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SUNDAY, MARCH 15, 2026 
 

BREATH PRAYER 
(1 minute) 

 
Jesus, the Resurrection and the Life/live your Resurrection life in me 

 
What a time this has been for the people of St. Brices and the Diocese of Algoma. I have been 
absent from this space for the last few days as I have given myself a short break to come to 
terms with the loss of our friend/parishioner, Amanda, followed so quickly by the unexpected 
death of Dean Jay Koyle. Many of us are still tender from the passing of our dear brother Don 
Black and Carrie’s family have suffered two losses in quick succession. All of this has caused 
me to do some reflection on how Jesus responded to death and modeled being with his 
friends in their grief as a pattern for us. 
 
Jesus, who declared last week that he is the Resurrection and the Life, this week tells us that 
“I AM the Way, the Truth and the Life.” Note the repetition of the Life. What does that Life 
look like in times like these? Jesus shows us the Way. 
 
I have written some of my thoughts, and this will be published tomorrow, for quite a bit of it 
will be in the reflection I offer in the morning worship. 
 
We will return to the usual format on Monday, but for tonight and tomorrow – here are my 
thoughts. 
 

 



 
Last Sunday’s Gospel reading—the story of the raising of Lazarus in John 11—was planned some months 

ago. At the time, we believed that approaching this story through the lens of the I AM statements would 

deepen and enrich our faith. And so it has. 

 

What we could never have anticipated was the timing. This reading met some of us in a season of real 

sorrow, as many in our community were already carrying the loss of our dear Amanda, still shaken by the 

suddenness of her death. Carrie’s family, too, has been grieving the loss of loved ones. 

 

Then came the jolt of Dean Jay Koyle’s unanticipated passing—something that felt almost surreal. To those 

of us who knew him simply as “Jay,” he was not only a leader, but a friend, a mentor, and a steady spiritual 

presence among us. 

 

In the last couple of days, I found myself returning to John 11 again and again, sensing that God has 

something there for us in this moment. In the midst of our own “why and how could this be” questions, we 

can feel helpless as we try to come alongside the families who bear this loss most keenly.  We are also 

learning to name our own bewilderment and grief.  

 

John 11 reminds us that Jesus is not hurried in the face of loss—and that his first gift to the grieving is his 

presence. This Sunday’s reading reminds us that when we feel lost, he is the Way. 
 
Jesus doesn’t rush to fill the space or demand their attention. He allows time for Mary and Martha to face 
the reality of the loss—an unexpected death, a shock they didn’t see coming. 
 
Then Jesus comes. Presence matters. Showing up—however we can—and sharing the simple rituals of 
grief is part of love. We saw how precious that was last Saturday as Amanda’s family felt the tender care of 
those who gathered. 
 
I am reminded of how terribly important for us to “show up” when those we care about suffer loss – to be at 
the visitations and funerals, to send texts and cards and make phone calls and deliver casseroles. To 
listen, often repeatedly, to the stories of those who are grieving, while choosing our own words carefully. To 
be there! 
 
Jesus listens before he speaks. He makes room for Martha and Mary to cry their honest feelings …“If you 
had been here…” without trying to fix it, explain it away, or cover it with platitudes. Did they speak in tones 
of anger, or disappointment or blame? It matters not. He listens. And he hears what is underneath their 
words and responds accordingly. 
 
With Martha, he offers real Hope—the Hope she can bear in that moment. With Mary, he simply says, 
“Let’s go together.” 
 
Then Jesus weeps. He shares their grief and feels his own. Sometimes shared tears are the most precious 
gift we can offer. 
 



And Jesus is deeply disturbed—angry at death, the final enemy. Even when death comes after long 
suffering, those left behind still feel the sharpness of absence. He shows us by his own demeanor that 
anger is an element of grief, not to be discounted or be a cause of shame. 
 
Then he calls Lazarus forth. For us, it is a down payment of the Hope of Resurrection and reunion God will 
one day give his redeemed people.  
 
We are human. Death is wrong and it hurts. We grieve. This is Truth.  
 
But St. Paul reminds us of the Truth embodied in Jesus. We do not grieve as those who have no hope! It is 
that hope that enables us to experience, in part, the Resurrection-Life Jesus promised. To truly live, despite 
the losses and trials we face. 
 
Despite this account being one of my favourite Bible stories, I do not think I have ever realized the 
significance of the final verses of the story until these last two weeks. 
 
Lazarus stumbles out still wrapped in strips of cloth, pungent with the smell of spices and death. His face is 
still veiled with the grave cloth. He cannot see Jesus. And Jesus doesn’t “zap” the graveclothes away. He 
calls to the community: “Unbind him, and let him go.” 
 
That last line stays with me. When someone is newly grieving, hope can feel real—and still be hard to see. 
Tears can be a veil. We may be unable to see Jesus. Pain can cling like graveclothes. John 11 reminds us 
that Jesus is Life, and also that he often uses his people to help one another breathe again: to come close, 
to listen, to weep, to speak hope gently, and to help loosen what binds. We help each other see the Face of 
the One who is the Way, the Truth and the Life through the tears. That face is the face of Love – the Love 
that is the Hope of Life Eternal. 
 
And it is the Truth of that Hope, that calls us back to Life. 
 
Prayer: 
 Jesus, Resurrection and Life, meet us in our grief. Help us not to rush what is tender. Make us faithful in 
presence, patient in listening, honest in tears, and gentle in hope. And when we cannot see clearly, send 
your people to come alongside—helping us be unbound, one careful layer at a time. Amen. 

 


