Easter Sermon

4-8-07

Luke 24:1-12

Dear friends in Christ, grace and peace. Amen

But on the first day of the week, at early dawn, they came to the tomb, taking the spices that they had prepared.
I can’t read the beginning of this story without thinking of all the times I have walked to a grave site with a family. It is always a solemn walk – few words are spoken – death is on everyone’s mind and heart as you walk that walk – a loved one is gone.
It is important for us to remember that the women who make their way to the tomb of Jesus on the first day of the week are in deep grief. It had been two days since the crucifixion of their beloved Jesus. He was laid in the tomb just before the Jewish Sabbath began on Friday evening. 

They worshipped on Saturday. I wonder if they read any lament psalms as they worshipped. I suspect it was a long day – the day after the death of Jesus.

The narrative tells us they were prepared when they went out to the tomb. They were prepared to anoint the body but they weren’t prepared to deal with the stone.
The stone was large, heavy – it was something beyond their ability and strength to deal with.
There is of course much in each of our lives that fits that description – things that are large, heavy and very often beyond our ability and strength to deal with.

There isn’t a person here this morning that can’t come up with a list of things going on in his or her life that would fit this description. Perhaps that is part of the reason you are here today.

You need to hear the story once more.

You need to hear for yourself that when the women get to the tomb of Jesus they do indeed find the stone but not the body. The stone has been moved. They don’t know how but they see with their own eyes it is moved and they go into the tomb and do not find the body.

While they were perplexed about this, and it is not difficult to think about how perplexed they were - suddenly two men in dazzling clothes stood beside them. The women were terrified and bowed their faces to the ground, but the men said to them, “Why do you look for the living among the dead? 
The question lets the cat out of the bag – the question answers the question about the stones- what are we going to do about them? 
How can we move them?
He is not here, but has risen. Remember how he told you.

and returning from the tomb, they told all this to the eleven and to all the rest.Then they remembered his words, 
This is what the church does – it remembers that the women on the first Easter found the stone but not the body. I am fascinated with the unbelief of the disciples when the women return and tell them what has happened - But these words seemed to them an idle tale, and they did not believe them. 
It is no different for the church today – many consider this an idle tale – yet the church, like these first women keeps telling this story. 
The church keeps acting out this story in daily life – keeps going out into a world filled with large and heavy stones with this story; he is not here, he is risen, just as he told you.
I, along with every pastor in our synod recently received an electronic letter from our Bishop Peter Rogness. In the letter he shares a story about one of our churches in St. Paul that is about the business of moving stones.
Sean Whelan serves as pastor at North Immanuel Lutheran Church on St. Paul’s north end. He called the Bishop and left him a message - “We’re three blocks from the house where the three murders happened last week, and some of the family have been here in the past. Doesn’t seem right to simply have church as usual. 
I’ve suggested to the congregation president that we begin worship here, but then all process to the house for the rest of the service. Any chance you’re free and could come with us?” 
The Bishop was free and he joined the faithful at North Emmanuel for worship the next morning. 

As the service began, Sean explained what would happen. We’d worship up until the reading of the gospel, then process three blocks to the house. I said it was just like going to visit someone who had suffered loss, just being with them, trusting that God could use our presence. 
Weather cooperated, and we gathered in the street in front of the cordoned-off home. The gospel was read. The verse from the day’s psalm was repeated at the church and again at the home: “Those who sow in tears will reap with songs of joy.” There were prayers, singing, meditation, silence. 

Sean, still vested, stood on the curb and led worship. Neighbors began to come out of their homes. 
In a silent moment, I heard one who had joined us calling someone else on a cell phone, “Come now. There’s a church here in the street doing church.” 
The tension and pain of the recent events were visible in their tears as they stood around the edges, holding each other. In the passing of the peace, we learned that the murdered woman’s sister and daughter were among those who gathered with us. Sean has been with them again during this week, and helped lead the funeral. 

As we walked back to the church one member said “Too bad Channel 5 wasn’t there so that we’d get some publicity for the church!” I said I thought it was better this way—no publicity stunt, just witness and caring, and he quickly agreed. 
Those people, in pain though they were, hadn’t gone to church that morning, so the church, being the church, went to them. 
They went to the tomb on the first day of the week and found the stone but not the body. 
Jesus was alive, on the curb, in front of that house on the north side of the city.

This is one story - what I would call a resurrection story – an Easter story - repeated literally thousands of times each week around the world – repeated right here in this community.

The good news that out of death comes life – the power of the resurrection that brings us out of the tomb.

This is why you’ve come – to see it for yourself – to hear it for yourself.

The church of Jesus Christ remembering His words;

Living His words

He is not here - he is risen – thanks be to God. Amen
