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John 11:1-45

Lazarus, Martha, and Mary were Jesus’ good friends. Yet, when he found out that Lazarus was dying, Jesus made no move to visit him or attend his funeral. And both Martha and Mary didn’t hesitate to tell him about it when he finally did show up. “If you were here,” both women whined, “our brother would not have died. You could have prevented all this grief and worry, but you took your good old time.”

Why did Jesus make his friends wait? Martha and Mary weren’t married, and they depended on their brother for their livelihood. Now, he’s gone, along with their source of income. And their best friend could have healed him but chose to sit around for two days? M & M must have been so hurt!

Yeah, I know he says, “This illness is not to end in death, but is for the glory of God.” Jesus knows the outcome of the story—he’s going to raise Lazarus from the dead to show the crowd “that they may believe” that God sent him. But the glory of God is the last thing I’m thinking about when I’m busting my knees, praying and praying for something really important, and God is dallying around, seemingly ignoring me. What’s his problem anyway? Doesn’t he care? I’m sinking here—throw me a rope, Lord!

And the answer is so simple. Jesus, himself, tells us this week: “Father, I thank you for hearing me. I know that you always hear me.” He heard me, too. He heard every mumbled or screamed prayer. He heard every impatient rant. He heard me say without actually saying it out loud, “Who’s more important than I?” when I demanded an immediate response from the King of the Universe.

When Jesus arrived at Bethany and saw the turmoil there—the grieving sisters, the crowd who derided him for healing a blind stranger and not his good friend—he wept first. I wonder how many times I have made God weep with my lack of faith, with my irritation at his slowness to answer me. But then Jesus took action. He went straight to the tomb, ordered the stone to be taken away, called his friend, and then stood back as the amazed crowd saw the greatest miracle ever done in the history of humankind—a dead man brought back to life.

Forgive me, Jesus, for my impatience. When you do act on my prayers, I know the answer will be for your glory. Give me the grace to wait.

