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Ready.  Set.  Go! 
 
Let us pray… 
 
Jesus did NOT invite the disciples to the tomb for Easter dinner.  He didn’t spread a 
burial robe out like a tablecloth on the cold, stone slab.  He didn’t put out plates and 
candles and breadbaskets to welcome his followers to an Easter brunch.  In fact, the 
men and women who journeyed with Jesus in his life never encountered him in the 
tomb at all.  Not in this morning’s version of the Easter story, from the gospel of John.  
Where did Mary (Catherine) encounter Jesus (Nancy)?  In the garden, outside the tomb.  
In all four gospels, Jesus dies and his followers are paralyzed by fear.  On Sunday 
morning, one or more women go to the tomb.  They find the stone is rolled away, and 
the tomb is either empty, or there is an angel or young men inside.  But never Jesus.  
Jesus shows up in the garden, or on the road, or in some unnamed place, but never in 
the tomb. 
 
It’s like Jesus couldn’t wait to get out of there.  Whatever happened in the tomb that 
weekend, Jesus couldn’t wait to be shut of that place.  That’s understandable, certainly.   
The tomb was a place of death; designed to keep the body safe from  scavenging 
animals and protect everybody else from the pollution of death.  The tomb was a place 
of grief; when Jesus’ followers placed his abused  body in the tomb on Friday, their 
tears dampened the tomb’s ground and  their sobs bounced off the walls.  The tomb 
was a place of isolation; in his life, Jesus couldn’t get a minute’s  break from the crowds 
that wanted him to teach and heal, but nobody  went with him into the tomb.  No wonder 
he couldn’t wait to get out of  there. 
 
But maybe it was more than that.  Maybe Jesus sprang out of that tomb because he just 
had to move.  After three days of being dead, he couldn’t stay still one more minute.  He 
was out of that tomb like a shot.  He just had to move.   
 
Maybe it was like when you’ve been on a long car trip or a cross-country plane ride; 
squeezed into a small space for so long you can’t wait to stretch.  Jesus was still pretty 
young so he probably didn’t have the stiffness most of us deal with, even after having 
been dead for several days.  Maybe his limbs were tingling, not with numbness but with 
the newest of new life, and he just had to put them to use. 
 
Or maybe it was like being on a long phone call.  I’ve always been a phone pacer, 
putting thousands of steps on my Fitbit while I’m talking on the phone.  At least I’m no 
longer limited by the twisty phone chords of my childhood.  I swear my brain works 
better when my feet are moving.  Imagine everything Jesus had to think about when he 
found himself alive!  Maybe he started pacing around the tomb but it quickly became too 
small and he had to get outside, just so he could think! 
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Or maybe it was more than that.  Maybe, when you’ve gone from death to new life, 
maybe you have to get going.  Maybe you have to get busy.  Maybe everything 
suddenly seems very urgent, or the course of action seems really clear.  Maybe Jesus 
sprang out of that tomb because he just couldn’t wait one more minute.  He had to go.  
He had to go to Jerusalem, he had to go meet the disciples, he had to go walking in the 
garden, he had to go fishing on the Galilee…  He had to go, out into the world. 
 
That, my friends, is the resurrection.  The resurrection is the force that pulls us out of 
our grief-filled, isolating, death-oriented tombs, and sends us, propels us, full of life and 
love, into the world.  The resurrection doesn’t stay in the tomb.  The resurrection doesn’t 
stay in cold, dark places.  The resurrection, in fact, can’t stay still!  The resurrection is a 
moving, walking, wiggling, dancing, driving force.  It doesn’t stay in the tomb, it can’t 
stay in the tomb, the resurrection is out, moving in the world. 
 
There has been this idea that the resurrection was a one-time, one-person, one-place 
kind of thing.  But the truth is that the resurrection is in each one of us.  The resurrection 
is Life stronger than death, Love that overcomes fear, Community that heals isolation.  
The resurrection is a force, a perspective and a way of being.  And it cannot, will not, be 
held by a tomb. 
 
There are tombs a-plenty, for certain, even today.  The tombs of addiction, abuse, brain 
disorders.  The tombs of illness, grief and pain.  The tombs of racial oppression, laws 
against the LGBTQ community, and  political leaders who spread fear and hatred.   
The past two weeks we have been shoved into a tomb of terror by bombings in Turkey, 
Belgium and Iraq.  Individual tombs, family tombs, societal tombs, they all trap us, 
isolate us, keep us surrounded by death and grief. 
 
But, as author Richard Gilbert wrote, a tomb is no place to stay.  The message of Easter 
is that the tombs cannot hold us.  We are more than the addiction or abuse we’ve 
experienced.  We can move through grief.  We can stand up to oppression, fear and 
hatred.  We can join together to support each other in illness and pain, we can work 
together to combat terror and hatred.  There is a force of love, a spirit of life, a 
connection between us that is stronger than the strongest tomb.  It can roll aside the 
stones, and set us free… 
 
But just because we can leave the tomb doesn’t mean we will.  Imagine being stuck in a 
place of cold and darkness.  Suddenly light breaks in, fresh air moves against your skin.  
Do you run out into the world, or do you shrink back into the corner, just to be safe?  
Coming to the edge of the tomb, how long do we linger before stepping out, into the 
garden?  And then, once we’re in the garden, the beautiful, safe, flowery garden, how 
do we keep on going, to Jerusalem, to Galilee, to the world? 
 
Maybe we don’t have to.  Maybe we can just stay, right here.  In this beautiful little 
church, with bright windows and joyous music, all our friends and coffee to share with 
them.  That is, after all, what we’ve built in Jesus’ name, right?  Churches!  One on 
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every corner, sometimes two for good measure.  Nice, sweet, safe space in which to 
celebrate our resurrected selves. 
 
That’s what Jesus said to Mary, in this morning’s scripture reading, right?  He said, 
“Mary” and she said, “Rabbi!”  And then he told her, “Stay right here, in this beautiful 
garden, and build me a gorgeous building and take good care of it forever and ever.”  
No?  That’s not what he said?  Well what did he say?!  He said, “Go.”  In the gospel of 
John Jesus sends Mary on, back out into the world to share the amazing news that 
Love and Life and Community have won.  She has barely heard the good news herself 
when Jesus tells her, “Go.”  So Mary goes.  Because she, too, was resurrected.  That 
morning she’d been dead to grief and fear and pain.  But now she is resurrected to joy 
and hope and faith, and so she must go.   
 
So if we were really listening to these scripture stories, we wouldn’t be building pretty 
churches.  We’d need something more like rest areas along the highway; pit stops 
where people could pull in and refuel and get back out there again.  Or a full-service hut 
alongside a backpacking trail, with warm food and an actual mattress and supplies for 
small repairs.  In fact, maybe that’s what churches really are, waystations to equip us 
and send us back out into the world.  Not the place where we stay, but a place to fuel up 
and get ready to go. 
 
Well, I’ve got something that might help.  It’s a resurrection backpack.  It has everything 
you need to take that resurrection spirit out with you into the world.  With our 
resurrection backpacks, we can set out on the Way, the Way that Jesus traveled, the 
Way to which God calls us. 
 
There are hiking boots in here, of course.  Because the resurrection is going to take you 
all kinds of places:  swamps and forests and deserts and cities, even accompanying 
people safely into bathrooms.  You need good, solid footwear; the disciples just had 
sandals, as they traveled to wherever they were needed, so we can count ourselves 
lucky.  There’s going to be lots of walking – marching even.  Wherever people are being 
shut out, cast aside or pushed down.  That’s where the resurrection is needed. 
 
And we’ve got a flashlight.  You’ll find yourself in the dark sometimes.  But more often 
you’re going to need to illuminate the path for somebody else, some trail you know well 
that they are walking on for the first time.  Jesus said “You are the light of the world”.  
The resurrection is sending you out into that world, so you can be a light for others.   
 
Water, for sure.  Not just to keep yourself hydrated, either.  You’re going to encounter 
people who just feel like they are encrusted with the world’s dirt; they’ll be covered in 
shame or guilt or judgment.  And with just a little bit of water, you can wash it all away.  
That’s what Jesus did with baptismal water, reminding people that they were God’s 
children, beautiful and whole.  So this is living water, that you carry with you, 
resurrection water that you can share with others. 
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I’ve got a sandwich here.  And not just because you’ll get hungry.  Food is powerful, 
especially when it’s shared.  There’s a healthy intimacy created by having a meal 
together.  And in a world where “the one with the most toys wins”, sharing what you 
have is a radical act.  Jesus shared bread and wine; we’ve got a more on-the-go version 
here, white bread and grape jelly.  What it lacks in nutrients it makes up in share-ability.  
The resurrection is revealed in the breaking of the bread. 
 
There’s a recorder in the backpack.  But don’t worry, if you don’t know how to play it, 
you can use your own voice, or your clapping hands.  Just anything that will make music 
to call people together and lift their hearts.  Anything, actually, that will help people be 
creative, like the parables that Jesus told, opening people to new realities, to seeing the 
world in a different way, to challenge assumptions and the status quo. 
 
We’ve got a supply of tissues too.  We’re going to encounter hurting people out there in 
the world, people who are sad or sick.  And, often, we won’t be able to cure or fix 
whatever they are facing.  But we can listen to their stories, pray for healing, cry with 
them, and dry all our tears.  Jesus was a healer, but so much of his healing power had 
nothing to do with curing an illness.  Jesus healed by seeing people who were invisible, 
by listening to them, and including them.  We have that resurrection power, too. 
 
Finally, the backpack comes with a compass.  It will help us find our way.  Many times 
we will feel lost – sometimes we will actually be lost – and the compass will help us get 
back on track.  But more than that, it will remind us that we are not alone, that there is a 
Force guiding us, pulling us onward, surrounding us with its presence.  We are never 
alone, and we are never, truly, lost, for the magnetic force of Love always knows where 
we are, is always with us, and is always calling us on. 
 
So here’s your backpack.  And there’s the world.  I’m glad you came to church today, so 
we could sing songs and weave flowers and celebrate together.  But now you gotta go.  
You have to take Life and Love and Community with you out into the world.  The 
resurrection is here, now; it’s ready, it’s set…  go! 


