
 
  
   
 It arrived again, early this morning, before the sunrise, but as predictable as the 
sunrise. My annual text message from my friend John – “Jesus is on the loose!”  
 
 I’ve told about John’s text before, and a couple of years ago when he was here, 
Michael Snoddy told John how much he appreciated hearing about what he does. And 
now, he won’t stop, and it’s gotten more all-encompassing: On Christmas Eve, “Jesus is 
in the manger;” on Baptism of the Lord Sunday, “Jesus is in the water;” on Palm Sunday, 
“Jesus is on the donkey;” Maundy Thursday, “Jesus is at the table;” Good Friday, “Jesus 
is in the tomb;” and today, a bright text in my darkened room greeted me, “Jesus is on the 
loose!” 
 
 So, thanks, Michael, for encouraging him. I’ve given him your number. 
 
 But anyone who knows John knows that he rarely says or does anything, even his 
humor, that does not provoke more depth of thought, and his recurring texts, rehearsing 
where Jesus is as we tell Jesus’ story throughout the church year, really speak to me 
today as we stand together with the women at the empty tomb and hear these words: 
“Why do you look for the living among the dead?”  
 
 It’s only in Luke’s telling of the story that this question is posed, and it feels like a 
question not just for the women, but to all of us caught at the empty tomb bearing 
anointing oils and spices, expecting to find a corpse, and finding instead this bright 
message: “Jesus is on the loose!” 
 
 Why are you here, in this place of death, looking for one who is alive? 
 

The women’s answer to that question, if they had chosen to answer it in their terror 
at this vision, would have been fairly simple. They are there because they believe him to 
be dead. Jesus was hurriedly killed as the Sabbath was fast approaching. There was no 
time to properly prepare the body for burial. Joseph of Arimithea goes to Pilate to claim 
the body in an act of real courage. He places him in a tomb, and the women watch from a 
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distance. Now that they know where he is, they hurry home, and prepare for a proper 
burial.  
 

They plan no doubt to unwrap his hurriedly wrapped body, to anoint the body with 
spices and oils, and then carefully wrap it again. There he will lay until a later time, when 
they will come and gather his bones, placing them in an ossuary in a niche either there or 
in his hometown of Nazareth.  

 
But there’s a more fundamental reason why they are walking around among the 

graves that early morning. They are there because they forgot.  
 
Don’t blame them for forgetting. It’s easy to do. They have been through hell, 

these women. They witnessed the bloody deed, watched the beloved teacher be mauled 
by the twin powers of religion and Rome. It seemed like a final “no” to his sweeping 
“yes,” and so they forgot. 

 
I spoke several years ago with an Iraq war veteran who came back from that 

conflict, as so many did, with a host of problems caused primarily by post-traumatic 
stress disorder. He left for Iraq as a young man, a husband and father, a self-described 
gentle soul. He returned from Iraq with significant addictions, abused his wife and 
children, and ended up in jail. He described his unraveling life with this one phrase: “I 
forgot who I was.”  

 
It happens. We forget.  
 
I was on a flight to Austin several years ago in the window seat, and before I had 

time to get my earphones out and my book open, the universal plane language of “I don’t 
want to talk,” the woman on the aisle seat in my row leaned over to ask what I was doing 
in Austin. I have no one to blame but myself for what happened next. I could have said, 
“Just visiting,” or “business,” but, no, I said I was going to Austin Seminary, where I was 
in school. 

 
And it seems it is always the same response once they know you are a pastor. A 

quick mental recalculation of where this conversation is going, then a pained look, and 
the explanations. “I really need to get back in church. I was raised (Catholic, Baptist, 
Pentecostal, etc.), but then life happens, you know? Married, kids, everyone running in so 
many directions. It’s easy to, you know, get out of the habit.”  

 
I want to say, “It’s okay, you don’t have to explain. It’s easy to forget.” 
 



A journalist is killed in Northern Ireland and a peace that has held for twenty-one 
years is threatened. We forget. White nationalism is identified by the F.B.I. as a threat to 
the security of the United States on a par with ISIS. We forget. Someone does something 
to you and you carry the wound, and the resentment it causes, like a weight on your chest, 
refusing to forgive. We forget. You become consumed with striving, focused on success, 
and one day you look up and the little baby you swore you brought home just the other 
day is going out the door, on with his life, and you grieve all you missed along the way. 
We forget. And as we slept, after I thought all that needed to be named in this sermon 
today had been named, 207 killed in Sri Lanka in coordinated bombings in churches and 
hotels on Easter Sunday, while they worshiped and celebrated. We forget.  

 
There are so many ways we can forget, so many reasons for the forgetting. So yes, 

the women have been in the place of the dead, looking for the corpse. They have 
forgotten. 

 
But the angels do not scold. They invite them to remember. Remember what he 

said, back in Galilee. Remember that he told you all these things would happen.  
 
And they do. Thanks be to God, they do. That’s the miracle of Easter, then and 

now. 
 
Every week, we come to this place to remember who we are. We do that by telling 

the stories of Jesus. We hear of his birth, life, death, and resurrection. We listen to his 
teachings. But we do this not as a historical exercise; we do it because we believe he is on 
the loose, this same Jesus, and that he is working through us and inviting us to join him. 
So yes, Jesus is in the manger, and in the water, and at the table, and in the tomb, and on 
the loose. Throughout the year we locate him, see what he does, listen for what he says. 
When we see how he revealed God’s way to us then, we are ready to recognize him at 
work among us and in the world now. 

 
We are prone to forget, and so we need each other. We need to hear these stories 

because they are our stories. We need to be lifted into the presence of the angels who 
gently guide us again to the truth of who we are. We are these angels to one another, each 
time we remind each other, in story, song, teaching, service, and compassion, that he is 
not among the dead; he is alive. Remember what he said. Remember what he did. 

 
 Remember that Jesus heals. He doesn’t turn anyone away. Remember that when 
confronted with the pain of the world. Remember that Jesus loves all, not some, that there 
was no room in his heart for hate. Remember that the next time you encounter or are 
tempted by hate. Remember that Jesus gave voice to those who had no voice and cried 



out for the justice of God. Remember that when you observe injustice in the world. 
Remember that Jesus’ suffering is none other than the suffering of God with us, that he 
endured violence without engaging in violence. Remember that in these seething days. 
Remember that Jesus gave people hope. He was the pure reflection of the grace of God 
who is for us, and not against us, who created the world and redeems it in love. 
Remember that the next time you encounter cynicism in others or yourself.  
 
 Remember that this Jesus – the healing, loving, just, peaceful, hopeful Jesus – is on 
the loose. My friend John was onto something. As we remember where Jesus is and who 
Jesus is, we are encountered by him not among the dead, but among the living, here and 
now. When we remember, we become signs of resurrection in the world 
 
 I once was pastor to a man who lost his memory to the ravages of Alzheimer’s. His 
wife cared for him at home for as long as she could, and then for several more years went 
every day to the care facility, even though he eventually did not know her, or himself, or 
the life he had lived. When he died, she came to my office to talk about the funeral. She 
brought me two small slips of paper, with holes in the tops of them. She had gone to his 
work shed in the backyard and found these pieces of paper nailed to the wall. One was 
her name, the other a scripture. It seems that once he knew what was happening, he 
wanted to remember as long as he could the name of his wife, and the name of Jesus.  
 
 You never know what dark tomb you might find yourself rummaging around in in 
your forgetfulness. But thanks be to God, God does not forget. In the end, resurrection is 
not something we do; it is an act of God. It is God’s yes in the face of the world’s no, it is 
God’s life in the very teeth of death; it is God’s grace that never stops in its pursuit of us. 
This is the kind of news you can nail to the wall, so you will remember. 
 

The good news is that God is always working to bring life, even if we forget. And 
you never know when some shining angel just might get your attention and whisper in 
your ear – “Jesus is on the loose!” Christ is risen! He is risen indeed. Amen.  


