
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


LAZARUS RETURNED

––––––––
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IT IS SAID THAT LAZARUS of Bethany, after leaving the sepulcher, experienced one day a deep longing for the Temple, and returned to the sanctuary of Jerusalem for the worship of courtesy and fellowship, although, within his renewed heart, he stood far removed from the endless exchanges of the priesthood.

Upon entering the courtyard, however, he perceived the general hostility.

Abiud and Ephraim, rigorist Pharisees, regarded him with disdain and cried out: “He is dead! He is dead! He has returned from the tomb, insulting the Law!”

Both representatives of the theocratic Pharisaism hastened toward the sacred precincts where the Holy of Holies was venerated, in its splendor of gold and silver, ivory and precious woods, rare fabrics and oriental perfumes, spreading the alarming report. 

Lazarus of Bethany, the dead man who had emerged from the coma, mocking the Law and the Prophets, had come to affront the fathers of the race.

That was enough to stir compact ranks of worshipers who prayed and sacrificed, supposing themselves in the good graces of the Highest.

Scribes hurried forward, delivering long and intricate discourses; priests arrived, rigid and furious, casting maledictions; and apprentices of the mysteries, with vestal zeal, advanced with clenched fists, expelling the unwelcome visitor: 

“Out! Out! Go to the hell — the dead do not speak! Sorcerer, the Law condemns you!”

Lazarus beheld the scene in astonishment. He saw friends of his childhood uttering anathemas, scribes whom he had sincerely admired, pouring forth injurious words.

The enraged companions passed from speech to action. 

Showers of stones began to fall around the one restored to life, and not content with this, the shrewd Absalom, an old fox of casuistry, seized him by the tunic, intending to lead him before the judges of the Sanhedrin for a condemnatory sentence after a summary inquest.

The brother of Martha and Mary, however, fixed upon those around him a steady and lucid gaze and cried out without hatred:

“Pharisees, scribes, priests, worshipers of the Law, and sons of Israel: He who gave me life has sufficient power to give you death!”

Astonishment and silence followed his words.

The resurrected man of Bethany freed himself from the disrespectful hands that restrained him, composed his garment, and took the road toward the humble dwelling of Simon Peter, where the new brethren shared in fraternal love and living faith.

There, Lazarus felt restored and happy. 

Within that simple enclosure, of bare walls and rough covering, there were no utensils from Hindustan, no vessels from Egypt, no treasures of Phoenicia, no costly carpets of Persia; yet there throbbed — without the doubts of Science and the conventionalisms of sect — among fervent and simple hearts, the living thought of Jesus Christ, which would renew the entire world, from the sectarian theology of Jerusalem to the political absolutism of the Roman Empire.
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CHAPTER 01 — BEFORE THE SUBLIME FRIEND OF THE CROSS
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Today, Lord, I kneel before the cross where You expired among thieves...

Sublime Friend, deign to bless the crosses I deserve!

The prophet announced that You would rise, alongside the people of God, like a green shrub in arid soil; that You would not remain among us like princes entrenched in human glory, but rather as a man of sorrow, acquainted with toil and suffering.

He said You would pass through the Earth, concealing Your greatness from our eyes, like a humiliated and despised leper. In Your wounds and bruises, we would heal our iniquities and redeem our crimes. 

You could reveal to the world the divinity of Your ancestry and demonstrate Your infinite power. Yet, You would prefer supreme renunciation, walking quietly like a silent sheep to the slaughter. Although marked as the Chosen One of Heaven, You would be buried like a common thief... 

Isaiah added, after Your ultimate sacrifice, new hopes would blossom on Earth through those who would be Your continual servants, living in sanctifying self-denial.

Your tears, Lord, dewed the desert of our hearts, and the blessed seeds of Your living teachings germinated in the ungrateful soil of the world.

More than nineteen centuries have passed, and I still have the impression of hearing Your compassionate voice, pleading forgiveness for the executioners...

Ah! Jesus, have pity on my weaknesses. Come, still, and soothe my wounded and discouraged heart! Teach me to shed the last garment of worldly hope. Give me strength to forget the last illusions!

Without deserving it, you traversed the path of pain, bearing the cross of ignominy! 

Help me, then, to bear the cross of tears that I deserve, in the redemption of my immense debts!

Sublime Friend, who ascended the mountain of crucifixion, redeeming the soul of the world, teaching us, from the summit, the path to Your Kingdom, help me to descend to the deep valley of anonymity, so that I may see my own needs, in the solitude of humble thoughts.

Master, what does my pain represent before Yours? Who am I, a wretched sinner, and who are You, Messenger of Eternal Light?

How many wounds does my fragile heart need to expunge the age-old cancers of selfishness, and how many lashes will I need to exterminate unrepentant pride?

Open for me the door of Your consolations, so that I may be renewed in the light of Your blessing!

I do not ask You, Lord, like the rich man in the Parable, for permission to return to the world to announce to those I still love the greatness of Your power; however, I beg for Your help, so I may not lack vision on the path of redemption. I cannot plunge into the abyss that separates my frailty from Your magnificence; still, I can cross it, step by step, as a pilgrim of Your mercy. 

With my heart oppressed and weary by the shadows of my own soul, grant that I may rid myself, without cost, of the last deceptions, before I follow more firmly to meet You! 

Stripped of my transient treasures, my hands cleansed of the jewels that have escaped my trembling fingers, grant me the staff of travelers, seemingly aimless because they are destined for the unknown countries of Heaven!

I surrender now, unconditionally, to Your infinite love, I entrust to You my supreme anxieties and my most tender dreams as a fighter, and since it is necessary to abandon my old pitcher of fantasies, exchange for me the robe of the last literary vanities for the humble habit of the traveler, interested in reaching the distant cradle, even if the shortcuts are difficult and stony!

Fill the solitude of my spirit with Your light, as You once filled with forgiveness the night of our ignorance! 

Unveil to me Your sovereign will, so that I may restrain myself, effortlessly, from the unhappy bars of earthly caprice! Even if I cannot discern all the nooks and crannies of the new path, give me Your merciful clarity, so that my imperfect eyes may not be dimmed.

Master, hear the solitary pilgrim who speaks to You, at the foot of the cross, with pain without revolt and bitterness without despair!

Sublime Friend, You who preferred the wood of sacrifice, between the world that rejected You and Heaven that called upon You, out of love for mankind and obedience to the Father, guide me on this new journey! 

If it is possible, remove from the cross Your generous right hand, which we have planted in the hard wood of ingratitude with our age-old wickedness, and bless me for the long road ahead!

My soul is somber, and my heart is frozen!

And while the idle multitudes of the world pass by, restless, in the whirlwind of venerated dust, speak to me, Lord, as You spoke to the paralytics and blind on Your path:

– “Rise and go in peace! Your faith has saved you!”
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CHAPTER 02 — THE SERVANT OF THE LORD
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When John, the beloved disciple, came to Mary to announce the arrest of the Master, her maternal heart, distressed, withdrew to the sanctuary of prayer and begged the Supreme Lord to spare her beloved son.

Wasn't Jesus the Divine Ambassador? Had she not received the message from the angels concerning His heavenly condition? Her beloved son had been born for the salvation of the oppressed... He would honor the name of Israel; He would be a different king, filled with loving power. He healed lepers, raised hopeless paralytics. Would not the resurrection of Lazarus, already buried, be enough to lift Him to the summit of glorification?

Mary entrusted her concerns and supplications to the God of Mercy, awaiting His providence; however, John returned shortly afterward to tell her that the Messiah had been imprisoned.

The Most Holy Mother returned to silent prayer. In tears, she implored the favor of the Heavenly Father. She would trust Him.

She wished to face the situation bravely, seeking the authorities of Jerusalem. But humble and poor, what could she obtain from the power of the Earth? And did she not have the protection of Heaven? Certainly, the God of Infinite Goodness, whom her son had revealed to the world, would save Him from prison and restore Him to freedom.

Mary remained watchful. Leaving the modest house where she had taken refuge, she stepped into the street and tried to enter the prison; however, she could not move the guards' hearts.

Late into the night, she kept vigil, pleading between anguish and hope.

Later, John returned, bringing news of further difficulties. The Master had been accused by the priests. He was alone. And Pilate, the Roman governor, hesitating between the demands of the law and the pressures of the people, had sent the Master to Herod for judgment.

Mary could not restrain herself. She would follow Him closely.

Resolutely, she wrapped herself in a discreet cloak and returned to the public road, multiplying her prayers to Heaven in her maternal anguish. 

Surely God would change the course of events by touching the soul of Antipas. She would not doubt for a moment. What had her son done to deserve such affronts? Did He not revere the law? Did He not spread sublime consolations?

Supported by the converted woman of Magdala, she reached the vicinity of the tetrarch’s palace. Oh! Infinite bitterness! Jesus had been dressed in a mocking robe and held in His hands a dirty reed as if it were a scepter; and, as if that were not enough, He had also been crowned with thorns.

Mary felt an overwhelming impulse to free His bleeding brow and rescue Him from that painful situation, but the son, serene and resigned, gave her the most meaningful look of His entire existence. She understood that He urged her to pray and, in silence, asked for her trust in the Father.

She restrained herself but followed Him in tears, begging for divine intervention. It was impossible that the Father would not manifest Himself. Wasn't her son the chosen one for salvation?

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Llazarus Returned
Francisco C. Xavier
[rmao X






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





