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From the Bible: 
Each of the gospel writers tell the story of the resurrection a bit differently. 
And, depending on what I find myself thinking about as I approach Easter one account or another 
will draw me into the way it tells the story.  This year I found myself turning to Mark’s gospel.   
It’s account of the resurrection is: 
Short. 
And, cryptic. 
And, a bit unsettling. 
So much so that future editors of the Bible added two additional endings. 
But, I found myself thinking…isn’t there something about resurrection that is just a bit unsettling? 
So this morning, from Mark’s gospel. It’s original account of the resurrection… 

When the Sabbath was over Mary Magdalene, and Mary the mother of James, and Salome bought 
spices, so they might go and anoint [the body of Jesus.]  And very early on the first day of the week, 
when the sun had risen, they went to the tomb.  The had been saying to one another, “Who will 
roll away the stone for us from the entrance to the tomb?”  When they looked up, they saw that 
the stone, which was very large, had already been rolled back.  As they entered the tomb, they saw 
a young man, dressed in a white robe sitting on the right side; and they were alarmed.  But he said 
to them, “Do not be alarmed; you are looking for Jesus of Nazareth, who was crucified.  He has 
been raised; he is not here.  Look, there is the place they lad him.  But go, tell his disciples and 
Peter that he is going ahead of you to Galilee; there you will see him, just as he told you.”  So they 
went out and fled from the tomb, for terror and amazement had seized them; and they said 
nothing to anyone, for they were afraid.  
   – Mark 16: 1-8 

The Sermon: 
I heard it as I walked through the room. 
But I was thinking about something else and so it took a moment for the words to sink in. 
“Come celebrate Easter…” the TV voice said. 
But, by the time the words registered and I turned back to the TV, the commercial was over. 
I missed hearing what I had been invited to, but what I am sure of is this. 
The commercial was not inviting me to attend a church this morning. 
Or, talking about hope or Jesus or resurrection. 
Instead I was being invited to “Come, celebrate Easter” by going to the mall or out to eat or attending 
an Easter egg hunt or something like that. 
Come celebrate Easter… 

 As something other than carving out a few minutes to sing or to pray or to ponder or to 
think. 

 As something other than one more time allowing yourself to come face to face with the 
absolutely incredible claim of the resurrection. 

 As something other than your being here…right now. 

Maybe I am just getting old. 
Or grumpy. 
Or, maybe I am actually paying better attention. 
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But, it seems to me that in the world around us Easter is becoming… 
 More of a Hallmark holiday than a day to brush up against the Holy and up against that 

incredible claim of the resurrection that death and violence do not have the final word. 
 More a day about Easter eggs and Easter bunnies than about an Easter Jesus. 

And because of that your being here and our being here together become that much more 
important.  Because in the face of the world as it is… 

 A world where we are told, over and over again, that we are to be afraid.   
Afraid of them and of that and of what we don’t yet know. 

 A world where violence still destroys and where modern day crosses still crucify, and we 
are told that is just the way things are and just the way the world is; 

 A world in which we are promised that buying the next best thing is that which will finally 
make us happy. 

Instead, our being here stands as a witness to something profoundly and deeply and radically 
different. 

Being here today, we bear witness to this: 
In the face of fear, which surrounds us and divides and closes us in… 
We are here to bear witness to faith. 
Faith not as unthinking acceptance or blind obedience. 
And, not as dogma or doctrine or denomination; 
But a faith which leads to that deep assurance and an even deeper conviction that life matters. 
That your life matters and my life matters and all life matters. 
And that life is more than the next breath we take or the next thing we buy. 
And a faith that leads to that conviction that somehow our lives are wrapped up together.   
That who I am is somehow related to who we all are together. 
And that each of us and all of us are bound together by that which we know and name as God. 
And, faith that the way of Jesus… 

 Treating others as you would like to be treated. 
 Praying not only for those whom you love and care about, but for your enemies as well. 
 Loving both God and those whom God names as your neighbors; 

Turns us in the direction of wholeness and hope and promise and peace. 
In the face of fear, we choose faith. 

And, in face of despair, we are here to bear witness to hope. 
To witness to that incredible claim… 

 That death does not have the final word. 
 That pain and suffering do not have the final word. 
 That violence and injustice and inequality are not just “how things are.” 

And, that the long arc of history does, in fact, bend in the direction of justice and peace and 
opportunity and freedom and wholeness and life for one and for all. 
And, believing that to be true, we don’t just say the words, but we add the weight of our lives, both 
who we are and what we do, to help that long arc bend in the direction of the promise of God’s 
Kingdom come. 
If you want despair read the paper or listen to the news and then go shopping. 
But, if you choose to stand on the side of hope… 
Then you open your heart and extend your hand and do your part… 
You do something… 
To partner with God; 
To practice resurrection; 
To help turn the world right side up. 
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And, in the face of Easter bunnies and Easter eggs and shopping at the mall, we are here to give 
witness to our belief that the story of the resurrection as told in the Bible is true. 
Not true like a science textbook is true, because the gospel accounts were not written that way.  
Not true like an eyewitness account or a report on the Jerusalem Evening News. 
Because each of the gospel writers tells the story in a different way. 
But true in the sense that they tell a story of an ongoing intimate encounter with Jesus. 
A Jesus whom they and we knew had been killed; 
But also a Jesus who was somehow and is somehow… 

 With them still. 
 Teaching us still. 
 Leading us still. 

Turning their lives and world in the direction of God. 
And, who meets us when we step into the world out there. 
How do you put that all into words except for the way that they each tried to do. 

In a book I finished reading a week ago, the author wrote: 
“’Do you trust in the resurrection?’ is a much harder question than ‘Do you believe Jesus was 
historically and scientifically raised from the dead?’”  (Christianity After Religion, p. 104) 
Many can and do argue and fight over the “facts” until they are blue in the face; 
With some believing and many others turning away. 
But by doing they and we miss the point of the story. 
That resurrection happens, and can happen again. 
In us and to us and through us. 
Life made new. 
Hope reborn. 
Death defeated. 
Thanks be to God. 
 
 
 


