed by Mary and then a literal statement that he will die, 
which we know is true.   

His body will die on that cross, we will meet him there on Good Friday. But that’s not going to be 
the end.  

The cross is an instrument of  death but it means more to us than that…  

I have this cross tattooed on my wrist right here, and I don’t know if  you all can see it but it is a 
cross made up of  these looping infinity signs together. It reminds me that we hold together death 
and life. Endings and eternity. It reminds me that Jesus shakes up what we think about death and the 
period that we put after it and instead puts an ellipses, those three little dots reminding us that there 
will be more… 

And that there is a good reason that we as Christian people are not, NOT afraid to talk about death 
with one another.    

Jesus’ body may be gone, but Jesus is not gone 

Our loved one’s body may be gone, but they are not gone 

Because Jesus’ body is resurrected from the dead 

Because we believe in the resurrection 

Because what Martha says about Lazarus is true. 

Because that is true for us and our loved ones. It is true for my friend who died of  suicide and that 
young man in our community who died the other week as well. 

Because God takes what is scary, God takes our hurt and what we fear to name,  what is taboo, 
death and turns it into something that we don’t need to fear because it is not final.   

God’s power is life over death. And that means resurrection. And resurrection means that Jesus is 
never truly gone from us.  



Jesus is never truly gone from us.  

Let’s say it together, Jesus is never truly gone from us and neither are those we love. 

So good people, please name it, death, it is real but it doesn’t have power over us because we are 
resurrection people.   


