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Sister Judith. Sister Anselm. Sister Margherite. Sister Reginette. 
 
Who are they? They are four members of the Missionaries of Charity – Mother Theresa’s 
community of nuns. 
 
It was Mother Theresa herself who went to the Arab country of Yemen a few decades 
ago, and opened a nursing home to care for the elderly and poor. The home takes care of 
anyone, no matter their color or religion. Her nuns run that nursing home. 
 
If you’ve been paying attention, you know that a war is raging in Yemen right now. And 
the Missionaries of Charity told the nuns in Yemen that they should come home to India. 
 
But Sr. Judith, Sr. Anselm, Sr. Margherite and Sr. Reginette said, “we want to stay here 
and take care of the poor.” So they did. 
 
And last Saturday, gunmen broke into the nursing home in Yemen, killing those four 
nuns, and 12 other residents. The bishop of the area in convinced that the crime was 
carried out my Muslim extremists who wanted to attack Christians. Pope Francis has 
called these four nuns “Martyrs of Mercy.” They risked their lives because their faith told 
them they must not abandon the poor and sick. 
 
One TV network interviewed one of Mother Theresa’s nuns about her reaction to this 
horrible attack.  The nun said, “On days like this, in the face of tragedies like this, we 
may be so overwhelmed by sadness and angry that we shout out to God that we will 
never get over this. But then we recall that our God himself experienced death and 
tragedy… and from that tragedy he gave us the triumph of Easter.” 
 
There have been several times in my life when I have prayed to God and said, “I’m not 
going to get over this.”  
 
Like the day when my uncle Bob was stabbed to death in a bar room fight. When my 
uncle Tom died in a car crash. When my best friend from high school died at the age of 
24. When we buried my mother after he battel with cancer.  
 
In each of those cases, in between my tears, my anger and my sadness, I know that I said 
to God, “I’m never gonna get over this!” Anyone who has ever grieved knows what I am 
talking about. 
 
When someone we love dies, there is a heartbreak so profound that you can feel it in your 
chest. You cry at the strangest times. And just when you think you have cried yourself 
out – just when you think that maybe you have turned the corner and you are going to be 



OK – then you see a photo, or a comb, or a sock, and you start crying again. And you are 
convinced: this pain will never end, and I will never be right again. 
 
Jesus knows that feeling. In today’s Gospel, we hear that Lazarus, whom Jesus loves, is 
dead. And while we know that Jesus is God, we also know that Jesus is fully human. And 
this very human Jesus stands before the tomb of his friend Lazarus… and he weeps.  
Jesus’ heart is broken in today’s Gospel.  
 
But he is not the only one with a broken heart. Mary and Martha, the sisters of Lazarus, 
are understandably grieving, confused, apparently upset with Jesus. They loved Jesus, 
and trusted him. They fall at his feet, honestly naming their pain. “If you had been 
here…..where were you…why did you let this happen?” Jesus wept. 
 
Jesus, the Son of God, knows what heartbreak feels like. And when the people he loved 
were crying, he was crying too. Which tells me that when Mother Theresa’s nuns were 
crying over the death of their sisters, Jesus was crying to…with them. 
 
When I cried over the death of my mother, my uncles, my best friend from high school, 
where was Jesus? He was standing at their tombs, weeping with me. Whenever we cry, so 
does the Lord. We are never alone. 
 
But that is not all that today’s Gospel teaches us. I am sure that Mary and Martha must 
have been saying to themselves, “We are never going to get over this.” How do you 
recover from the untimely death of your only brother? 
 
And Lazarus? He was tied up in burial clothes, dead in a tomb for several days. It all 
seems so final, so heavy, so hopeless. It seems like the end. 
 
And Jesus says….NO. No, this is NOT the end of the story! Jesus makes it clear that this 
story does not end with death, with pain, with heartbreak. This story does not end with a 
grief that lasts forever.  
 
Jesus stands before the wretched tomb of Lazarus and he cries, “Come Out! Lazarus, 
Come out! You’ve been dead, but I have life! You’ve been bound up, but I’ll set you free. 
Your sisters’ hearts are broken, but I can mend them. Lazarus, you have been grabbed by 
the power of death, but I am the resurrection and the life! And no matter how dead you 
look, no matter how tied up you feel, no matter how hopeless it all seems, no matter how 
permanent the pain, if you believe in me, if you trust me, if you follow me, I will raise 
you up!” 
 
Lazarus, Mary, and Martha are jolted by the power of Christ to bring life where death 
seemed to have won. They experience the gift that is offered to every person who has 
ever called themselves a follower of Christ. What happened to Lazarus was just the 
beginning. Jesus has been in the business of rolling away the stone, and unbinding those 
who are caught up in all that is deadly, ever since. 
 



We do not have to remain bound up in the darkened tombs of our mourning, our anger 
and our pain. Our sadness, our heartbreak, our grief, does not have to control us in the 
end. Jesus is calling to each of us – “come out! Come to me. Come to life!” 
 
The next time someone you love has died, and you find yourself whispering, “I’m not 
gonna get over this,” remember – Jesus is calling: “Come out. Come to me. And I will 
give you hope.” 
 
The next time you confront the power of sickness, and that sickness pushes you into a 
dark place of fear, worry and anxiety; remember, Jesus is standing there, rolling away the 
stone, ready to shed his light. 
 
The next time that part of you feels like its dying, listen: Christ is calling you…to life. 
 
If your marriage feels like its dead, listen: Christ is saying, “I’m not done with you yet. 
With me, all things are possible.” 
 
If addiction is killing you mind, killing your relationships, listen: Jesus is calling, “untie 
him, untie her, let them go free.” 
 
If someone you trusted has betrayed your trust, and you think you’ll never trust again, 
Jesus is calling: “come to me, trust me. I will heal you.” 
 
If things at work, at home, at school,  seem stifling; if your faith has faltered, if your 
prayer life is stalled, Jesus is standing right there, ready to untie you and let you be free. 
 
We have a savior who was unjustly murdered at the hands of those who hated him. But 
he refused to stay dead. And that Risen Lord is saying to Sr. Judith, Sr. Anslem, Sr. 
Margherite and Sr. Reginete, “come out, and live. Come to me, and live.” 
 
Our savior is saying to all of us, “Come out of your darkness, your sin, your gloom, your 
despair – and live. Come out of your abusive relationships, your anger, your violence, 
and live.” 
 
Come out of your tombs. Cling to Jesus. And live. 
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