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Mark 16:1-8 
Show and Tell 
 
Let us pray… 
 
This past week I was fortunate to be part of an amazing conference call.  There is a new 
Skype app that is totally cutting edge.  For a small monthly fee, it will give you not only 
Video and Voice, but also Vortex.  Vortex, of course, is their copy-written term for a time 
machine. 
 
That’s right, Skype – the video conference call service – has found a way to connect 
today’s callers with the past, the long ago past.  Exactly when and where they can make 
connections is determined by some complicated algorithm that I don’t understand at all.  
But there are enough options to keep things interesting.  This week, since it’s both 
Easter and Passover, they were offering conference calls with folks like Moses or 
Pharaoh, Mary or Peter!  I couldn’t make up my mind, and so all of those premium 
choices were taken by the time I signed up.  So I got Mark.  Yes, the author of this 
morning’s scripture passage.  I was pretty bummed:  Mark wrote his gospel at least 35 
years after Jesus’ death, he wasn’t even an eye witness to those events!  And he’s just 
a scribe, he didn’t even do anything cool himself.  But then I reminded myself that I was 
participating in a conference call back in time, and I got over it. 
 
Turns out it was even more interesting than I’d imagined.  Mark was one of the books of 
the bible I’d studied in-depth during seminary.  Since it was the first gospel written 
down, Matthew and Luke and part of John are based on it, and there is some really 
great scholarship around the text.  So I felt like I wasn’t going to be going into the call 
completely ignorant.  Of course, you know how it is with a call like that; there were 
plenty of people who wanted to show off, trying to trip up Mark on some small textual 
detail, or giving lectures that were disguised as questions.  Mark was remarkably patient 
about the whole thing.  I avoid being on the video portion of conference calls so nobody 
can see when I roll my eyes.  But the irritation was worth it, especially as research for 
today’s sermon. 
 
That’s what we were all focused on:  the way Mark’s gospel ends.  In the three other 
gospels, Jesus appears to his followers, whether he meets them in the garden or enters 
a locked room or gives them fishing advice or walks with them on a dusty road.  But in 
Mark’s gospel, there’s nothing like that at all.  Jesus doesn’t show up at the end.  
Actually, there is a “longer ending” for Mark, written in the second century by some 
scribes who couldn’t deal with the fact that Jesus was AWOL in Mark’s version.  But in 
Mark’s original ending, the one we heard just a bit ago, a young man – not even an 
angel, necessarily – tells the women that Jesus of Nazareth has risen and is on his way 
to Galilee, and instructs them to tell the disciples.  But the women were freaked out, and 
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so they ran away without telling anybody.  That’s it.  The women don’t tell the disciples.  
There’s no bread or fish feast.  Jesus doesn’t show up for a reunion.   
 
As you can imagine, a lot of dissertations have attempted to explain what Mark was 
thinking in giving his gospel that ending.  And I think all those PhDs were on the 
conference call.  One tried to get Mark to confess that there actually had been a longer 
ending, but the scrap of scroll was lost.  A seminary professor asked Mark if he was 
trying to create a way that all of us could relate to the story:  we’d probably be freaked 
out if we were in the women’s shoes, so it’s easy to connect to their fear.  A famous 
scholar offered the theory that, well, made him famous:  the ending of Mark’s gospel is a 
challenge to all of us to NOT be like the women; they didn’t tell that Jesus lives, so it’s 
up to us to spread that message. 
 
Mark’s answers to these theories were unexciting at best.  He said “maybe”.  He said he 
“couldn’t remember”.  He said it “didn’t matter”.  For those of us counting on getting 
insight to a great Christian mystery, it was anticlimactic.  But the way he answered was 
unexpected.  His words, his voice reminded me of the way a wise teacher is always 
depicted in the movies:  so calm and peaceful, the sound alone soothes your soul. 
 
And then he started asking questions.  He wanted to know “how our resurrections were 
going”.  The call got really quiet.  I, for one, had no idea what he was talking about.  And 
I had a feeling that if I did know what he was talking about, my answer would be “not 
well”.  The resurrection, according to Christian tradition, was God raising Jesus from the 
dead.  Jesus was killed on the cross, and somehow God brought him back to life.  
That’s a God-thing, a life-after-death thing.  Not something I could do.  Someone on the 
call finally said something along those lines. 
 
Then Mark sounded just a teeny bit impatient.  He told us that this proves the point he’s 
been debating with Matthew, Luke and John for the last 2000 years.  He felt that their 
resurrection stories about bread and fish would get people really focused on what Jesus 
did, what that one, amazing, spirit-person was able to bring to the world when God 
showed that Love is stronger than hatred and violence and betrayal. 
 
Mark said that the resurrection isn’t a one-time, one-place, one-person thing.  The 
resurrection is in all of us, the resurrection is everywhere, the resurrection is happening 
all the time.  He said the resurrection isn’t an Easter Sunday special, but really a 
Monday through Saturday thing. 
 
It’s quite possible that the scholars hung up at that point.  But the rest of us were 
holding onto our earbuds to make sure we didn’t miss a word.  Mark then reminded us 
of Jesus’ whole story (at least, according to Mark’s own gospel):  Jesus’ baptism; the 
healing way he touched outcaste, hurting people; the teaching stories that related so 
closely to people’s lives; the calm way he approached everything from bad weather to 
angry political leaders; even the way he changed his mind when challenged by a 
woman, and his refusal to take on lofty titles.  We all had read Mark’s gospel, for sure, 
but there was something about hearing him tell it; it was like being there. 
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“So” Mark said, “That’s the resurrection.”  We were kind of confused, because in this 
oral version Mark still didn’t include any appearances of Jesus.  Although thanks to 
Mark’s storytelling it did feel as if the teacher and healer was right there with us. 
 
And then Mark began to teach us.  He said that the resurrection was not an event that 
happened to Jesus at the end of his life, God intervening one time.  The resurrection, 
actually, was Jesus’ whole life, the way in which, again and again, he fought for justice, 
he showed courageous mercy, he sat with the outcaste, he proclaimed unpopular 
truths, he told beautifully uplifting stories.  The resurrection was the way in which Jesus 
was connected to God throughout his life, and the way Jesus lived out that connection 
day after day.  The resurrection was the way in which God was working through Jesus 
throughout his life, not just after his death.  A life like that, Mark said, cannot be stopped 
by something as small as death.  That is a resurrection life, a life that reveals how 
strong love is, a life that points to something both old and eternal, a life that never, ever 
ends. 
 
“So,” Mark asked again, “How are your resurrections going?”  We were very, very quiet.  
But then Mark started telling us things about ourselves; I have no idea how he knew 
them.  One of the people on the call has been caring for her mother who is in the final 
stages of dementia, and it’s been really hard.  Mark says that’s resurrection.  Another 
caller has been volunteering every week at the soup kitchen that kept his family fed 
when he was unemployed.  Mark says that’s resurrection, too.  He talked about 
churches providing space to families experiencing homelessness and refuge to folks 
forced to flee their country because of their sexual orientation.  He knew about Sounds 
of Peace and Prayerful Handworks and Called to Care, ways in which this church 
reaches out to people in crisis.  He said that’s resurrection.  But before we started 
feeling too good about things, he pointed out that there are lots of places in this world in 
desperate need of some resurrection.  Like the fraught dialogue around unconscious 
and institutional racism.  And the growing gap between rich and poor in this country.  
And the violence done by Isis and the crisis in Yemen.  And the ways in which we 
present a veneer to each other so often, rather than showing our real selves. 
 
We got it.  The resurrection is right here, right now.  Jesus lived a resurrection life, and 
we can too.  The point of resurrection isn’t what happens after we die an earthly death, 
but how we live a love-filled life…  It reminded me of my favorite Easter reading.  It’s by 
Victoria Weinstein, called Being the Resurrection.  I mentioned it to Mark, the only thing 
I said on the whole call...  And he said he thought it would work, as an ending for his 
gospel.  Hear, then, these holy words… 

 
The stone has got to be rolled back from the tomb  

again and again every year. 
Roll up your sleeves. 
 
He is not coming back, you know. 
He is not coming back unless it is we who rise for him 
We who lay healing hands on the reviled and rejected like he did  
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on his behalf --  
We who rage for righteousness in his insistent voice 
We who love the sinner, even knowing that "the sinner" is no farther off  

than our own heartbeat 
 
He will not be back to join us at the table 
To share God's extravagant banquet 
God's love feast, all are invited, come as you are 
And so it is you and I who must feast for him 
Must say the grace and break the bread and pass it to the left  
and dish up the broiled fish (or pour the wine) and pass it to the right. 
And treat each one so tenderly 
as though just this morning she or he made the personal effort 
to make it back from heaven, or from hell 
but certainly from death 
to be by our side. 
 
Because if by some miracle (and why not a miracle?) 
He did come back 
Wouldn't he want to see us like this? 
Wouldn't it be a miracle to live for just one day 
So that if he did, by some amazing feat 
come riding into town 
He could take a look around and say 
"This is what I meant!" 
 
And we could say 
it took us a long time... 
but we finally figured it out. 
 
Oh, let us live to make it so.  
 
You are the resurrection and the life.  

 
Amen. 


