
 

             

 

 

 

HOMILY by Father Robbie Low 

 

5th Sunday of Lent-Year A-March 29th 2020 

 

Readings: Ezekiel 37: 12-14, Psalm 129, Romans 8: 8-11, 

John 11: 1-45 

 

A few short weeks ago – in what now seems a different world and 

another lifetime -  my wife, Sara, and I were in London visiting our 

daughter, Alice.   We took the opportunity to visit the beautiful jewel of 

the Jesuit Church in Farm Street and were able to attend the lunchtime 

Mass. Wandering around afterwards we encountered the extraordinary 

work of Andrew White, artist in residence, who hails from Lincolnshire. 

His installations on the Last Supper and the Blessed Virgin are 

breathtakingly beautiful. More was to come as I managed to get us 

invited into the Presbytery where some others of his work hang on the 

walls of the office corridor.                                                                                          

From the glorious technicolour beauty of the church pieces, I was brought 

up short before a small monoprint chalk sketch of the PIETA – the 

dereliction – the dead body of the Christ held in the arms of Mary. I could 

not walk away from it. In this Pieta there was no classic order of the Jesus 

draped across the arms of the seated Mother – a mirror of the Nativity.  

Here, His body lies supine, her face hidden, buried, nuzzled in His 

shoulder, distraught, her arm around His neck, her fingers holding His 

lifeless hand. In the silence you can hear her sobbing, feel the pulse of a 

broken heart.  I was completely captured by the way in which the artist 



managed, with such immense care, hidden behind apparent simplicity, to 

articulate the utter desolation of bereavement and the death of hope. And 

yet, at once, proclaim the overwhelming love that transcends death and 

will be fully realised in the, for the moment unseen, miracle of the 

Resurrection. 

http://andrewwhiteartist.com/wp-

content/uploads/2016/03/20171030_131525.jpg 

Here we are, a few short weeks later, on this fifth Sunday of Lent, reading 

the story of Lazarus, deeply conscious of our own and everyone else’s 

mortality. Our churches are shut – though Mass is still offered daily – our 

festivals and feasts in abeyance, weddings, baptisms, celebrations. Our 

funerals minimised unattended and peremptory.                                                                                                 

We gaze, with fresh understanding on the Pieta, the grief poured out, the 

tide of love and sorrow that washes over the bereaved.                                                       

We have a new and deeper understanding of Martha’s plea and challenge 

to Jesus on His arrival at the dead man’s house. 

‘If you had been here my brother would not have died.                                      

Nevertheless I know that whatever you ask of God, He will grant you.’                      

Jesus promises her: ‘Your brother will rise again.’                                                  

Martha says ‘I know that he will rise again in the Resurrection on the Last 

Day’.  

She, like us, is confident in her faith but also distraught with sorrow for 

the physical reality of the here and now. When those we love die it is a 

time of passionate sorrow – no matter how firm our faith. Martha and 

Mary have watched their beloved brother sicken and die. This is a time of 

desolation. 

People sometimes ask me: ‘Are you afraid of dying?’                                                     

And I always answer ‘Yes’.                                                                                               

I am a fully paid up members of the Devout Cowards’ League. I don’t 

look forward to pain or suffering or physical failing. I have, as a priest, 
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seen enough of dying to know that, for most of us, it is not a pleasant 

prospect.                                      

 But ask me again if I am afraid of Death and I always answer, ‘NO’.  

What happens next, for those who have loved God and sought Him, is 

beyond what we can truly comprehend or conceive. We know the 

promise of Jesus.             

He responds to Martha: ‘I AM the Resurrection and the Life. Anyone 

who believes in me, though he die, yet shall he live. And whoever lives 

and believes in me shall never die.’                                                                                                       

In Christ we remain profoundly mortal – hence He can represent us on 

the Cross                       

In Christ we are destined for the eternal – for His triumph over death lifts 

our fragile humanity into His divinity and into forever.                                                   

In the tears of Christ at the graveside of His friend, Jesus shares our 

distressed humanity. In the command for His dead companion to come 

forth from the place of the dead, Jesus exercises the sovereign power of 

His divinity.                     

 That is the mystery at the heart of the Mass.                                                                  

It is what we celebrate every time we come to the altar of God and travel 

from the dereliction of the Calvary to the Miracle of the Third Day.  
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