
Luke 24:1-12   1 But on the first day of the week, at early dawn, they came 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. 4 While they were perplexed about this, suddenly two men in 
dazzling clothes stood beside them. 5 The women were terrified and bowed their faces to the ground, 
but the men said to them, “Why do you look for the living among the dead? He is not here, but has 
risen. 6 Remember how he told you, while he was still in Galilee, 7 that the Son of Man must be handed 
over to 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. 
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“A guy named Joe was standing in line at a bank a week or two back waiting to deposit a check 

when there was suddenly a commotion at the counter somewhere in front of him.  A woman was 
clearly in distress, the pitch of her voice going up by octaves as anxiety set in.  “Where will I put my 
money?” she wailed.  “I have all my money here!  And my mortgage is here!!  What will happen to my 
mortgage?!”  

“It turned out that she had misunderstood a small sign on the counter.  Apparently either 
unfamiliar with the events of Holy Week or unaware that Holy Week was already nearly upon us, she 
looked at the sign, which read: We Will Be Closed For Good Friday, and took that to mean that the bank 
was going to be closed “for good”… on Friday.  [2 ¶s adapted from “Eight Days until Eternity” by King 
Duncan, www.Sermons.com.]   

Friends, the good news of our faith is that nothing about Good Friday is final.  The brokenness and 
betrayal of humanity is not final.  The power of sin to destroy us is not final.  Even death itself is not 
final.  They thought the tomb had been closed for good … on Friday.  But nothing about Good Friday is 
final.  Although to be fair, things probably seemed pretty final to the women who made their way to 
the tomb that first Easter Sunday morning.  The choir sang this morning:  “Easter began in dark and 
gloom”.  We need to understand that.  Luke reports that in crushing grief and heartache, the women 
have rested on the Sabbath according to the commandment, and now that it’s over, they’re free to 
make their way to the tomb with spices and ointments to prepare Jesus’ body for final burial.  They 
expect a cold and lifeless body.  They expect decomposition and decay.  They expect the tomb to be a 
dead end.  Because that’s how it is when people die.   

And when they get there and find the stone rolled away and the body gone, they don’t 
immediately understand what’s happened.  I can guess what they think.  They think some temple 
zealot or Roman loyalist or anti-Jesus activist has stolen the body and dumped it in ditch or left it in the 
desert for vultures to pick at.  It’s the final insult for a man who died a criminal on a cross, guilty of 
blasphemy, killed for treason.  The text says they’re perplexed.  I’ll bet they’re more than that!  This 
kind of cruelty would only deepen their grief and exacerbate their distress.   
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What follows doesn’t help.  Two guys in dazzling clothes stand there and have the audacity to ask 
why they’re looking for the living among the dead.  No matter how many times I read this passage, that 
question fascinates me.  The obvious answer to it is that they weren’t looking for the living.  They were 
looking for one who’s dead!  Among the dead—a logical place to look, frankly.  These poor women 
have seen more than anyone should have to see.  Then disciples all fled in fear and hid, but the women 
stayed right there until the bitter end.  They saw him whipped & beaten, 12-inch stakes pounded 
through his wrists and the arches of his feet.  They stood there while he slowly suffocated to death in 
front of them, saw a soldier stab him in this side.  And that’s just the physical stuff.  It doesn’t count the 
blows to his spirit—the betrayal, abandonment, humiliation.  Why do you look for the living among the 
dead?  There’s a little part of me that always wants to say to those angels:  well duh!   

It hardly seems fair to ask those women such a question.  And yet, it changes their sight, doesn’t it?  
Whatever doubts they had, and scripture reports that many of the first followers of Christ had their 
doubts, these women told their story – the told it even when they weren’t believed.  They told it even 
when Peter couldn’t get past amazement over what had happened, when Thomas refused to hear, 
when the others shook their heads in bewilderment at such idle gossip.  They told the story.   

And today, I tell it.  I believe it.  I believe the Resurrection is a historical reality.  The tomb was 
empty, and a heart that had gone silent took to beating once more.  I believe that with every fiber of 
my being.  But let me hasten to add that if we consign this day to a historical once upon a time, then 
we do ourselves and our world a great disservice.  Resurrection is also a present reality.  It is a powerful 
statement about how God works in our lives and our world now!  So I let that angel press me, too:  
Why do you look for the living among the dead?  And I consider that maybe, just maybe, that’s not so 
much a question as a mandate.  As in:  Hey – look for the living among the dead.  Because nothing 
about Good Friday is final.  Life is there if you look.  

I don’t know what it is about some modern folks that get so squeamish about the miracle of this 
day.  Friends, if we gather here today, sing our hymns, pray our prayers, share the worship experience, 
but never dare to imagine that God might occasionally buck the rules of nature and time, never dare to 
explore the possibility that some things can’t be explained, never dare to expect that God is moving, 
acting, working, then why are we here?  Do we really want to go through life believing we’re limited by 
the sins that cripple us?  Do we really want to go through life believing death is all there is, that the 
energy of our life isn’t good for anything more than making the grass on our graves a little greener?  
Resurrection cannot be left in the dim recesses of time.  Its power lies in its applicability to our time.  It 
isn’t the epilogue happy ending to a once-upon-a-time story.  It is the quintessential reality by which 
you and I live our faith in today’s world.  It is so important that the power of what happened today last 
beyond today.  The world needs people who will come to the problems and challenges we face with 
resurrection eyes—eyes that expect to see possibilities, opportunities, and solutions; eyes that can see 
Good Friday is never final.  So if Easter doesn’t mean something on Monday, then we’ve missed it.   

Mark Trotter tells a story about something that happened at an airport on the west end of the 
island of Crete in the city Chania.  “On the particular day in question, an Olympia Airlines 727 is 
deplaning a group of 100 angry passengers into a crowded terminal.  What has happened is this.  The 
passengers were all destined for Heraklion at the other end of the island.  Indeed, their luggage has 
already gone there on another plane.  For reasons unclear, this Olympia Airlines 727 has landed at the 
wrong city and is now scheduled to fly elsewhere.  What is left for the hundred passengers is a hard 
ride by bus, 150 miles to their destination.  The passengers want blood.  The hot-headed ones talk 
about commandeering a plane.  Others make threats against the management of Olympia Airlines, 
complete with comments about management's ancestry on their mother's side.  It’s pandemonium! 
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“Suddenly, a well-dressed German tourist who, heretofore, has been pacing in small circles on the 
rim of the chaos, begins to shout at no one in particular:  

“Why am I here?  
“Where am I going?  
“What must I do?  
“What will become of me? 
“God in heaven, help me! 
“His cry is sufficiently frenzied so as to quiet all other chaos but his.  Fellow travelers back 

cautiously away from him as if he were a mad dog in their midst. 
“Suddenly a representative of Olympia Airlines steps forward to address him.  "Excuse me, sir," she 

says, "but you have asked some very old questions.  We Greeks have been working on those questions 
for thousands of years.  They are not easy to answer, then or now.  In the meantime, I do not know 
what help God in heaven may be.  But we of Olympia Airlines will see to it that you get to Heraklion. So 
if you please, sir, get on the bus."  

“Moral of story:  To everything there is a season, a time to fly, a time to cry, a time to shout, and a 
time to ask philosophical questions.  But there is also a time to get on the bus.  [10 ¶s adapted from 
Mark Trotter, collected sermons, illustrations for Easter on www.Sermons.com.] 

And that’s true about today.  There is a time for flying, crying, shouting, and asking philosophical 
questions.  But Easter isn’t it.  Easter is where the rubber hits the road.  Easter is when talk stopped 
and action started.  Easter is Jesus’ life and ministry magnified about a billion times over and stretching 
to every nook and cranny of our world.  Easter is God on the move:  healing, redeeming, renewing, 
getting down to business.  This day—this day is the one that gives meaning and purpose to every other 
day of our lives.  Good Friday is not final.  But it is fuel; momentum.  And on this day, something 
started that hasn’t stopped.  But until we take this day into the rest of our days, we will not have the 
power in any of them.  Harness the hope!  Tap into the Joy!  And then get on the bus!  Let God take 
you into Monday.  Let resurrection be the power that guides your decisions, shapes your worldview, 
and touches your heart beyond these four walls.  Look for life among the dead ends.  Because until 
Easter is real inside us, it cannot be fully realized in a Good Friday world!   

Which brings us full circle.  They thought the tomb was closed for good…on Friday.  But nothing 
about Good Friday is final.  And our Good Friday world is just waiting to see how everything might open 
up come Sunday.  Live it.  Tell it.  Share it.  And hear again this crazy, wonderful, outlandish, 
extraordinary news:  Christ is risen!   

Christ is risen indeed!   
Christ is risen!   
Christ is risen indeed! 
Thanks be to God!  Amen. 


