
 
  
 

 You heard it correctly. It’s not an April Fool’s joke. That’s where almost every 
biblical scholar in the world believes Mark’s Gospel really ends: The women, hands full 
of spices to anoint the dead, upon hearing the words of the young man dressed in white to 
“go and tell,” do exactly the opposite. Seized by “tromos,” literally, trembling in terror, 
and “ekstasis,” ecstatic amazement, they said nothing to anyone, for they were afraid. A 
literal reading of that last line is, “They said nothing to nobody, afraid they were for.”  
 
 Mark’s ending doesn’t feel like an ending. It feels unfinished. It doesn’t have that 
“Amen” moment, the moment that says, “Here is the end of my story.” Mark begins by 
saying that he is writing “The beginning of the good news…” Where’s the ending? 
 
 Matthew has an amen moment. You remember, at the very end Jesus says, “Go 
therefore into all nations, baptizing them in the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of 
the Holy Spirit, teaching them to obey everything I have commanded you. And 
remember, I am with you always, to the end of the age. Amen. 
 
 Luke has an amen moment. The risen Jesus is blessing his disciples, and he is 
carried up into heaven. Amen.  
 
 John has an amen moment. He writes that Jesus did many other things and ends 
with, “If every one of them were written down, I suppose the world itself could not 
contain the books that would be written.” Amen and amen. 
 
 But Mark? “They said nothing to nobody, afraid they were for…”  
 
 I remember a time when every hymn in the hymnal had an “Amen” at the end. 
Every hymn. Two or three hymnals ago, the Presbyterian Hymnal got rid of them all. I 
said, “good riddance.”  
 
 You would be singing the last stanza of A Mighty Fortress, smoke coming out of 
the organ pipes, everyone’s voices building to a mighty crescendo: 
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   Let goods and kindred go, 
   This mortal life also. 
   The body they may kill; 
   God’s truth abideth still. 
   His kingdom is forever. 
 
 And then, with just the briefest of pauses, the organ would come back with what 
had to be a little piccolo setting, and the congregation would warble: Amen. 
 
 You could be singing, making a joyful noise, rollicking along to O Worship the 
King’s final stanza: 
 
   Frail children of dust, 
   And feeble as frail, 
   In Thee do we trust, 
   Nor find Thee to fail. 
   Your mercies how tender, 
   How firm to the end, 
   Our Maker, Defender, Redeemer, and Friend. 
 
 And…cue the piccolo: Amen. 
 
 I thought everyone would be glad to see the “amens” go. I was wrong. No sooner 
did the church I served in Memphis change to the then “new” blue Presbyterian Hymnal 
than I had an angry church member in my office, who said he represented many other 
people. He was also a city judge and was widely known for not backing down from a 
fight. “Why in the world would we get a hymnal that I don’t know half the hymns in it 
and there’s no ‘amen’ at the end of the hymns?”  
 
 I tried as best I could to explain the thinking behind the omission, how many times 
– not all the time – but many times the “amen” had a tacked-on feeling, and that the 
hymn composers often did not write those “amens,” but they were added by publishers. 
He wasn’t buying it. At one point he demanded that our Director of Music compose an 
“amen” for every hymn in the book, which would mean searching for a new Director of 
Music.  
 
 It became clear to me that for the judge, and those in the church he was speaking 
for, not having an “amen” at the end of a hymn was as preposterous as ending a Gospel 
with the word “for.” 
 



 It feels a bit like the first century equivalent of the judge read the Gospel of Mark 
and demanded an “amen.” There is clear evidence of a later hand at work in not one, but 
two attempts at an ending. The first is called “The Shorter Ending of Mark.” Mark 2.0 
writes, “And all that had been commanded them they told briefly to those around Peter. 
And afterward Jesus himself sent out through them, from east to west, the sacred and 
imperishable proclamation of eternal salvation.” Imperishable proclamation of eternal 
salvation? That doesn’t really sound like Mark. Sounds like a piccolo amen. 
 
 And then Mark 3.0, commonly called the “Longer Ending of Mark,” has Jesus 
appearing to the disciples and “upbraiding them for their stubbornness,” telling them that 
they will speak in new tongues, pick up snakes in their hands, and drink poison, and none 
of it will hurt them.” Again, doesn’t sound anything like Mark. Sounds like a piccolo.  
 
 I had a preaching professor who liked to say, “Don’t get ahead of the text.” By this 
he meant that we should let the text speak as it speaks, and not try to force something on 
it that isn’t there. Well, he isn’t here today, I don’t think, and it is Easter, and this text just 
begs for more, for an amen worthy of the story it tells, not a piccolo, but a trumpet.  
 
 Because here we are, all of us on this glorious Easter Day, some two thousand 
years later, so at least one of the women spoke, at least one of them found her voice after 
she had been seized by terror and amazement. See the women, returning home, breathless 
and afraid. Initially, they say nothing to nobody, but one day Mary is staring ahead 
vacantly as she does the dishes, weary of seeing the disciples’ sad and bewildered faces, 
and something churns in her, and her voice returns. She tells it all. 
 
 Maybe Joses says to his mother, Mary, “What are all these spices for?” and she 
realizes she forgot to hide them, and before long, it all comes out. 
 
 Maybe Salome’s friend saw the look on her face and asked in just the right way, 
“Are you okay?” and it out it came. 
 
 But at least one of them found her voice, at least one found her way out of fearful 
silence into courageous, faithful speech. And that was not Mark’s “amen.” That was hers, 
her response. 
 

Mark’s Gospel was the beginning of the good news…it doesn’t have an amen 
because it continues for us today. We are part of this story. 

 
And now I think I understand why the women were so frightened, why they were 

silent. Remember what they had witnessed on Friday, from a distance. Jesus was 



crucified on a Roman cross because of the things he said and did. His boundary-breaking 
ministry had opened doors that had been tightly closed. He ate with sinners. He spoke 
words of forgiveness. He welcomed Jews and Gentiles, together. He upended the Temple 
power structure. Always he spoke of love in ways that embraced the outcast and the 
stranger. He touched the untouchable, and everywhere he went he preached the kingdom 
of God is at hand, and through his hands came abundance – abundant wholeness, 
abundant food, abundant, overflowing life. 

 
And where did it lead? To the cross. That had to have occurred to the women. If it 

was true what the young man was saying, then Jesus is waiting in the place where it all 
started, in Galilee. His preaching ministry will not end. It is only beginning. His healing, 
his welcoming, his loving, his challenging, his calling is only beginning. Jesus is no 
longer safely in the tomb, and their response just got much larger than anointing his dead 
body. Surely, they remembered his words: “Take up your cross and follow me.” 

 
Jesus is on the same side of the tomb as us, in Galilee, summoning. 

 
Because Jesus is alive and at work in the world, death does not get the last word, 

nor does hopelessness or cynicism or despair. The last word belongs to God, the only 
One who can pronounce “Amen” over this story, over us.  

 
Some of you may remember a few months ago we were having a baptism, and 

some of the family of the baby were here. One of them was a little girl who looked to be 
three or four. We were singing a hymn, a rousing one, could have been A Mighty Fortress 
or O Worship the King. When we were done, Michael played a flourish to a rousing 
finish, and in the silence that followed this little girl cried out, “Yea!”  

 
That’s all “amen” is, you know. It technically means, “Let it be so.” But, really, it’s 

just one big “Yes!” “Yea!” 
 
When I think about Jesus’ ministry, that little girl comes to mind. He took children 

in his lap and said yes to them when the disciples wanted to shoo them away. He blessed 
them. He blessed a woman who reached out to touch the hem of his garment. He said yes 
to her. When a paralyzed man was lowered through the roof where Jesus was teaching, he 
said yes. Yes, amen. And the crowds pressed on him so that he had to get into a boat to 
teach. They were so hungry for what he had to give. And we still are, the world is starved 
for his blessing, his yes, his amen.  

 
The amen sounds like a hammer repairing a home in Virginia, saying yes to God’s 

yes that all God’s children should live secure. 



The amen sounds like the space between a Stephen Minister and someone who 
needs a Christian friend to walk with them, to pronounce God’s yes in the midst of pain. 

 
The amen sounds like the courageous voices of youth standing before our 

congregation to speak of their faith, their yes, in the face of a world that too often 
discounts their voices. 

 
The amen sounds the conversation between a follower of Christ and a refugee 

woman was they walk and talk together in the park. 
 
The amen is our yes in response to God’s yes. And as surely as the “yes” of Jesus 

brought life then, it still does now, because he is risen. He is risen indeed. He stands on 
this side of the empty tomb. 

 
There is no “amen” moment in Mark. Mark doesn’t need one, because he knows 

his Gospel is not finished, that it is the church, you and I, that say “amen” with our lives. 
You and I, we are the “amen,” the church that follows him is his “yes” to the world, 
placed in the world to bless it, to follow him and pronounce his yes, to respond to his yes.   
 
 So that’s it. Mark’s Gospel doesn’t really end, it just opens out with a giant 
invitation – Galilee awaits. Jesus has gone ahead. Shall we go? 
 
 The Lord is risen! Yes? Amen? Let it be so. 
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