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03.22.15 Homily  

On his long walk from Galilee to Bethany to attend to his dead friend Lazarus, Jesus had to pass through three stations 
along the way.  The stations were named, “Too Dangerous,” and “Too Late,” and “Too Hopeless.”  And at every one of 
these stations Jesus could have stopped and called an end to the journey.  He would have had good enough reasons 
and nobody would have blamed him at all.  But he had to keep pressing forward to the end.  Not quickly or smoothly, 
but firmly.  The first station stop, the one called “Too Dangerous” must have occurred after Jesus had walked about 
10 feet from the starting point.  It was the stop where he issued the invitation to his disciples to fall in with him and to 
accompany him to the destination.  The disciples didn’t yet know that Lazarus was already dead.  They only knew that 
he lived in the greater Jerusalem metropolitan area, in the suburb called Bethany.  And they knew that Jerusalem was 
the place where all Jesus’ well-armed and well-connected enemies lived too—the ones who had already determined 
to kill him.  Too dangerous.  Why not just heal Lazarus from a safe distance?  He had done that kind of thing before, 
after all.  And then Jesus added, “Oh, by the way, Lazarus isn’t sick anymore.  He’s dead.”  So now at the station 
named “Too Dangerous” the disciples were being asked not only to march straight into the midst of peril, but to do so 
for no apparent reason—unless, of course, you consider great love to be a reason.  How tempting it must have been 
to change all the plans and scrub the mission right there at that first station stop.  But on they went.  Dozens and 
dozens and dozens of miles they walked.   

Until they arrived at station #2, the one named “Too Late.”  Lazarus’ sister Martha didn’t wait for Jesus and his 
companions to arrive in town.  She went out to intercept them on the road to deliver the bad news.  No need for 
them to keep going.  Lazarus was dead.  Where once there might have been hope—if Jesus had arrived sooner—now 
it was beyond all that.  Nice try, but too late.  Can’t you imagine the sighs of relief from the disciples out there?  
Finally Jesus had the report from an eyewitness.  Now they could turn around and retreat to safety back home.  They 
could extend their condolences and give Martha a warm embrace and then beat it.  They missed the funeral and their 
appointment with death.  They could report to their friends that they’d made the effort, but even the grieving family 
wasn’t expecting anything more from them now, except the promise of resurrection someday.  But Jesus wouldn’t be 
kept from his destiny.  So on they walked and the disciples must have been utterly bewildered.  

Especially when they finally stumbled in to station stop #3, the one called “Too Hopeless.”  By now the full reality of it 
all must have hit home, for even Jesus was moved to tears and upset.  That sight could not have given his companions 
any encouragement or consolation.  If even the Son of God was crying, that’s pretty close to utter despair.  What they 
discovered there in Bethany was nothing that Jesus didn’t already know before he ever set out—or could have 
imagined: A sealed tomb, a crowd of anguished loved ones, his beloved Lazarus gone.  There’s just something about 
the sight of a gravestone that seems to announce, “This is as far as hope goes; this is the end of all stories.  Weep if 
you must.”  It’s the last station—the end of the line.  Everybody prepare to get off at the stop called “Too Hopeless,” 
and hold your nose. 

And Jesus stopped.  But instead of conceding defeat, he re-named the station.  No longer “Too Hopeless,” it was 
henceforth to be called “Too Good to be Imagined, Let Alone Explained.”  “Lazarus, come out!” he cried.  And some of 
the bystanders must have thought he was insane—maybe it was grief gone too far to madness: Shouting to a 
gravestone, commanding the impossible.  And it happened.  At this final station stop, God either changes all the rules 
or the trip ends in failure.  There are no other options.  And the people who turned back at those earlier stops aren’t 
around anymore to be amazed by it all.  You have to arrive at the end of the road to really believe it.  
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This itinerary of Jesus from Galilee to Bethany is the pattern for every Christian person who longs for the assurance of 
resurrection with an honest and hopeful heart. It’s the journey of Lent.  We too have to set out beyond our comfort 
zone to a place where Jesus calls us, and along the way we also must confront difficult decisions at the stations that 
we pass.  And we do it solely because great love is a just-good-enough reason in itself. 

At the station named “Too Dangerous” we may not have to consider whether or not to risk physical death.  But we 
quite probably will have to weigh whether or not we are willing to walk away from familiar and destructive ways of 
life that hinder us from holiness.  Maybe it means finding new friends, or a different job.  Or letting go of satisfying 
resentments and harsh judgments.  Perhaps changing the way that time and money spent on unhealthy habits of 
recreation or attempts at relaxation.  It could mean being exposed to ridicule for refusing to be cruel and petty and 
vindictive.  “Too Dangerous” it may be for some of us, and we will turn back, or at least want to. 

At the station named “Too Late” we may have to struggle to really believe that we haven’t already burned up all our 
bridges or alienated all our relationships or disappointed all our loved ones—and even become irredeemably 
ashamed of ourselves.  We may be sorely tempted to think that time and circumstances no longer allow us to turn 
around and make a new start, or to carry on under conditions that seem unbearable and unfamiliar and frightening.  
Some of us may want to give up and stop going.   

And there may be other station stops too, like the one “Too Demanding” or “Too Expensive” or “Too Slow” or “Too 
Embarrassing”…all these stops where we’re free to turn back but we cannot if we are to find our destiny.   

Finally, the station “Too Hopeless” will confront us all with a demand for surrender to the unimaginable healing hand 
of God—or a decision not to do that.  That stop will come either now or at the hour of our death.  What Jesus told his 
disciples is that our destiny will not end in death, but he did not say that there would be an avoidance of death.  As 
the final days of Lent confront us with an intensifying awareness of the journey’s end, let us be resolved to carry on 
with God’s grace the life that awaits us.  This is our challenge and this is our chance.   
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