4-12-09
Easter Sunday

! Corinthians 15:1-11

Mark 16:1-8

Dear friends in Christ, grace and peace. Amen

Terror and amazement.
These were the 2 words he used to describe what had just happened.

As I sat in his living room all I could do was listen.

His name is Jim and the story he shared with me is true. He gave me permission to share it publically. I met him for the first time a week ago this past Thursday.

Jim died in an emergency room at a local hospital due to pulmonary failure – he was not breathing. And today he is alive.
The skilled people in the ER were able to resuscitate him – bring him back to life. I don’t know how long he was gone.
Jim wanted to share his experience with me – he wanted to tell me what he saw and felt and heard.

He saw the people working on his body as he looked down at his body but he couldn’t see their faces – their bodies were outlined in a bright light.
He saw and felt an incredibly white, intense light that he described as being so bright that it would have blinded human eyes but was warm and embracing and incredibly beautiful. He kept telling me how wonderful the light was and how it surrounded him.
He also described the terror of feeling intense pain from head to toe and the despair he felt as he heard voices crying out in terror and pain from what he said was the other side – the place he didn’t want to go and he pleaded with God saying he didn’t want to go there.

It was quite amazing to listen and see the wonder on his face as he described it for me.

And I believe him – I do not doubt his experience and what he saw and felt and heard.

As amazing as his story is; I do not need it to believe that death is not the end; that there is more beyond the grave. 

As amazing as his story is – it simply confirms for me what I already know and confess and believe.
The women; Mary Magdalene, Mary the mother of James, and Salome went to the tomb early on the morning of the first day of the week. 
They go to the tomb covered by death. They go ready and prepared to anoint a dead body with the proper spices.
They go to the tomb having witnessed the horrible and cruel end of Jesus’ life; their beloved master and teacher.  And as they went to the tomb early in the morning, at first light on the first day of the week, they were thinking of nothing but what they had lost.
They are no different than you or me. 

When our losses are deep and profound.

When we get up each day covered with death.
That is all we think about and that is all we feel.
The good news for the women is that they had something to do.

They had a ritual that needed to be performed and I suspect that alone was helpful to them in their grief. They had a body to prepare. This was their expectation.
And very early on the first day of the week, when the sun had risen, they went to the tomb. They 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.
The women had expectations as they went to the tomb and when they get to the tomb, they do not find what they expected. 
When they did not see what they expected to see terror and amazement seized them.
When they heard what they did not expect to hear, terror and amazement seized them.

When terror and amazement seized them, they fled from to tomb and said nothing to anyone, for they were afraid.

Mark tells us the story of the first Easter morning unlike Matthew, Luke or John – it is refreshingly honest – this strange reaction by the women – terror and amazement and silence. 
But maybe it’s not so strange; perhaps terror and amazement are held in tension; one with the other. Not unlike belief and unbelief. 
It is easy to go back and forth between the two – at times convinced and confident in the promise of new life and at times filled with doubt and uncertainty about the whole thing. 
The tension we feel can be so strong that we often fall back into that default position of playing God for ourselves and trying to take control of all of life. And it just doesn’t work. 
Terror and amazement can seal our lips and create silence within us but life always comes out. Easter always follows Good Friday. Just as God raised Jesus from the dead so too does God have his way with us.
There is nothing that could have prepared the women for what they found that morning. Their world was grief and loss and profound sadness and they were simply trying to control what they could; get the spices - anoint the body - weep at the tomb.
But as they left the empty tomb in terror and amazement, as they got over the shock of what they had seen or more importantly, didn’t see – I imagine that the words of the young man dressed in white who was sitting on the right side came back 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.” 
As the women recalled these words – as these words became clear in their hearts;

I suspect the terror began to turn to amazement and the amazement to joy and the joy into anticipation of seeing Jesus alive again. 
He is going ahead of you; there you will see him, just as he told you.
This is the Easter promise.

This is God’s word to you and me today.

That whatever you fear about tomorrow has been swallowed up in victory because;

He is ahead of you – he is risen – and you will see him.
That whatever holds you back in terror will be turned to amazement and whatever sin you continue to carry has been put to death on the cross because;
He is ahead of you - he is risen – and you will see him.
The silence is broken. Let the world shout out in praise;
Alleluia, Christ is risen – he is risen indeed.

Thanks be to God. Amen
