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Luke 24:1-12 
 
24 But on the first day of the week, at early dawn, they went to the tomb, taking the spices that they had prepared. 2 They 

found the stone rolled away from the tomb, 3 but when they went in they did not find the body.[a] 4 While they were 

perplexed about this, suddenly two men in dazzling clothes stood beside them. 5 The women[b] were terrified and bowed 

their faces to the ground, but the men[c] said to them, “Why do you look for the living among the dead? He is not here but 

has risen.[d] 6 Remember how he told you, while he was still in Galilee, 7 that the Son of Man must be handed over to the 

hands of sinners and be crucified and on the third day rise again.” 8 Then they remembered his words, 9 and returning from 

the tomb they told all this to the eleven and to all the rest. 10 Now it was Mary Magdalene, Joanna, Mary the mother of 

James, and the other women with them who told this to the apostles. 11 But these words seemed to them an idle tale, and 

they did not believe them. 12 But Peter got up and ran to the tomb; stooping and looking in, he saw the linen cloths by 

themselves; then he went home, amazed at what had happened.  

 If the flowers and the trumpet blasts have lifted you up in praises and now you are settling in for the sermon, 

with a bit of, maybe disappointment is too strong a word (or not), but a bit of steely resolution or active listening or 

bulletin doodling or whatever gets you through the sermon part of the service. Let’s face it, Easter sermons are hard. The 

expectations are high. I once had a congregation member (somewhere not to be named) pull me aside right before going 

out to lead the worship service one Easter say to me, ‘no pressure, but there are way more people out there than when you 

normally preach, so I hope you have prepared something good to say.’ Not quite as bad as the anxiety producing dream 

that occurs every couple of years when I rise to take my place in the pulpit and at that very moment realize my sermon 

did not make it with me.  

Easter is a big event. We want the fireworks. We want to feel miraculous and caught up in this explosive 

resurrection ourselves. This week I happened to hear an advertisement for Easter at a certain megachurch that also has its 

own Sirius XM radio channel and a charismatic pastor with nice teeth and hair, who said that Easter is about accepting 

and discovering that the power of the resurrection is in each of us, coursing through us, and Easter was about channeling 

into that resurrection power we have within. Find your inner resurrection.  I thought for a second and wished that that 

perfect-haired XM radio station preacher had been my high school football coach rather than the one I had; my coach’s 

motivational speeches were lame in comparison. If he had told us the power of the resurrection is within us I am pretty 
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sure we would have won more games than we did. Wouldn’t it be great if Easter was about a big powerful motivational 

speech that sends us out there to win some games and kick some butt in the name of Jesus. What good is Easter if it can’t 

fire us up, and up and up and up and up? 

Several years ago, preaching professor Tom Long told the story of a Sunday morning in a certain church when 

after the gospel lesson had been read and the minister about to begin the sermon, ‘a stranger seated in the balcony stood 

up and interrupted the service. ‘I have a word from the Lord,’ he shouted. Heads whipped around, and ushers bounded up 

the stairs’ to find out what was going on. The ushers to entice the guest back outside onto the street ‘before he could 

elaborate further on just what ‘word’ he had been given.’ Long reminds us though that week after week and Sunday after 

Sunday, ministers of the gospel stand in pulpits in churches all over the land and say the very same words, ‘I have a word 

from the Lord!’ Yet no alarms sound, no one is all that astonished, and no ushers charge the pulpit to escort us out onto 

the street. But then Long reminds us that in our passage today from Luke’s resurrection account, ‘it is somewhat 

reassuring to realize that the first Christian sermon ever preached did not register high on the Richter scale either.’ The 

women who returned from the cemetery came back with some pretty astonishing news, news we have called out in 

worship this morning: ‘The tomb is empty; Christ is risen!’ Instant gratification? Fireworks? Disciples taking it to the 

streets ready to integrate their faith and action? The response? Tom Long offers a variety of translations from ours here in 

Luke ‘an idle tale, or ‘empty talk,’ a ‘silly story,’ ‘a foolish yarn,’ ‘utter nonsense,’ or ‘sheer humbug.’1 Now those are words 

that can make me feel a little more akin to my preaching. Lowered expectations. Cut down to size. Some idle yapping.  

The fact that these first preachers were women is sometimes offered as a reason for the disbelief of the disciples, 

but I wonder if there were other reasons as well. Episcopal writer and preacher Fleming Rutledge writes that ‘when the 

women went to the tomb on the morning of the third day, they knew that death could not be fixed. They knew it was out 

of their control. They were carrying perfumes and spices’2…they were in full mourning mode and they were not prepared 

to look beyond the world of decay, cause and effect, common sense, and the way things are always supposed to happen. 

So why would the disciples act any different on hearing this news. It goes against all natural processes. All that medicine 

and science and pure reason and common sense can teach us. The best we can do is try and turn resurrection into a ‘vague 

doctrine of natural immortality that we celebrate once a year when the flowers come out again and the butterflies 

emerge,’3 but if that were all resurrection is, why would the women at the tomb have been so surprised by it, why would 
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those disciples thought it so far-fetched when hearing the women’s account? If it were just about butterflies and the rite 

of spring, then the resurrection of Jesus Christ wouldn’t be so hard to fathom right?  

Fleming Rutledge reminds us that in this resurrection story from Luke, but in all the stories whether we are 

reading Matthew or Mark or John, none of the accounts tell us how this occurrence happened. We are process people. 

We are control people. We are Zapruder footage people. We want to see all the angles, all the film, all the explanations. 

Make it make sense. But Rutledge reminds us that ‘we search the New Testament in vain for a description (explanation) 

of the Resurrection itself,’ and in her view, ‘God intended it that way….it was never meant for it to be within our [realm] 

of comprehension. It is out of our range of understanding,’ she declares, ‘because it comes from another sphere of reality.’4 

Idle tale. Nonsense. Too much. Out of control. A dead lifeless body is suddenly set loose. God breathes life out of nothing 

into crucified and dead Jesus, vindicating his humanity and invading our world with resurrection power. These are not 

strange or out of character reactions to Christ’s resurrection, but fairly on brand. It does defies common sense. It is 

unsettling. It is out of control. It is disruptive to our decent and orderly lives. Just let us mourn. Just let us go back to the 

way we thought the world should operate, life as it was, the way things were before we got upended by Jesus. Just let us 

make resurrection into an individual quest for self-fulfillment (find resurrection within), but don’t make us try to explain 

how God breathed life into Jesus’ breathless clay.  

Maybe it’s not that the disciples don’t trust these women at the tomb and what they have to say, they just don’t 

want to believe it. As their friends on the road to Emmaus will say, ‘we had hoped he would be the one to redeem Israe,’ 

but let’s head home and chalk up another messianic disappointment. Let’s take back control over our lives, let’s bring 

order to our lives and our world. Let’s restore common sense and reality and stop pretending that God’s intervention set 

our world on a different trajectory. Let’s stop chasing our tales and certainly stop chasing these kinds of idle tales and 

resurrection stories. I am pretty sure that after the events of Jesus’ crucifixion and death, the disciples were the last 

people in the world who wanted to be bothered by Jesus any more. They could finally move on, finally turn the page, 

finally go back to a more conventional world and life; they could dismiss his beloved community full of social outcasts, 

tax collectors, religious zealots, the allegedly impure, and people who had trouble fitting into the right tribe whether it 

was their mixed race or ethnicity or their profession or background.  

One of the miracles of preaching is that it doesn’t happen at all at once. Even now, it is a miracle that we are 

standing here in the 21st century with our Tik Tok brains and our  preference for visual and virtual realities that look as 
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realistic as reality, and we are still gathering around this oral account from the New Testament community, that we 

insist, not just on praise and pageantry, but on a scripture reading and lengthy reflection on its meaning and application 

to us. The miracle of preaching is that you may be sitting at a car light months from now and something you took in may 

suddenly seize you or you may be like the disciples patting those first preachers on the hand and telling them to adjust to 

reality and then suddenly a week later their sermon seizes you fully when you realize that the risen Christ is relentless 

and is back summoning you again, not just to believe as if believing is about us authorizing something as real, but to trust 

and to follow and to reorder our lives based on this resurrection reality that won’t leave us alone. Surely the disciples 

thought they could live their lives finally without the interference of this meddlesome Savior. Surely now they could 

dismiss what they were hearing out of hand and move on from Jesus and all the trouble he had brought to their lives. 

Surely now they could see that Israel, Rome, Herod, or anyone else had no need for this kind of Messiah. He had been 

killed and shut up forever. They had finality until these women preachers showed up with good news and disruptive 

news to share.  

Good but disruptive. I’ve heard worse summaries of Easter. Easter is not just about the risen Christ returning to 

bless our lives, but it is also about the risen Christ returning and refusing to leave us alone, leave us to ourselves, or let us 

think we don’t have more to do in his service. Christ calls us to live our lives in service to his coming kingdom and to 

participate in his beloved community beyond just what makes us feel comfortable, beyond what we think makes sense, 

beyond the privacy of our own hearts. The power of the resurrection is not to be found within us, but is out of our control 

and never intended for our comprehension. It invades our reality and shakes us up and sets us in motion to live lives of 

substance, meaning, and more than we thought was possible as a community of witnesses for the sake of Jesus Christ. To 

quote the prisoner Red in Shawshank Redemption, ‘Get busy living or get busy dying.’ The resurrection of Jesus Christ 

means the church of Jesus Christ has important work to do in the world of 2025. 

The beginning of this Lenten journey started way back on Ash Wednesday and the first Sunday of Lent with the 

temptations of Jesus out in the wilderness. Theologian Shirley Guthrie reminds us that Jesus proved himself to be the 

incarnation of God by ‘refusing to be what other sons of God wanted or claimed to be…he came not to fulfill his own 

needs, desires, and ambitions, but to serve the compassion and justice of God in the world.’5 That’s a problem. Because I 

could preach the birds out of the trees this Easter or maybe even roll one off as good as the nice-haired preacher on the 

radio. But what if it is not about the quality of the rhetoric or even about whether our Easter worship hits all the marks. 
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What if a ‘successful Easter’ is about whether or not the risen Christ can disrupt us and reorient us from our preferred 

hamster wheels, chasing our own desires, needs, and ambitions…what if Easter is more about Christ’s resurrection setting 

us loose to serve the compassion and justice of God in the world. Like the disciples before us, we too might wish for the 

quiet simplicity of the Galilee pre-Jesus. We might prefer those women preachers were telling an idle tale. We might stay 

in control and never choose venture forth. We might just prefer the quiet and privacy of our religion. But the risen Christ 

is not about one-off resurrections. He promises never to leave us alone, to never stop showing up, to take our place in his 

beloved community, until we impact this world for his sake. And maybe that is the only way Easter makes any sense. 

Thanks be to God.   


