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T H E  B E A U T Y  O F  H I S  C R E A T I O N



Martha was the elder sister of Lazarus and Mary
Magdalene
She lived with her siblings in Bethany located near
Jerusalem
She worked hard and loved deeply, taking care of her
family 
She, along with her siblings had a close friendship with
Jesus during his time of ministry.
They were well known and loved in their community.
She had a strong faith and belief in Jesus as the messiah

  

 

Martha
facts from the Bible

Martha is mentioned 
throughout the Gospels of

 Luke and John



Martha
     A daze held everyone. The air was insufferably hot. Her
every breath was labored. Martha was shaking. Mary
reached out and gripped her hand easing Martha’s
tremors. Hot tears poured down their tired faces. A slow
grinding sound gritted away at their hearts as the stone
was rolled over the cave where Lazarus now laid. It came
to rest with a deafening thump. Death had won.
     The sisters stood spellbound by the moment. This
couldn’t be their life now. It must be a dream, a horrible
dream. Martha broke the stillness and hugged Mary tight.
This was all the family she had left in the world, one sister.
Martha sobbed into Mary’s shoulder, her tears moistening
Mary’s dark curly hair. How could this be? He wasn’t
supposed to die. How she wished Jesus were here. If only
he had been here.
     Martha thought of every time she had talked with Jesus.
Every time before his voice had comforted her and her
family from the troubles assailing them. Even just
yesterday he sent word back that this sickness would not
end in death, and yet here they were, at the tomb of their
brother. She hugged Mary tighter.  If only he would speak
to her now, to them both, and say anything. She just
needed to hear him. Martha placed a gladiola at the foot of
the tomb and walked home with Mary.

by Josie Henderson



     Life slowed for the next three days. Martha and Mary
tried to think of anything but their circumstances. Friends
and family came from Jerusalem at the news of their
brother’s passing. He had died so unexpectedly that many
had not come when they heard he was sick. Not even Jesus
had come. Martha thought just sending Jesus the note that
Lazarus was sick would be enough to rouse his ever-
present love for them to action and bring him promptly
home to heal their ailing brother. But Jesus didn’t come.
Death had crept in like a thief, and with a fever silenced
the beautiful life of Lazarus. 
     Martha buried her feelings by helping someone else,
like she always did. She tried to hurry around the fire
filling dishes for the mourners and the family who stayed
with her. She paused as her hand touched the ladle
Lazarus had carved. Tears welled up in her eyes again. She
wished she could go back to the day he gave it to her. She
closed her eyes and drifted off in a memory.
                                                
                                                  …
    
     Warm air swept into the kitchen. The breeze tussled her
dark brown hair bringing the scent of mountain vineyards
and orchards to her bustling home, but Martha hardly
noticed. She had work to do. She was always so busy
working for others. The soft patter of feet broke her trail
of thoughts. Lazarus slipped to her side in the kitchen and
passed Martha a soft new wooden ladle. 
     “I thought you might need this for your feast,” Lazarus
grinned at her. He was such a thoughtful brother. Martha
wrapped her arms around him in thanks. He squeezed her
tight and kissed her cheek. 
     “Blessings as you prepare,” he whispered in her ear.
“Now, I’m off to hear the Master speak. You should come.”



     “After, I’ll listen after. I need to get some of these dishes
on the table first,” Martha quipped. Lazarus slipped out as
quietly away as he had come. Martha slid the new ladle
into her stew and scooped out a cup. It was lovely.
      The main room swarmed with people. A flurry of loud
conversation and laughter filled the place. Martha smiled
broadly. She laid down a dish full of warm bread in front
of Lazarus. He beamed. Lazarus loved bread, and Martha
knew that. She stepped back to take in the room. Her long
table was filled with guests. Jesus sat somewhere near the
middle, thronged by his followers. His dearest friends
Peter, John, James and the other nine sat around the table
too. Her home was the talk of the town. She had started a
business preparing feasts for others and now she held one
for Jesus. It was her first time meeting him, but she
wanted to welcome the Christ with all she had. Servants
moved in and out of the room carrying pitchers and
platters. Everything was perfect. Martha loved that.
      Clattering dishes stole her attention away. She
breathed in sharply and hurried to the kitchen. Two
servants stood stunned, staring at a horde of loose olives
and dates rolling across the clean floor. Her mother’s
platter lay shattered on the hard floor.
 “What happened?” Martha breathed quietly.
 “I was trying to carry the olive and date plates, but I lost
my balance. I’m so sorry, Martha,” Cyprus apologized,
clutching the surviving plate to her chest. Martha clenched
her teeth holding back frustrated tears.
      “It’s not your fault. Where is Mary? She was supposed
to be helping you.” 
     “She took a tray in a bit ago, but I haven’t seen her
since,” Mara spoke quietly.
     “Just clean it up. I’ll take care of this,” Martha said. 



      She set her jaw as she entered the main room. She
scanned the room for anyone with long dark hair and that
characteristic smile that so often got Mary into and out of
trouble. But she didn’t find Mary smiling. Mary was sitting
quietly near the feet of Jesus, listening to him speak.
Martha approached Jesus quietly. 
     Instead of listening to him speaking about a Samaritan
who had helped a Jewish man, she gently touched his
shoulder and asked, “Lord, don’t you care that my sister
has left me to do the work by myself? Tell her to help me.”
     Jesus turned to face her. For the first time that whole
day she looked into his deep brown eyes. Oceans of
compassion looked back at her. She caught her breath and
swallowed. Who was this man? He whispered up to her,
“Martha, Martha, you are worried and upset about many
things, but few things are needed—or indeed only one.
Mary has chosen what is better, and it will not be taken
away from her.”
     Martha was stunned. She hadn’t mentioned the kitchen
fiasco or her worries beyond a sentence. He read her heart
back to her all the same. She pulled away slowly, but he
reached out and touched her hand still lingering on his
shoulder. He smiled softly. Lazarus beamed at Jesus from
across the room. Martha slipped back into the kitchen, but
her hand still buzzed from where Jesus had touched her.
She picked up another platter and tried to keep busy, but
her heart wasn’t in it anymore. What was the point? Her
guest wanted her to ease her pressured mind and rest. She
felt her tension melt. She took the new platter of olives in.
She set it down carefully on the table and leaned up
against a corner of the wall. She heard Jesus say, “’Look
after him,’ he said, ‘and when I return, I will reimburse
you for any extra expense you may have.’ “Which of these 



three do you think was a neighbor to the man who fell into
the hands of robbers?”
      Peter jumped in and said, “The lawyer was silent! Then
he spoke up so quietly, the wind almost took his words
from him, but I heard him say, ‘The one who had mercy on
him.’ “
      Jesus smiled, “Yes, it was windy there. He was right
though. It was the one who had mercy. Now, go and do
likewise.” Lazarus watched Jesus with fascinated eyes.
Martha had heard about Jesus, but this was the first time
she had seen him and heard him for herself. Mercy. Mercy
for the injured, the hurt, and the wronged. She could
follow such a guide.
                                               …

      A messenger touched Martha’s shoulder. She shivered
coming out of her daydream. 
      “What? Did they run out of drink?” Martha asked.
      “No. The Teacher is here. He wants you to meet him
outside of town,” the young runner said.
      “Jesus,” Martha could barely utter his name.
      “Yes, come,” he said giving his hand to help her get up.
Martha pulled herself to her feet and started for the door.
      “Thank you, thank you. I…I…Stay. Eat something,”
Martha said as she rushed out the door. The messenger
smiled and got a bowl from the table.
      Martha flew down the lane as quickly as a woman
should. She picked up speed as the messenger’s words
echoed in her mind, “The Lord is here. The Lord is here.”
She quickened her pace and ran down her street, around
the corner with the well and out of town. Tears brimmed
in her eyes. All the pain and emotion of the last three days
came rushing back. She slowed as she saw a group of men 



gathered under a shade tree. She scanned the group and
walked right to Jesus. Although she had longed to hear his
voice again, she didn’t wait for him to speak. She had to
get something off her chest.
      “Lord,” Martha said to Jesus, “if you had been here, my
brother would not have died.”
 Jesus looked through her comment to her wounded heart.
His brown eyes brimmed with compassion and hurt. He
felt the loss too; she was sure. Tears fought to fall from her
eyes. She held them back until she said, “But I know that
even now God will give you whatever you ask.” Tear after
tear fell. She still believed. She didn’t know if she still had
it in her to believe after losing her beloved brother, but
here she was, confessing her trust in her God.
      Jesus said to her, “Your brother will rise again.”
      Martha closed her eyes and bit back her tears, saying
weakly, “I know he will rise again in the resurrection at
the last day.” Jesus healed people, of course, living people,
but death was a victor not even he had challenged to her
knowledge. In the end, all would be cleared up. All would
be well, years down the line. Jesus shook his head as if
reading her thoughts. What had she said wrong? She
looked at him, wounded by his gesture. 
      Jesus said to her, “I am the resurrection and the life.”
Quietly and tenderly, he added, “The one who believes in
me will live, even though they die; and whoever lives by
believing in me will never die.” He paused, “Do you believe
this?” A tear rolled freely down his face. Hope filled
Martha’s eyes, and she held out her arms to hug Jesus. He
stepped into them and held her in a warm embrace.
      “Yes, Lord,” she replied quietly, “I believe that you are
the Messiah, the Son of God, who is to come into the
world.” She stayed close to his heart for another minute, 



his heartbeat slowing her breathing. She calmed in the
embrace of Jesus. Her tensions melted away. It was as if
peace resonated from his very person. He held her tight.
When she finally pulled back, he smiled at her with a
knowing twinkle in his eye. She wondered what he was
thinking but didn’t ask. 
      “First, go get Mary, then I have work to do,” Jesus said
softly.
      Mary ran to Jesus with abandon for all thought of how
women should travel through the street. The mourners
tried to keep up with her, but she easily out distanced
them. Martha hurried along behind her. As Martha
rounded the bend in the road by the tree, she saw Mary at
the feet of Jesus again. Mary was speaking to Jesus through
fits of tears.
      “Lord, if you had been here, my brother would not have
died,” she said. The mourners rounded the bend too and
with tear-stained faces looked with shattered hope at
Jesus and Mary. Tears ran down Jesus’ gentle face.
      “Where have you laid him?” he asked.
      “Come and see, Lord,” said one Martha’s cousins.
      The group walked quietly to the new tomb. The sight of
the tomb made Mary and Martha burst into fresh tears.
Jesus’ lip quivered as he stood a short distance from the
stone that covered the entrance to his friend’s last resting
place. The crowd of mourners sobbed quietly behind
Jesus, Mary, and Martha. Jesus didn’t hide his tears and
cried openly with all of them. Mary held his hand for
strength. His shoulders shook as he wept.
      Someone behind Jesus shouted, “See how he loved
him!” Another remarked critically saying, “Could not he
who opened the eyes of the blind man have kept this man
from dying?”



 Jesus exhaled quietly and took two steps forward towards
the cave. 
      “Take away the stone,” he said. Martha looked at him in
horror.
      “But, Lord,” said Martha, “by this time there is a bad
odor, for he has been there four days.”
      Jesus met her gaze and said confidently, “Did I not tell
you that if you believe, you will see the glory of God?”
      Five men walked calmly up to the stone. They spread
out and braced their feet, pushing with all their might to
move the stone up the small incline it had rolled down.
With red, winded faces, the men heaved the stone back up.
The grinding sound the stone made rippled a fresh
memory in Martha’s mind. She breathed in sharply.
Everyone stood motionless looking at the swollen body of
Lazarus lay on a stone bench in the tomb. Martha
grimaced. How awful to see how death had changed his
beautiful form.
      Jesus looked up unphased by the sight of his dead
friend and said, “Father, I thank you that you have heard
me. I know that you always hear me, but I say this for the
benefit of the people standing here, that they may believe
that you sent me.” Jesus closed his eyes and smiled. The
hair on Martha’s neck prickled up. Had he not just told her
he was the resurrection? She knew what this meant. This
was his showdown with death. Who was King? Would it be
her Lord and friend or the tyrant who stole her brother
and kept him cold in a tomb?
      Jesus opened his eyes and called out in a loud clear
voice, “Lazarus, come out!” The crowd stood captivated
behind Jesus waiting, frozen for any sound or sign of life
within the dead man. Mary stopped crying. Martha held
her breath.



       Silence reigned. A rustling came from the stone bench.
Lazarus sat up easily. He slid his legs over the side of the
bench as though he were just hopping out of bed. He
hobbled to the entrance of the cave and stopped. His limbs
were still wrapped in the grave clothes they had buried
him in four days ago.
      Everyone was stunned. Then someone screamed.
Martha gaped at Jesus. Mary cried out with joy. Jesus just
looked at a couple of men and said, “Take off the grave
clothes and let him go.” Martha couldn’t believe her eyes.
She grabbed Jesus’ hand and kissed it, running after the
men who untied her brother’s grave clothes. One of the
men gave Lazarus his coat, tying it around his waist.
Lazarus just beamed at Jesus. Jesus stared back at him,
tears brimming in his eyes. Martha wrapped her arms
around the now freed Lazarus, and he picked her up. No
sign of his fever lingered anywhere on him. He laughed
jubilantly. Mary ran to him too. He held both sisters for a
long time. They all cried. Martha looked back to find Jesus
to thank him, but he was gone. Who was this God? Martha
let the tears roll down her face. 
      Lazarus whispered in her ear, “Don’t worry, he’ll be
back.” She kissed Lazarus’ cheek again and again. They
turned from the tomb and walked back towards their
home. Martha didn’t even think about what to feed all
these people; she just thought “He’ll be back. He’ll be
back.”



P
L
A
N
T

GladiolusPetals
T H E  F R A G I L E  B E A U T I Y  O F  T H E

S I T U A T I O N

LOVE

AWAKEN
your hearts desire

it's ourit's our
NatureNature

Ready to become
transplanted?



PlantPetals 
T H E  F R A G I L E  B E A U T Y  O F  T H E  S I T U A T I O N

Like the Gladiolus, who gives height and strength
to the gardens it nurtures

Martha had a beautiful heart of service in
hospitality. Her story shows us that her character
was open to respond to other's needs. She loved
taking care of others. This is a great spiritual gift! 

 
 
 

"As Jesus and his disciples were on their way, he
came to a village where a woman named Martha

opened her home to him."
Luke 10:38

"Do not neglect to show hospitality
to strangers, for thereby some have

entertained angels unawares."
Hebrews 13:2

 
Do you know a beautiful Martha today?
Someone who opens their home, inviting

people over for meals, taking food to those
who are maybe going through something

difficult? I really admire the "Martha's" of the
world. They are givers, serving others.

 
 

 
This study is written by Paulie Rogers

 (1 Peter4:9)

 
 
 



Recall a time you served, or were served by

warm hospitality. How did it make you feel?



PlantLove 
O F  C H R I S T    T H R O U G H  T H E  S I T U A T I O N

 
It's important to check our "service" to know if our

heart is in the right place. We need to ask ourselves,
Am I serving other's  because I want to help them, or

make their life easier, or even to show them how much
I love them

or
Am I serving because I want them to like me, gain

favor in their eyes, or "doing" out of manipulation that
they will give me something in return.

"She (Martha) had a sister called
Mary, who sat at the Lord's feet listening to
what he said. But Martha was distracted
by all the preparations that had to be made.

She came to him and asked, "Lord, don't you
care that my sister has left me to do the work

by myself? Tell her to help me!"
Luke 10:39-40

"Martha, Martha," the Lord answered. "you are worried
and upset about many things, but only one thing is needed...""

Luke 10:41



What does Jesus need from me?



PlantAwaken 
T H E  H E A R T S  D E S I R E

"Whatever you do, work
heartily, as for the Lord

and not for men, know that
from the Lord you will
receive the inheritance as
your reward. You are

serving the Lord Christ."
Colossians 3:23-24

 
Martha fell in love with Jesus because he was gentile and

compassionate and served others out of a deep love, and desire to
show them their heavenly Father. Her faith grew by the changes
she saw in those he ministered to. Especially her sister, Mary who

he cast out several demons (Mark 16:9 & Luke 8:2).
 Jesus restored her to their family.



What area's of service does God call me?



PlantNature 
O F  W H O  W E  A R E  I N  C H R I S T

It is natural to grieve deeply at the loss of a loved one.
Martha and her sister showed every emotion that humans feel
over death. Martha was so sure if Jesus had come when they
sent for him, Lazarus would not have died. But like so often,
Jesus used this situation to show us something much deeper
of God, than we can in our life right now.

"Jesus said to her, "I am
the resurrection and the life.

Anyone who believes in me will
live, even though they die; and
whoever lives and believes in me

will never die."
John 11:25-26

As Martha watched her beloved brother
raise up from the tomb, she saw clearly
that Jesus was the son of God and that He
came to do away with all death. Nothing is
impossible for God.



Think about the loved ones you have lost.
Now write about what it will be like to reunite with
them on the resurrection day.

1 Thessalonians 4:16, John 5:28-29, Romans 5:5, John 5:28, 2 Corinthians 4:14, Revelation 20



Plant
 

W I T H I N

Transplant
It is easy to be a "Martha" in a life of busy demands.

School, work, family...
Life will always have its hectic pressures.
But it's important to take time with God

who gives us LIFE!
 

"Behold, God is my helper; the Lord
is the upholder of my life."

Psalm 54:4

"Fear not, for I am with you; be not
dismayed, for I am your God; I
will strengthen you, I will help you,
I will uphold you with my righteous

right hand."
Isaiah 41:10

"I can do all things through him who
strengthens me."

Philippians 4:13



Write out a list of all the things in your life
that keep you from spending time at the feet
of Jesus, Then ask God to help you meet this
daily Devine appointment 




