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By the raising of Lazarus Jesus showed those present that He is the Lord of life, and that He has power over 

death.  What is perhaps the first catechism, The Didache (or The Teaching of the Twelve Apostles) begins with 

the words, “Two ways there are, the way of life and the way of death, and great is the difference between the 

two.”  For all of the possibilities in life, for all of the possibilities of each moment, it boils down to these two; 

we are either moving closer to life or closer to death.  This is true of the world as a whole, and each of us as 

individuals.  I would like to offer a few thoughts pertaining to each of these two levels. 

 

     I do not believe that we can speak of the world as being at this crossroads of life and death; rather, the choice 

was made long ago for death and the world is well along its way.  We have all heard our Holy Father speak of 

the “Culture of Death.”  While this can never be said for the world as whole, as there will always be true 

Christians within it, still, death has taken on such staggering proportions that it has achieved a defining quality.  

It is, so it would seem, in the very air we breathe.  Perhaps the extent and entrenchment of this mentality of 

death is new, but its existence is not.  If you continue reading the Gospel of St. John beyond the verses we have 

heard, you would learn that, while many came to believe in Jesus when they witnessed His power over death, 

others were all the more intent on killing Him.  Not only that – as Lazarus was the one through whom Jesus 

revealed this power, they sought to kill Him as well.  This is pure evil – a complete and utter hatred for life.   

 

We, on the other hand, have chosen the Way of Life, as is witnessed by our presence in this church.  Yet, this is 

only the beginning.  It is not enough to stand at the foot of the road and stare into the distance; we must walk it.  

“Great is the difference between the two,” yet that difference can be so subtle as to go undetected.  No one 

would ever mistake hot for cold, light for dark, severe pain for bliss, yet, it is truly amazing how many 

otherwise intelligent people cannot distinguish life from death, even though they are polar opposites.  Isn’t this 

the ruin of so many teenagers?  “I have a driver’s license!  I have beer!  I have contraception!  THIS IS LIFE!”  

They set themselves on the course of destruction convinced that it is where life begins. 

 

Several years ago I had my wisdom teeth removed.  The dentist was good enough to put me to sleep, and the 

nurse remained and talked with me as I waited for the drugs to take effect.  As I was speaking I lost my train of 

thought, as my brain began growing even duller than usual, and I took a moment to recollect my thoughts 

before continuing.  As I was finishing my sentence, I saw the nurse was laughing.  After a moment’s pause, I 

asked, “O, it’s over, isn’t it?”  Yes, it was.  I sincerely thought I was finishing the same sentence I had begun ten 

seconds ago; instead I had been unconscious having parts of my anatomy torn out with pliers.  I was oblivious 

to the whole thing.  Perhaps something like this happened to our nation.  Imagine removing your parents or 

grandparents from 1950 and bringing them directly here, showing them what we now put on television (the 

internet would probably induce a heart attack – let’s start them off easy).  “Look dad, we don’t have Bishop 

Sheen and Milton Berle anymore.  Instead we have Jerry Springer and desperate housewives.”  They would be 

disgusted that we would allow such corruption into our homes and families, rotting the minds of our children.  

Yet, here it is, and aside for the occasional “tsk, tsk, where is the world going?”  we think little of it.  Not that 

we necessarily approve, but such moral and intellectual death has become a way of life.  If we were truly aware 



of the horrid effects this steady diet of filth and idiocy has on the minds and souls of ourselves and our loved 

ones, our reaction would be something different. 

 

This subtle derailing of minds can happen in many ways.  Death becomes a way of life.  Everyone, of course, 

remembers September 11
th

, 2001, and the aftermath.  Thousands upon thousands of prayer services and a nation 

mourning the loss of innocent lives.  It was several weeks before anything resembling normalcy took hold 

again.  So, was this an overreaction?  Not at all.  What is “too much” when it comes to mourning the violent end 

of innocent lives?  Yet, more innocent Americans were killed today than on September 11.  In fact, more are 

killed every day;  3000, 4000, 5000, each and every day in abortion clinics throughout this country.  No one was 

beating on my door today saying they wanted me to open the church so they could pray.  Everyone coming into 

church tonight was all smiles and laughs (as was I) – nobody smiled and laughed on Sept. 11
th

 – it would have 

been obscene.  Alas, death is a way of life.  Even as we are appalled by it, we are used to it.  Even as we choose 

life, the culture of death seeps into us and numbs us to its satanic effects.  If we were truly aware, our reaction 

would be quite different. 

 

Two ways there are, the way of life and the way of death.  The way of life ends in Heaven, and the way of death 

in Hell.  Yet, what is Hell?  It is death, but it is a living death.  You know you are dead.  You know that you will 

never know love, happiness, peace, joy or anything but death anymore.   Since every sin is a step down the road 

of death, every sin is, in fact, a living death.  Day by day, year by year, layer by layer, sin wraps us in a type of 

living death when we become numb to its effects due to years of acclamation.  Perhaps one day we “wake up” 

and find ourselves  somewhere having no idea how we arrived there.  “I never used to think about money all the 

time – when did I become greedy?”  “When did I become cranky?”  “When did I become so lazy?”  “Didn’t I 

used to pray?”  The list could go on and on, but the principle is the same.  Things take hold of us and, over the 

years, become part of who we are.  Perhaps, like Lazarus, we awaken to it only to feel as though we are bound 

hand and foot and lack the strength to escape from those tombs, those living deaths.   

 

We are powerless, and that is the point.  Only Jesus holds the keys to life and death.  Here we see the 

importance of Martha’s intercession.  Jesus does not tell her to step aside and allow Him to go forward; He 

stops and engages her.  She has come to intercede for her brother, so Jesus questions her to see if her 

intercession is truly rooted in Faith.  “Yes, Lord, I have come to believe that You are the Messiah…”  No matter 

how far down the road of death this world goes, Jesus can bring it back.  He has changed the world in a single 

day before, and He can do it again.  Perhaps He is wondering where the Marthas are.  Do we trust in His power 

and intercede for this dying world…or do we think it is dead beyond His capacity to restore life? 

 

The same is true for ourselves as individuals.  Jesus is warned that the stench of Lazarus may be more than He 

can endure, but Jesus ignores the warning.  He does not fear the stench, because He is going to take it away.  

Through shame, despair, or simply being too appalled at what we have done or become, we may feel that our 

stench is too much for Jesus to bear and resign ourselves to “just being the way we are.”  Jesus, however, 

disagrees.  He does not fear the stench of our sins, because He is going to take it away.  We only need to roll 

away the stones from our hearts and give Him the chance.  The death we have allowed to seep into our minds, 

hearts and souls through years of neglect, Jesus can remove in a moment.  It is only a matter of us saying 

enough of death, choosing life, and turning to Him in Faith. 

 

     “Two ways there are, the way of death and the way of life; and great is the difference between the two.”  

May God give us wisdom to know the difference, and courage to follow what we know. 


