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Rev. Brian Erickson 
Easter 2015 
Mark 16:1-8 
 
These are the women who watched Jesus die.   
 
And ever since then, they have been waiting for the chance to do what they did not have 
time to do on Friday.  To bury him properly.  To give him the funeral he deserves. 
 
There are no morticians in the first century, so it is up to the loved ones to make sure that 
the body is attended to, that it is bathed in strong smelling perfume so that it won’t stink like 
death.  It is up to the women, and so as soon as the sun rises on the first day of the week, 
when the city is still asleep, they meet each other on the road and set out for the graveyard. 
 
They walk along the dark streets of Jerusalem, not saying a word, until one of them stops 
mid-step and said, “How will we even move the door to the tomb?” 
 
Conveniently enough, when they get to the graveyard, the stone has been rolled away for 
them.  No offense to the women, but this is where I might begin to have some concerns. 
 
But not these ladies.  Grief is exhausting, but it also gives you a certain strength you didn’t 
know you had, and so they march right into the grave itself. 
 
They go in looking for a body, but there is no body.   
 
This raises a couple of issues.  We’ll begin with the practical ones.  Here they are with all 
these burial spices, all these funeral perfumes, and there is no dead body to anoint.  It’s a 
funeral, but the deceased has failed to show up. 

 
But my guess is that the practical obstacles are not at the forefront of their minds in that 
moment.  Graveyards are creepy places, a stone has been rolled away, and they cannot find 
the star of the funeral.  There is the sheet we wrapped him in, so we’re in the right place, but 
that’s not really that comforting at this point. 

 
Frankly, I am already alarmed by these early details, but there is even more.  There is 
somebody there.  In the tomb.  A young man in a white robe.  In a tomb.  This is not creepy 
at all.  Mark says they were “alarmed,” I might choose a stronger word. 
 
Now, you and I know what happened, you have had Easter on your calendar for weeks now, 
you knew when you got up this morning that he was risen, that he is alive, but take a 
moment and put yourself in their place.  Their calendars don’t say “Easter,” they just say 
Sunday, and they didn’t come for a resurrection, they came for a funeral and a pretty 
fundamental component of a funeral is someone needs to be dead.  And nice people don’t 
hang out in tombs.   
 
But here is a young man in a robe, and he is talking to them. 
 

“Don’t be afraid.  He is risen.”   
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Now those are two statements that don’t go together.  Dead bodies becoming alive again is 
generally a cause for concern. 
 
The guy in the white robe who hangs out in tombs tells the women to go and tell the 
disciples where to meet Jesus, that he’s gone before them to Galilee, but they’re not really 
listening at this point.   
 
In fact, it says they just ran and said nothing:   

“So they went out and fled from the tomb, for terror and amazement had seized them; and they said 
nothing to any one, for they were afraid.” 

 
Easter is basically a funeral gone terribly wrong.  The body is missing.  Some strange guy is 
hanging out in the tomb.  The mourners leave the cemetery scared to death.  And Mark 
makes it worse by not really finishing the story.  This would be a great time to tie up some 
loose ends, to script out the happy ending.  But not in Mark. 
 
In Mark’s gospel, Jesus makes no appearance, there is no Great Commission, no walking 
through walls, no doubting Thomas, just an empty tomb and a whole lot of confusion.  
Mark’s gospel ends with the women coming to the tomb, hearing instructions from angels, 
and then running off to hide.  
 
And it’s not just that Mark doesn’t seem to know how to end a story, because Greek is 
obviously not his first language, his grammar is even poor. The literal translation of the last 
verse is “…and no one nothing they told, they were afraid for.”  It’s like rural Etowah 
County: “They said nuthin’ to nobody,” meets Yoda from Star Wars: “…afraid they were 
for.” 
 
That gave all the early Christian English majors panic attacks, so in the centuries after Mark 
wrote his gospel, the church went back and added some extra verses, to make it end a little 
better.  By the way, those extra verses that were added later include the stuff about handling 
snakes, so in terms of helpfulness to the cause, thanks but no thanks. 
 
Most translations do provide those extra verses after verse 8, though, to give you some 
closure that Mark does not provide.  We can’t have people thinking that this is the way the 
story ends.  But Mark says it ends here: “No one nothing they told, they were afraid for.” 
 
Some women showed up for church that Sunday in their Easter heels and bonnets, found 
the tomb empty, and ran off scared, saying nothing to nobody. 
 
The appropriate response on Easter Sunday, according to Mark, is freaking out, and not 
saying anything.  Y’all aren’t running, and I’m still talking, so I figure we’ve blown it. 
 
This is typically the largest attended Sunday of the year, and then next week is one of the 
worst.  I have a lot of guesses as to why that is. 
 
Some of you just can’t stand church, but you’ll put up with it today in order to eat Easter 
lunch with the family and take a few pictures, it’s slightly better than a hostage situation.  



 3 

You’ll stand when we tell you to stand, you’ll sit when everyone else sits, but it doesn’t mean 
you have to get anything out of it. 
 
In your mind, at best, Easter is like some religious fable, where the moral of the story is that 
life goes on and when we die we’ll go to heaven, that good wins and love wins and 
everybody ought to get along.   
 
At worst, this is an elaborate hoax or a misunderstanding, some superstitious myth that has 
somehow lasted a few thousand years but now we are enlightened and we have science and 
medicine and the internet and we know how stuff works and this is all just an antiquated 
nonsense perpetuated by Christians who don’t know how to think for themselves. 
 
You’ll listen patiently as the guy in the white robe tells you that he’s risen, but that doesn’t 
mean you have to believe him. 
 
And then you’ll run off until next year, or maybe Christmas, and you won’t say nothing to 
nobody. 
 
Some of you will come back next week, and a little part of you, in the very dark recesses of 
your mind, will be glad all these visitors are gone, because one of them is sitting in your seat 
right now, and you had to park in rural Etowah County this morning, and you can barely pay 
attention to the sermon because how can you listen to the sermon when you can’t even sit in 
the seat God ordained for you from the beginning of the world? 
 
And so, when you have a chance to invite someone to church, you will think about your seat, 
and your routine, and your friends at the church, and a part of you will worry if you invite 
too many people, it will just get too big and then it won’t be the same, so I just won’t say 
nothing to nobody. 
 
After all, it’s biblical, right?  Mark says that’s what these women did.   
 
They had no business following angel’s instructions.  They were women living in first 
century Jewish culture, they couldn’t vote, they couldn’t own property, they couldn’t even be 
witnesses in court.  If a woman can’t even be a witness in a legal proceeding, who in their 
right mind is going to believe a woman saying that the tomb is empty, that angels are 
showing up everywhere, and that He is risen?  Better to say nothing to nobody. 
 
And let’s give these women some credit.  When all the male disciples were hiding out from 
the authorities, afraid that the next crucifixion was going to be their own, these women were 
at the cross on Friday.  We can’t forget that. 
 
These were the only people brave enough to be associated with their Lord when things went 
south.  They were the ones who wept and prayed and begged God to do something, to save 
Jesus from this terrible fate.  They watched him suffer, they watched him as his breaths got 
shorter and shorter and then stopped altogether. 

 
These are not cowardly, weak women we’re talking about.  They are the ones who help take 
his body down from the cross, who kept their composure as the nails were pried from his 
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wrists and his ankles, as those beautiful hands that healed so many draped lifelessly from his 
corpse. 

 
They are the ones who rush his body to the tomb before sundown, unable to do any 
preparation for his burial, unable to honor him the way he deserves.  They are the ones who 
don’t realize until they get home that evening that his blood is still on their hands. 
 
And they have been waiting for 39 hours until the time when they could come and finish 
what they couldn’t do on Friday.  They are here to tend to unfinished business.  
 
It would be one thing if they came to the tomb and the angel told them, “His memory lives 
on in you.”  Or “His spirit will be just fine.”  Or “He died, but he went to be with God.”  
Those statements would be comforting, like a Hallmark card from heaven. 
 
But that’s not what they get.  “He is risen.”   
 
Let’s be clear, this is not a story about Jesus’ spirit still being alive, and so we shouldn’t be 
afraid to die, because our spirit will be fine.  That’s not so scary.  This is “show up at the 
funeral home to find out the casket is split in half and the body is up and walking around.”  
Of course they run.  Of course they don’t know what to say. 
 
What was dead on Friday is alive on Sunday.  What was lost on Friday is lifted up on Sunday 
by God Himself. 
 
This is the Easter story.  It’s not a metaphor, it’s not the Christianized version of what other 
religions also teach about life after death.  This is the death of death. 
 
And here is the thing.  If Jesus is alive on that first Easter Sunday, He is just as alive today. 
It’s a message we still can’t really stomach.  It is too good to be true, so we cover it up like 
we always do with our little holiday traditions.  Too hard to believe in a resurrected Savior, 
so we’ll spend our time talking about covert bunnies secretly depositing stashes of high 
fructose corn syrup in the yard. 

 
 We’ll get all dressed up and we’ll have the family over for a meal, we’ll show up for church 
and hear what we expect to hear, if we listen at all.  We will walk to the tomb, loaded down 
with burial supplies, expecting to find things just the way we left them on Friday. 
 
But what I want to know is what happens if this morning you find resurrection?  What 
happens if you came here this morning for business as usual, your heart just brimming with 
low expectations, your heart loaded down with death, and God has emptied the tomb? 
 
That’s why these women freak out.  That’s why they run.  That’s why they said nothing to 
nobody, at least at first.  While Mark tells us the women said nothing, that’s only partly true. 
 
We only know this story because at some point, like good Easter people, they raised their 
voices.  And if the women don’t go and tell?  Easter doesn’t happen. 
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I know what you’re thinking, the women didn’t really do the important part of Easter, I 
mean, the important part of Easter was Jesus being raised from the dead.   God does the 
resurrection.   
 
But Easter is about the resurrection being told.  Easter that is not shared is not Easter at all.  
 
God could’ve written something in the sky.  He could’ve burned a message in the stars, he 
could’ve spoken from a cloud, he could’ve just not worried about telling anybody else what 
He had done.  But that would not be Easter.  Easter takes God doing resurrection, and 
people telling about it.  Do not be afraid.  Go and tell. 
 
We tell this story this morning and I am up here preaching about it some two thousand years 
later in a white robe because at some point, they realized they couldn’t help but tell what 
they had seen, even if everyone they told wrote them off as crazy. 
 
So in honor of those women speaking their heart, can I be honest with you for a moment?  I 
am not here this morning because I want you to be a member of this church, I don’t 
especially care about that.  I am not here this morning because it’s my job and there’s 
nothing else I could do with my life other than stand in front of people and tell stories about 
God.  I am not here this morning to try and sell you something you don’t really want to buy. 
 
I am here this morning because I believe them.  I believe what those women saw.   
 
Look, I am a realistic enough person to know I am not going to see some of you again.  
Others of you I might see at Christmas, or maybe this time next year.   In the end, nothing I 
can say can make you change what you think, but can I leave you with this news? 
 
God so loved the world that He sent His son to take on human flesh, to wear our skin.  
Jesus was not just a good teacher or an inspirational healer or a miracle worker or even just a 
good religious person—in fact, he annoyed the religious folks a lot.  He was God and human, 
somehow at the same time. 

 
He did not come just to teach us about the ways of God, or just to see what it might be like 
to be human, He came to bring news that we could never have figured out on our own: that 
God loves us, that God will break down any barrier that keeps us from Him.  And on Friday, 
because of that message, we nailed Jesus to the cross.  We humiliated and spat on him and 
taunted him and stripped him naked and gambled for his clothes.  We pierced him with nails 
and a spear, we gave him vinegar to drink, and we did all of this to God’s own Son. 

 
And then we thought it was over.  But today, when some women went to finish the funeral, 
Jesus had called the whole thing off.  Because Jesus didn’t just come back to life, he undid 
death.  He broke it. 

 
It’s not that his spirit just ascended to heaven and we still believe he can hear us, it’s not that 
his legacy lives on or his memory is important to us—his broken body got up and walked 
out of a tomb and will never die again, and he told us that if we believe in him, this is what 
waits for us. 
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God is taking back the creation He made.  He is making all things new.  And that same Jesus, 
the very same one who failed to show up for his own funeral, is alive now.  And he wants to 
make you new.  Inside and out, but you’re going to have to trust what you haven’t seen.  
 
I am here this morning because that tomb is empty, and if God brought Jesus back from the 
dead, He will do that for every one of us that lets Christ into our hearts.  If that tomb is 
really empty, if He is really alive, then He is here with us this morning.  Jesus is on the loose. 
 
And that’s what Mark wants us to see.  It’s not that Mark doesn’t know how to end a story.  
It’s that he doesn’t want to end it.  The resurrection is a beginning.  He doesn’t want us to 
read it, we’re not just listening to someone else’s story, we are characters in it now.   
 
You don’t so much celebrate Easter as you experience it, Mark says. 
Mark wants us to stand breathless at the tomb, Mark wants us to listen to the angel, Mark 
wants us to watch those women run off in their Easter heels, Mark wants us to be stuck in 
this story with no resolution whatsoever, a resurrected Lord on the loose, the question of 
faith before us, and to ask ourselves, “What do we do now?”  What do we do now?” 
 
Well, I can’t answer that question for you, but I am here this morning because I believe it, 
and I had to say something to somebody. 
 


