
EASTER, 2018, MARK 

 I don’t want to make anyone jealous, but while it was about 8 degrees at my house this 

morning and we continue to have snow in our forecast, by the end of this week, Phil and I will be 

in Washington, DC, where it is supposed to be in the 60s and we will most likely hit the peak of 

the cherry blossom season.  I have wanted to witness the cherry blossoms in bloom at our 

Nation’s Capital since reading about them in my Great Aunt Marion’s journal from the year of 

1931.  Marion, who was a young, single kindergarten teacher from Minneapolis, was having the 

time of her life that year, serving as a governess to President Herbert Hoover’s grandchildren and 

living in the White House—something most of us will never do!    As I read about her Easter in 

Washington, D.C., I read of huge crowds gathering outside the White House to hear the Marine 

Corps Band play, and of children roaming the White House lawn looking for Easter eggs and 

rolling them through the blades of grass in play.  I also read of visits to the near by parks to 

delight in the cherry trees in blossom.  Since reading about those flowering trees, I have longed 

to experience it myself.  

 But, I can’t help but think that our Easter this year—and many years--in Northern 

Minnesota seems a far cry from the one she enjoyed that year in Washington, D.C.  How could 

we possibly enjoy a leisurely afternoon outside listening to live music today, when we have cold 

winds and blustery weather?  And watching children search for Easter eggs among the crusty, 

dirty snow we have doesn’t sound too like much fun, either.  That’s why we did our 

congregational Easter egg hunt last Sunday indoors after the Palm Sunday pancake breakfast. 

And as for flowering trees in bloom at Eastertime?  Only in our dreams!  The only flower garden 

we get to experience is the one right here in our chancel area! 



 I admit I envy those folks who live in places where Mother Nature gives a giant boost to 

their celebration of Easter.  On the day we celebrate Resurrection, it would be so reassuring if we 

could see new life reflected in the natural world around us in the form of  colorful blossoms, new 

green leaves on trees, and the appearance of baby chicks or bunnies!  But that’s not going to 

happen for us, especially this year, with Easter coming relatively early on April 1. We will have 

to take Easter on faith.   

 Now maybe that’s a good thing for us to have to do; maybe that’s what all of us 

ultimately have to do, regardless of whether nature cooperates or not.  We exercise our spiritual 

muscle in proclaiming that God brings the gift of new life in the face of a world that still seems 

locked in cold weather and old ways.  Whatever the world around us looks like, claiming that 

Christ is risen, and that God has conquered death for us and invites us to celebrate new life in the 

Spirit, is always a bold and audacious claim.  Resurrection always seems to go against logic and 

experience.  That’s why belief is about faith rather than facts.  That’s what makes faith seem a 

little crazy in the eyes of the world.  In fact, there are times when it seems like you have to be 

some kind of fool to embrace an Easter faith. 

 If that’s true, we have the perfect day on which to do so, right?  I mean, it’s April Fools 

Day!  The last time this juxtaposition of Easter and April 1 occurred was in 1956, 62 years ago, 

so I would certainly be a fool if I didn’t take advantage of it.  The most obvious application of 

April Fools Day to the resurrection event of Easter is that God has the last laugh over sin, death, 

and the devil.  God plays an April Fool’s joke of cosmic significance.  When Christ is crucified 

on Good Friday, it appears the powers of evil and darkness have won.  God incarnate has been 

unjustly executed; greed, hunger for power, and violence have proven stronger than humility, 

kindness, and an all-inclusive love.  How Satan must have laughed as Christ died as a result of 



human brutality and fear and political manipulation.  Certainly Good Friday showcases humanity 

at our very worst.  And yet….on Easter Sunday, the tables are turned.  What seemed the defeat of 

all that was good, was in fact the means by which God would ultimately triumph; Christ is 

raised.  Sin, death, and the devil are overcome.  April Fools!  God has the last laugh.  

Resurrection is the final word.  And from that day to this, those of us who are willing to risk 

being fools for humility, for kindness, and for an all-inclusive love have been fools for Christ; 

fools for faith.  And given that all of us end up being fools or one sort or another in this broken 

world, isn’t being a fool for Christ actually a rather fine thing to be? 

 Let’s dig into our text from the gospel of Mark this morning to more fully understand the 

folly of our faith.  Our text this morning follows from the death of Jesus on the cross and his 

burial in the garden tomb, over which an immense stone has been rolled to seal and close it.  As I 

mentioned last Sunday, Mark is the earliest Gospel written, and he is an author who wastes no 

words; he gives us the shortest, most action based account of any of the four Gospels, and his 

account of the resurrection is no exception.  He gives it 8 verses and then signs off abruptly, 

leaving us with one of the most intriguing Biblical mysteries ever.  But, we’ll get there in a 

moment. 

 The story begins with three women at sunrise on the Sunday morning after the Friday on 

which Jesus was entombed.  Because he died and was buried close to Friday evening, and 

because Sabbath was observed from Friday evening through Saturday evening, this Sunday 

morning is the first opportunity these women have to complete some unfinished business.  And 

what business would that be?  The anointing of the body for burial.  Christ’s body was placed in 

the tomb in a hurry, not properly prepared according to the Jewish custom of the day, because of 

the onset of the Sabbath, when one does not work or touch dead bodies. So these three faithful 



women, who were also present at the crucifixion, have come to do a sad but necessary task, a 

final and pragmatic gesture of love for their Lord.  As they head towards the tomb, these 

practical women worry over a very practical concern: how will the enter the tomb to anoint the 

body?  That sealing stone is far beyond even their combined strength to move.  Maybe after all 

of this waiting and effort, they still will be unable to anoint the body! Their concern about 

completing this task turns out to be fully justified, but for an opposite reason: they can’t anoint 

the body because there is no body to anoint!  They can get into the tomb just fine; mysteriously 

the stone is already rolled away.  Access is no longer the issue; the availability of the body is 

now what confounds them.  Because Jesus is gone.  In his place in a mysterious young man, in 

white, which causes them considerable alarm.  Where is the body of Jesus and who is this 

mysterious young man in white?  The young man, understood by most to be an angelic figure, 

tells them not to be alarmed.  He also explains that Jesus has been raised.  He’s not there to be 

anointed.  In fact, he’s already going ahead of them  back up north to Galilee, and they should 

likewise head there in order to see him.  “Go, tell his disciples and Peter that he is going ahead of 

you”, the angel urges.  And the women’s response?  “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.”   

 That’s not how the story is supposed to end, is it?  And it isn’t how it ends in the other 3 

Gospels, where accounts of Jesus’ appearance after the resurrection are included.  But this is 

Mark, and he wastes no words.  He gives us action---we can imagine the women running for 

their lives, essentially, stricken with amazement and terror, far too shocked and afraid to share 

their witness with anyone. Because the story they have to tell is a fool’s story, it makes no sense, 

and who would believe them anyways? 



 And now we consider the nearly 2000 year old mystery of this ending of the Gospel of 

Mark.  Because that’s it.  The final words are, “they were afraid.”  The end.  What kind of an 

ending is that?  Now, if you look up this passage in various translations, some will include 

alternate endings, with footnotes attached, indicating that these alternate endings are most likely 

written by another hand some centuries after the fact, in order to round off the story more nicely.  

The vast majority of the best scholars have concluded that none of those alternate endings are 

genuine to the original historical manuscript of Mark.  And you don’t have to be a Biblical 

scholar to tell that, actually---if you read any of them, you can recognize quite easily that they 

are simply not the work of the same Gospel writer who wrote through verse 8.  Most of us could 

tell if Picasso tried to complete a work originally left unfinished by Rembrandt say; just not the 

same hand.  These alternate endings are likewise clearly not original.  But that leaves us with the 

mystery—did Mark intend to end this way?  Or was there an original ending that was lost?  Or 

did Mark have to leave off his intended ending, due to illness or death?  I don’t know.  Neither 

do you.  Neither does anyone.  As I said, it remains a fascinating riddle to this day.  It’s not 

problematic for our faith---the other 3 Gospels provide a much fuller account of what happened 

after the resurrection, so we don’t lack that.  It’s just that we may want to ponder what Mark is 

up to here, if this is, in fact, his intended ending.  He begins his Gospel by saying in chapter 1, 

verse 1, “The beginning of the good news about Jesus, the Messiah.”  So, it’s a clearly defined 

beginning.  Could it be that he leaves an open ended account to make the point that this is all still 

the beginning?  That the ending happens in the all the times, lives, and years that follow this 

entire beginning?  And if so, he helps us to appreciate this point:   the resurrection is not the end 

of the story.  We’re not supposed to linger at the empty tomb.   



 The women certainly didn’t linger there; they ran off in terror and amazement.  And quite 

evidently they did overcome their fear eventually to tell someone something, as even our 

presence here this morning 2000 years later would demonstrate.  But we might be tempted to 

linger there at the empty tomb, and here’s why.  It’s easy to get stuck trying to rationalize the 

resurrection event—analyzing and dissecting that resurrection event, until we both flatten all the 

mystery and wonder right out of it and find ourselves unable to move beyond it.  We linger at the 

empty tomb, trying to trade in our faith for certainty.  And those two are opposites.  Sometimes 

we get confused and think of doubt as the opposite of faith.  Not so.  Doubt is a component of 

faith.  Certainty is the opposite of faith.  Here’s why.  Faith  requires some risk, some 

imagination, a leap of trust.  Certainty requires none of those things, because it implies mental 

assent to a  reasonable and rational fact beyond all doubt, question, or mystery.  And so, 

ironically, having doubts is not at all a characteristic of an unfaithful Christian; but trading away 

your faith for a false certainty may be.  We cannot be certain, no matter how long we peer into 

the empty tomb.  This is a matter of faith, not certainty.  And the Gospels don’t over analyze it.  

The Gospels , particularly Mark, present the empty tomb as a given.  The tomb is empty.  Christ 

is risen.  Don’t linger to overthink it and try to turn it from a matter of faith into a matter of 

certainty.  That’s not the purpose of the empty tomb.  We aren’t told by the angelic figure to 

remain and analyze; we are told, in all the Gospels, to “go”.  Because in Mark, that’s what Jesus 

has done.  He’s already ahead of the disciples, on the road to Galilee.  Which makes all the sense 

in the world, when you think about it, because God’s Spirit is always on the move, ahead of us, 

and we are always trying to catch up with what the Spirit is already up to, within us and around 

us.   



 It would be easier, wouldn’t it, if resurrection was about certainty, rather than faith?  It 

would easier if we could just stay at the empty tomb, thinking and analyzing without moving on.  

It would be easier if we had cherry blossoms cascading around our church today, as a reminder 

from nature that new life can come out of what looks dead.  Or more realistically in our locale, 

perhaps apple tree blossoms or lilacs in bloom.   All of that would be easier and lovely, and none 

of that is what we have.  We instead have to exercise our spiritual muscle a bit and take a leap of 

faith.  We have three women who can’t anoint the corpse, because the dead one is raised and 

absent.  We have an empty tomb and an angelic messenger.  We have the biggest and best April 

Fool’s joke ever as God has the last laugh over sin, death, and the devil after all.  We have a 

Christ who has gone before us, as God always does, inviting us to follow along and catch up with 

an ever active Spirit who is up to resurrection in this world.   That’s what we have.  That’s all we 

need.  And it’s more than enough!  Enough to make us all fools for the risen Christ, following on 

the road behind Him, discovering signs of resurrection all around us, and becoming a part of the 

way God intends to bring new life and wholeness out of all that has been dead and broken.  

Whether we have snow or cherry blossoms, and whether we are doubtful or confident,  joyful or 

struck dumb with fear and amazement, we are Easter people.  We have faith that God can bring 

life out of death.  We are fools for Christ. Amen.  

  

  


