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Grace and peace to you in the name of God our Loving Creator and our Lord 

and Savior Jesus Christ! 

 

Happy Easter!  It is great to have each and every one of you here in the great 

outdoors as we celebrate the resurrection of our Lord.  He is Risen!  He Is Risen 

indeed.  Allelujah! 

 

We like to think of Easter as the resolution of the story of Christ’s Passion.  The 

happy Hollywood ending after we have made it through the dramatic tension 

of Maundy Thursday and Good Friday and the quiet of Holy Saturday.  But as 

we have been listening to scripture during these three days I have been seeing 

a pattern of our uncomfortability and God’s surprise in each station of this 

story.  We face the uncomfortability of a God who washes our feet, and tells us 

we need to be able to accept love in order to share it.  And then we look into 

the Good Friday mirror that reminds us of the uncomfortability of those that led 

Jesus to the cross, the disappointment, the resentment, that moved him to this 

fate, and the feelings of disappointment and resentment we experience 

today.   

 

And now we go to the tomb with the women and discover it is not sealed but 

open and Jesus is not there, but a mysterious messenger tells them Jesus has 

risen and gone before them to Galilee.  When he says “He is Risen”  do the 

women respond “ He Is Risen indeed.  Allelujah!”  You know that is how you are 



supposed to respond, right?  That’s what churchy people know to say.  And 

we lean into the opportunity to say it on Easter.  We’ve been waiting for those 

Alleluias for over 40 days now!  But do the women say their line?  Don’t they 

know their line?  No, they do what we all would actually do in that 

circumstance.  They freak out!  They run away.   

 

They went there expecting a closed tomb and imagined that their role was to 

close the story.  This was the final chapter, where their grief put the hope they 

had in Jesus to bed.  What would they do with their lives next?  They probably 

didn’t want to face that question.  It made them uncomfortable, but they did 

what they knew they should do if the tomb was closed.  They go knowing that 

they might not even be able to do what they sought out to do.  They do it 

because they don’t know what else to do.  They sought closure from the 

trauma and loss they had experienced on Friday.  But they didn’t get closure 

of course.  They got an open tomb and a new chapter in a story that they 

weren’t ready for.  Who would be? But their reaction invites us into the story.  

Their imperfect reaction shows us the way into the story in a way that a perfect 

response might not. 

 

So the women don’t do what this angel man tell them to.  But no one should 

be hard on them for that.  None of the male disciples did any better at 

following directions.  In fact, they were the worst.  Even when Jesus was right 

there telling them what to do, they would get it wrong.  But instead of Jesus, 

rolling his eyes and saying “God I’ve had it with these people”.  Jesus for some 

reason sticks up for us and sticks with us.  Why?  The only thing I figure is that 

Jesus actually, really, truly loves us.  That’s the only reason anyone puts up with 

that kind of nonsense. 

 



We’ve been reading from the Gospel of John up to this point in Holy Week 

and now we screech the brakes on that later gospel and go back to the first 

gospel that was ever told, the Gospel of Mark.  If you lean into the words of the 

Gospel of Mark you can almost smell the smoke of the campfires it was first 

told around, when someone asked, “Have you heard the story of Jesus?”  But 

Mark’s gospel is brilliant in so many ways.  It’s short, sweet, weird and powerful.  

As I read it thinking about Easter and these women running away, I couldn’t 

help but imagine.. their arms waving back and forth like Machalay Culkin in 

Home Alone, as they run.  As I think about Mark and how the disciples are 

portrayed, I think of it as a comedy, a parody.   

 

It’s a parody for the benefit of every Christian that came after as part of the 

story that went on from the empty tomb.  It’s a parody of the religious desire to 

tell fish stories about the origin of our faith, where they create unrealistic heroes 

and a golden age that can never be duplicated.  It happens when we talk 

about our churches, and I’m sure that was already happening among early 

Christians who were saying have you heard about Peter?  Or Thomas?  Or 

James?  Wow they are amazing aren’t they?  I wish I had their faith.  And you 

suddenly have an issue where most of the people deep down feel like they 

can’t do what those people did and they end up either dropping out or 

worshipping people that seem like they are from that false golden age as new 

golden idols.  Mark screeches the brakes on that too and thank God that this is 

the first account we have.  Because Mark’s disciples are a mess!   

 

They really struggle with basic stuff.  But you remember this was all new to 

them.  They were trying their best.  And we love them because they are us.  

And we love them because we know Jesus loves them.  And something 

becomes very obvious in Mark.  Jesus followers were flawed then and they are 



flawed now.  But if God filled in for their mistakes and then he can fill in for ours 

too.  God filled in for Paul’s mistakes after all and he didn’t even screw up 

trying to grow the church like the rest of the disciples probably did, he 

persecuted the church outright and worked against it.  But Jesus found him 

and loved him and forgave him and trusted him, flawed as he was with the 

most important role the church ever had, inviting more people into the story, 

every human, slave or free, Jew or Gentile, all races and classes, the 

marginalized.  It was a beautiful mess of people in Paul’s Early Church, and 

they didn’t know exactly how to treat each other or be “good” Christians 

either, just like we don’t.  And in Corinthians we hear him speaking to a very 

flawed early church in Greece, and to us today as well saying “By the grace of 

God I am what I am, and his grace for me has not been in vain”  this is the 

good news that was handed down to him.  It’s what the cross meant to him 

but then he witnesses that that was not the end of the story.  Jesus rose and 

appeared to hundreds of people, including him, and he calls himself the “least 

of the apostles.” We don’t need to be perfect.  No one ever was.  There was 

no golden age of Christianity, just a bunch of scared, amazed, uncomfortable 

people trying to figure out what’s next. 

 

But there is room for everyone.  The Prophet Isaiah tells a story of a feast on a 

mountain.  But the mountain he describes isn’t actually a mountain. Anyone 

that knows that Zion in Jerusalem knows that it is more of a hill than a majestic 

mountain that only a few can climb.  No this feast is accessible to everyone.  

But maybe this isn’t on that actual hill, this vision seems much bigger than any 

specific geography.  It sounds like everyone is there and it sounds like it opens 

up time to invite more people in.  All the nations are invited, even former 

enemies.  There will be rich food, top shelf wine and buttery marrow.  There will 

be food you never heard of or imagined before, and it will be amazing!  And 



while all these people are enjoying this food and having fellowship with people 

they may be surprised to see next to them, they are entertained with 

something even more surprising.   

 

They see death, the thing they fear more than anything, that during Isaiah’s 

time was depicted as a large hungry mouth leading to the underworld.  Have 

you seen the movie Jaws?  It’s like that kind of mouth.  This thing that had 

devoured so many in wars and sickness, this mouth that seemed to never have 

enough to eat….guess what?  It gets eaten up!  The mouth gets eaten!  No 

kidding.  I’m serious. This is in the Bible.  At this feast the thing that we are afraid 

is going to eat us is “swallowed up” and gone forever.  And guess what 

happens next?  Well I’ll tell you…”The Lord God will wipe away the tears from 

all faces, and the disgrace of his people he will take away from all the earth.”  

Wow!  All the disgrace, the shame, the fears, the disappointment, the guilt, 

that whole shroud that covers the earth—gone Poof!  Wouldn’t that be 

amazing?  And the tears.  The tears… so many tears.  They don’t just disappear 

do they?  No God acknowledges every one of those tears and God reaches 

out to your cheek and wipes away those tears, and you look around and you 

realize everyone has tears on their faces, even the people you thought had the 

perfect lives, even the people you can’t stand, who you thought didn’t care 

about anything.  They all do and so we all shed tears together and we all feast 

together and we all let our fears go and instead of that shroud that has 

controlled us for so long, we wrap this new layer around us.  Guess what it is?  

God’s love for us.  And it’s warm and it’s real and it’s like a hug that doesn’t 

quit.  And guess how long this fabric lasts?  Forever!  Seriously forever!  It’s 

amazing! 

 



Jesus wrapped that love around us.  And when we remember Jesus, we feel it 

and touch eternity.  Jesus wrapped it around the whole world and each of us.  

Jesus did all that for us on the cross. He gave all that love and he said “it is 

finished”, and yet the story goes on.  It doesn’t actually wrap up in a neat 

Hollywood ending for us.  We can’t bury this story in a tomb.  Maybe we want 

that.  Maybe we want the control of stopping and starting God speaking 

when we open and close the Bible.  Discipleship with an open book and an 

open story is hard and none of us do it exactly the same way.  But Jesus is still 

ahead of us in Galilee and God fills in the gaps as we follow our calls to tell the 

story.  We haven’t feasted yet, but we are invited into that feast at the Lord’s 

Supper and we know we will someday soon experience that final feast.   

 

We know that meal is prepared and we know God’s promises in Jesus are for 

us today.  We know that the Resurrection is for us.  And we know that just when 

we think we have this story figured out…  When we think we can close the 

book, or shut the cover on someone else, Jesus always surprises us and pulls 

that story open wider and opens up that love so there is room enough for 

everyone.  There is room in the story for everyone.  For you and for me and we 

may be a mess, we may be full of holes, we may fall short like all those that 

came before us, but God knows us and loves us and doesn’t give up on us. 

 

 Death does not close the book on us, Jesus opens up the story that leads to 

eternity.  No one else can do that for us.  Jesus did it.  Thank God that He is 

Risen and still shows us the way into the story. 

  

May the peace that passes all understanding keep your heart, your mind in 

the Easter promises of Christ Jesus our Savior.  Amen. 

 


