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 Each one of us has experienced death of some sort in the past year. Some of us have experienced 

the death of family members from Covid-19. Some of us have experienced at least a temporary end to 

our jobs as we knew them. Some of us have lost a year in school with our classmates. Some of us have 

lost a year or more of singing in a choir or playing in the community orchestra. Some of us have lost a 

year of meeting up with our friends once a week or a year of visits with our grandchildren. In the past 

year we have all had some sort of experience of great loss. In some ways, our losses have been a sort of 

death. 

 Twelve years ago I was working full-time as a chaplain at a very large hospital. One of the 

things I learned is that death is always happening; death is part of life. Four and five and six years ago 

my father, and then my mother, and then my wife died. One of the things I learned is that death can 

come at anytime; our lives are very fragile. 

 So we are in constant need of a new birth of life in our lives. We are in continuous need of the 

resurrecting power of God’s love. We are in daily need for our lives to be resurrected by God. We are 

in desperate need for our selves to be changed by God. 

 So we read, once again, this story of the resurrection from the Gospel of Mark. I love this story. 

This is the primal story of our faith, this story of the resurrection from the Gospel of Mark. 

 Let’s consider some of the circumstances for the Easter Story in Mark’s Gospel. Each one of the 

Gospel stories has a slightly different framing for the telling of the story. Mark’s Gospel was the first of 

the existing versions of the story. It was first told during a time of chaos and disruption in the Ancient 

Mediterranean world. Nero was the emperor. Nero was an immature, impulsive ruler. It seems likely 

that he ordered his troops to secretly set fire to portions of the city of Rome in order to clear the way 

for a top-down rebuilding of the city. Just a few years before the time of Mark’s Gospel, while Nero 

was conveniently out of the city, a large number of fires led to the destruction of more than half of the 

city. Nero placed the blame on minority groups, perhaps Jews or early groups of Christians, for setting 

the fires. The chaos and climate of violence and accusations was not limited to Rome. During the time 

of the creation of Mark’s Gospel, Roman troops had been fighting with Jews in Jerusalem for four 

years. During the battle, the Temple in Jerusalem, the only temple of the Jewish people, was destroyed. 

 So I imagine Mark’s Gospel being told like a story that is told in darkness and in secret. Perhaps 

it was told to small groups of people, listening in the quiet darkness, sitting around a small fire in a 

deserted location.  

 And this is how Mark’s story ended: 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 laid 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. 

 This is how Mark’s story ends: they said nothing to anyone, for they were afraid. In the 

centuries since Mark’s story was first told, priests and other churchy people have added additional 

verses to attempt to explain what happened next. In doing so, they miss the point of the story. 

 The point of the story is that this how resurrection happens. This is how God saves us. This is 

what it looks like as God is resurrecting our lives. This is what it looks like when we are being changed 

by God’s power.  

 We are like Mary Magdelene, and Mary, the mother of Jesus, and Salome. We experience 

terrible, unexpected losses, in ways that are at least a bit similar to what they experienced. We are fired 

after giving our best effort at the job for five or ten or twenty years. We become estranged from our 



children or parents, and we don’t see or hear from them for decades. Our loved ones die in our arms. 

We experience death. 

 Then something that is even more unexpected than death happens to us. We are like the women, 

making our way to the graveyard early in the morning. One thing they do not expect at all is for the 

tomb to be empty. So they see the empty tomb and they are not filled with joy. They are alarmed. They 

are filled with terror and confusion.  

 It is the same way for us. After the death, after the loss, after years of disability or alcohol or 

drug abuse or separation, we are given a new possibility in our lives. We are given the option of a 

different ending for the story. Often we respond the same way the women responded at the first Easter. 

We are afraid. We are confused. We run away. 

 Let’s think for another minute about the creation of the ending of Mark’s story. Mark’s Gospel 

was the first Gospel, the first story of Jesus life and death, the first story of the resurrection. Mark’s 

Gospel is the shortest Gospel by far. For many years I thought that Mark’s story was just simple and 

basic. I thought of Mark’s Gospel as the unadorned version of the story. I thought he was just giving us 

the barebones. I thought of Mark as the Gospel writer who didn’t have a heavy duty agenda or a 

specific purpose in mind. 

 As usual, I was a bit wrong about that, especially here at the end of the story. Mark tells his 

story the way he does for a purpose. In order to understand Mark’s purpose, consider what goes 

through your mind as you hear these last verses of his story. But the young man 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 laid 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. 

 I don’t know what you are thinking as you hear these words, but in my mind I am saying, “Hey! 

guys; the story isn’t over.” “Mary, and Mary and Salome, just sit down and gather your strength and 

your thoughts for a few minutes. Do you see even a hint of the new possibility God is creating in your 

life in this moment?” 

 And, at the risk of being way too preachy, I say the same thing to you. I say it to myself almost 

every day. When you and I are experiencing the death or the loss I say to us, “The story is not over. 

God isn’t done with us yet.” Eventually you and I come to the place that is very much like the empty 

tomb. It is not a place of triumph. It is not a place where there are trumpets playing. It is not a place 

where there is a great choir singing and Easter lilies blooming. 

 You and I come to our place that is like the empty tomb. It is a place of ...emptiness. It is a place 

of fear and confusion. It is a place of change. It is a place of hope, remembering that hope is not a 

feeling of confidence; hope is an orientation to the present moment that is open to the unexpected 

possibility of life. 

 When you and I come to the place of the empty tomb we feel afraid and confused. And I will 

say to you as I have said to myself, “Please take a deep breathe. Just sit down and gather your strength 

and your thoughts for a few minutes. Please open your eyes and try to catch a glimpse of the new 

possibility God is creating in your life in this moment.” And I mean, in this moment! 

 I say this to you because when we come face to face with that place that is like the empty tomb, 

we are in the place when we are most likely to experience the resurrection. When we come to that place 

of confusion and emptiness, we are in the place where we might be changed and find new life in God. 

When we come to that place of fear, we are in the place where we might experience the resurrecting 

power of God’s love. 

 When you come to the place of the empty tomb, do not be surprised when there are no trumpets 

playing and there are no flowers blooming. This is the place of the resurrection. This is the story of our 

faith. This is the story of the resurrecting power of God’s love. 


