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MARY AND MARTHA DRAMA 
John 11:1-44 & Luke 10:38-41 

 

I want to tell you about this friend, his name was Jesus.  He and my brother, Lazarus, had become acquainted 

at temple and they became close friends.  Jesus would come to our home whenever he was in the area.  We 

loved having him.  He just brought with him such a spirit of love and peace and we loved it when he would 

teach us the scriptures.  We always felt so blessed by his visits.   

Of course, there is one visit that I will never forget.  One day Lazarus became ill.  Mary and I tried to care for 

him but he wasn’t getting better.  We had heard how Jesus had healed others and so we decided to send one of 

the servants to bring Jesus to our home.  Lazarus was his friend.  We felt certain he would want to come and 

help us.  We told the servant to tell Jesus that the one he loved was sick and to please come quickly. 

The servant returned without Jesus.  We couldn’t understand what was happening.  Why had Jesus not come?  

Each day Lazarus became more and more ill.  We couldn’t get him to eat. I managed to spoon a few drops of 

water in his mouth, but that was all I could get him to take. 

Finally, our dear, sweet brother, Lazarus died.  Mary and I were heartbroken.  We couldn’t understand why 

Jesus had not come to save him.  Friends and neighbors gathered to mourn with us.  Everyone loved Lazarus.  

Then after a few days, we received word that Jesus and his disciples were arriving.  I told Mary to go out to 

greet them but she refused.  She was just too sad and angry.  

But, I couldn’t be angry with Jesus.   I tried not to be critical but I couldn’t help it.  I told Jesus, “If you had 

been here, my brother would not have died.  But, I know that even now God will give you whatever you ask.”   

Jesus said that Lazarus would rise again.  Well, I thought he was talking about the resurrection at the last day 

that he had taught us about, but it seems he meant something entirely different. 

Jesus said:  “I am the resurrection and the life.  He who believes in me will live, even though he dies; and 

whoever lives and believes in me will never die.  Then he asked me, “Martha, do you believe this?” 

Well, I knew Jesus was powerful and holy and able to do amazing things.  I suddenly understood.  He was the 

Christ.  So, I fell to my knees before him and said, “I believe that you are the Christ, the Son of God, who was to 

come into the world.” 

He laid his hand on my head and it was then that Jesus apparently noticed Mary was not present.  He said, 

“Where is Mary?”   

I told him I would get her, so I ran back to the house and called Mary. I told her, Mary, the teacher is here and 

he is asking for you.    

It seemed as though this what Mary needed to hear. She dried her tears and got up and went to him.   

Our friends who had gathered to comfort us, followed us to where Jesus was waiting.  When Mary reached 

Jesus, she fell at his feet and began sobbing.  She said, “Lord, if you had been here, my brother would not have 

died!” 

When Jesus saw her weeping, he wept, too.   Then he asked, “Where have you laid him? 

The crowd was muttering; some saying how obvious it was that Jesus loved Lazarus but others were saying that 

if he could restore the sight of the blind, why did he not keep Lazarus from dying.  To be honest, I was 

embarrassed because I knew Jesus could hear them.   

When we arrived at the tomb, Jesus commanded,   “Take the stone away.” 

I tried to stop him.  No, Lord, Lazarus has been in the tomb for four days.  He will stink. 



Jesus looked me in the eye and said, “Did I not tell you that if you believed, you would see the glory of God.” 

I just stepped back and watched to see what Jesus would do next. 

He began to pray.  I heard part of the prayer, he said:  Father, I thank you that you have heard my prayer.” 

After Jesus prayed, he lifted up his head and in a loud voice called out.  “Lazarus, come out!” 

It was absolutely astounding.  Lazarus who was once dead came out of the tomb.  He still had the grave cloths 

wrapped around him.   

Jesus commanded the men to take off the grave clothes and let him go. 

We could not believe our eyes… our beloved brother, Lazarus, was alive once more.  There was so much joy and 

none of us knew what to say or think or do.  How could we ever repay Jesus for what he had done. We invited 

him to come to the house and stay with us, but he insisted that he needed to be on his way.  There were others 

who needed healing and who needed to hear about God’s love for them.  So, we sadly saw him go. 

 

It had been quite some time since that day and Jesus had not returned.  We all truly missed him.  Then we 

heard he was coming to see us.  I was so excited. I couldn’t wait to prepare the most delicious meal…the best of 

everything.  I pulled out our finest linen table cloth and brought in the best wine.  I wanted this meal to not just 

be delicious, I wanted it to be my way of telling Jesus how much I loved him and appreciated all that he had 

done for us. 

When Jesus arrived, we all went out to greet him and welcome him to the house.  The servant washed his feet 

as was our custom, and then Jesus began speaking with the men. 

 

I was bustling about preparing the meal.  Mary had been helping earlier, but I suddenly realized that she had 

disappeared.    Where was that girl?  Then I spotted her, sitting at Jesus feet, just sitting there listening.  I was 

so frustrated.  I could  have used a little help, you know.  So, I asked Jesus: “Lord, don’t you care that my sister 

has left me to do the work by myself?  Tell her to help me!” 

Jesus said, “Martha, Martha, you are worried and upset about many things, but only one thing is needed.  Mary 

has chosen that which is better, and it will not be taken away from her.” 

I was so embarrassed.  I guess what Jesus was saying was that it was more important for Mary to listen and 

grow in her faith.  At the time I felt as though Jesus didn’t appreciate all I was trying to do for him, but later I 

was able to understand that to Jesus the most important thing was spending time with him.   

Now, Jesus did enjoy that meal I prepared and later I enjoyed my time sitting and listening as he taught and 

revealed to us the meaning of the scriptures.  I learned a lesson that day, I learned that there is a time to sit at 

the master’s feet and a time to set the master’s table.    

 


