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Isaiah 43:1-5a 
Psalm 121 
Romans 8:14-19, 34-35, 37-39 
John 11:21-27 
 
When death comes 
And snatches away someone like Tamara – 
Tamara who was vibrant, warm, 
Creative, talented, 
Generous, courageous, cheerful – 
When death grabs someone like Tamara – 
Still young, still so full of fun and plans 
And hopes for a future that could not come – 
When death comes  
And carries her beyond our sight, 
It is hard not to protest,  
Not to cry out,  
As Martha does,  
Lord Jesus, 
If you had been here, 
This would not have happened.  
 
We’re left gazing in anguish  
At the space where Tamara still should be. 
And at some moment,  
Late or soon, 
It’s hard not to wonder,  
Where is God? 
 
Tamara didn’t wonder, though. 
For her, 
God was present through every day, 
In the joyful times, 
And in the bitter times.  
Jesus was always right there, 
Where she could see him and hear his voice, 
Feel his warmth.  
 
She shared that warmth. 
The first time I ever saw Tamara, 
She leaned out of car window  
On a dark day.  
And she brought the sunshine with her.  
Her greeting,  
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In that warm voice 
That had a little hum in it, 
Was the greeting of someone 
Who was already ready to be a friend.  
She brought life and love and warmth  
With her, everywhere she went. 
 
Even into the hospital.  
When I sat with Tamara 
In the early morning before her first surgery, 
She was brave and smiling through her tears. 
She was stunned,  
But she didn’t ask why,  
Or how this could be happening to her. 
She said, 
Seriously? This is my life now? 
But she faced it with courage.  
She held on to life, 
Even the unexpected life  
That none of us would have chosen, 
Held life close with both her hands.  
 
Until it was time to let go. 
The last time I saw Tamara, 
We sat and looked at the future  
That was knocking on her door. 
Death was on the threshold. 
And that’s when she repeated, 
With complete confidence, 
What she had been saying for weeks.  
 
Jesus is calling me, she said. 
I can see him, 
Right there, 
On the other side of the river.  
He will bring me across the water, 
And hold me close, 
And then he will show me everything.  
I have no idea what it looks like over there, 
But I know it’s beautiful.  
 
When you pass through the waters, 
Says the prophet,  
I will be with you. 
The river will not overwhelm you. 
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Tamara knew this was true.  
She knew that nothing, 
As the letter to the Romans promises, 
Nothing can separate us 
From the love of God. 
 
Not even death.  
 
Death has power over our bodies; 
Late or soon it will claim us all, 
As it claimed Tamara too soon.  
But death has no power over love. 
Death has no power over God, 
Who is the source and essence of love. 
 
Death has no power 
Over Jesus, 
Who chose to become just like us, 
And so let death try to do its worst to him.  
Death is no match for the power of his love, 
The love that Tamara felt, 
Reaching out across the great river, 
To carry her safely into the beyond.  
 
All this is a great mystery to us, 
Here and now.  
The mystery does nothing 
To ease the pain we feel.  
There is a hole in our lives 
Where Tamara belongs, 
A hole 
That will not go away.  
 
Death is real, 
But the mystery of life beyond death is true,  
And gives us hope.  
There is a farther shore, 
Where Tamara now enjoys good beyond measure.  
 
Like Tamara before she left us, 
We can have no idea what it looks like. 
But like her, 
We can trust that it is there, 
It is good, 
And it will not fail.  
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The images of scripture, 
The stories of the people of faith, 
The questions of the sorrowful 
And the tears of the lost  
All find their rest in this promise: 
Nothing can separate us from the power of love.   
 
That love is stronger than death. 
It is love – not death – 
love that has claimed Tamara, 
And it is love that will hold her forever.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Elizabeth Randall,  
Rector, St. Andrew’s, Denver 
February 15, 2020 
 
 
 
(Thanks to Mary Oliver for the phrase, “when death comes.”) 
 


