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Easter Vigil B 2015  Mark 16:1-8 

 

John the Evangelist tells us that after the resurrection, Jesus passed through locked doors.  

Luke tells us that Jesus appeared and disappeared mysteriously, and ultimately ascended 

into heaven while his disciples watched in amazement.  

Matthew tells us that at the resurrection, the earth quaked and a lightning-like angel 

descended from heaven.  

 

And in Mark’s gospel this morning—nothing happens. The women go to the tomb and 

see a boy dressed in white.  

And “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.” 

 

 An empty tomb and a well-dressed teenager terrify Mark’s Easter women.  

Where Matthew and Luke and John dress up their stories by including the shocking, 

stunning, dramatic miracles surrounding the resurrection, Mark tells the most unnerving 

version of all, by focusing on the ordinary elements of the story.  

No tricks—just good news, and sunshine illuminating the empty hollow of a garden 

tomb, and the women who were mourning loosing their wits. 

 

We don’t scare all that easily any more. As our computer-driven special-effects machines 

and Pixar movies develop finer ways to show us things we’ve never seen before, things we 

never will see except through the power of digital imaging, and directors who are 

challenged to outdo the last extravaganza.  

 

And some of us love it, the latest and best computer animating special effects.  

 



 2 

But Mark knows something different. Mark knows that as mesmerizing as the digital 

effects revolution may be, the key to our response of terror and amazement lies not in 

what we actually see on the screen, but in what we feel in our spine - what our mind tells 

us cannot be - what our nerves answer with surges of adrenaline.  

Mark knows that the most eery part of his resurrection story is a part he can’t tell straight 

out. 

Mark can’t tell us about the resurrection straight out because it is a place where we have 

never been.  

We’ve never had anything quite like a resurrection intrude into our lives before.  

We haven’t witnessed resurrection, we don’t have a biological explanation for it, indeed, 

we have a hard time even imagining resurrection.  

 

Mark’s not talking about a near-death experience—this is the real thing.  

We don’t begin to have a handle on what it means for a fully dead, 3-days-dead, 100% 

dead person to live again.  

 

Jesus didn’t fall into a deep sleep, or a coma, or a magic trance.  No Sleeping Beauty here. 

We’re talking about Death, “the undiscovered country from whose bourn no traveler 

returns,” according to Shakespeare’s Hamlet.  

 

Jesus was a dead man—and God raised him to life again. 

 

Now, it could be that Mark just forgot to include stories about Jesus disappearing and 

reappearing; could be he meant to include that one about passing through locked doors, 

but at the last minute it slipped his mind.  
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It could also be, though, that Mark held back from telling us about the resurrection in 

order to stir our imaginations - the same way that some writers might hold back from 

describing the horrible monsters in their short stories of terror and panic.  

 

The words and images Mark had can’t communicate just how great, how awesome a 

mystery this is—only goose-bumps and adrenaline and oxygen-starved awe suffice to 

articulate the resurrection message. Only dazzling amazement! 

 

When everything is going right for us—when in the biblical expression, our heart has 

grown fat-- 

  we can lose the capacity to notice and discern all that God is doing for us. We can dull 

our capacity to be truly amazed. 

All consuming jobs, responsibilities, hobbies, pleasures, obligations and worries will so 

often clog up our lives that the gospel message cannot get through. 

 

If we insist on entertainment, if we are riveted to a world of material pursuit and focus on 

what is truly minor in life, then it is likely that all we will know about resurrection will 

amount to no more than the illusions of the advertisers and digital animators. 

 

Blessed are the consumers who keep Wall Street happy, for theirs is the kingdom of 

Babylon. And we can be numbered among them! 

 

But down the road a ways from the pleasure palaces, by the rivers of Babylon, 

brokenhearted exiles laid down their harps and wept. And when the prophet Isaiah 

promises a messianic feast, the exiles and sojourners are the ones who have ears to hear 

Isaiah’s promise of a day when every tear will be wiped away, when the God for whom we 

have waited swallows up death forever.  
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When a Messenger from God reveals the resurrection of Jesus, grieving women recognize 

the terrifying power that has been turned loose.  

 

Mary and Salome and the other Mary have hearts so raw, so disconsolate, that without 

any dramatic special effects, without seeing the heavens shredded or a fiery abyss opening 

at their feet, just glimpsing the open cave and the clean-clothed teenager signaled to 

them something ominous and awesome at work.  

 

And this Holy Week and Good Friday, and into Holy Saturday, we were standing with 

them. Yesterday we were bereft. We were widowed, we were orphaned, we were left alone 

at the altar; we were alone in an impenetrable darkness at twelve noon.  

We were at the foot of the cross. Our Lord was taken from us; we had abandoned him, let 

him be dragged away to be lynched, and the mobs had done their worst.  

 

It was a long, dark Friday, and a lonely Saturday. In our liturgies this week we have 

walked through the valley of the shadow of death, and our spiritual senses have been 

heightened by grief and disappointment and sorrow, by our Lenten disciplines and 

honest prayer. 

 

So, with your mystic sight brightened by whatever Lenten practices you have found the 

will to muster, you have probably already sensed that all is not as it seems in Denver this 

Easter Eve.  

 

Yes, indeed, more is going on than meets the eye. Ancient and true stories have been read 

to us.  

As part of an intricate divine scheme, our liturgy this night pulses with an unseen, 

unimagined energy field of fulfillment.  

A new fire is ablaze! 
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Something oozes down the aisle even as I preach.  

Something lurks among the glorious flowers that adorn our church; there’s a secret 

ingredient in the incense tonight.  

We have baptized Sandra and Susan into new life. 

 

There is a brilliance at work in the music.  

 

The words of our prayers unleash a power that is deeper than supernatural, holy rather 

than demonic, a power that suffuses this sacred room with the pure divine energy by 

which all things were made and through which they have their being.  

 

Just standing here and breathing, singing, listening, eating and drinking, you absorb this 

soul-altering presence.  

One puff of incense, one sweet chord from the organ, one descant or one holy prayer, one 

morsel of bread, one sip of wine, and you have been invaded by a divine spirit of new and 

unending life.  

This eve, sisters and brothers, the stones move!  

The dawn light shines! And this hour, Jesus lives! 

 

He lives by the power of life that will not be contained by death. He lives by the power of 

clear light that will not be obscured or dimmed.  

He lives, not just in a theoretical way, but in a way that we can feel and know in our 

hearts. 

He lives, not in an imaginary way, but in a visceral way, as a discernible force in our very 

lives, drawing us toward the wholeness and peace for which we strive, but which we 

attain only as a gift from God. 
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That resurrection power has been turned loose in this church, my friends, this very 

evening.  

 

Reach out—touch it! Pay attention to every light and shadow. 

Listen closely—hear the rustle, hear the Spirit lifting us on the shimmering harmonies of 

our choirs’ glorious hymns, feel the walls resound with our organ’s alleluias!  

Look into the eyes of friend and stranger, of neighbor and nemesis, look there for the 

sparkle of Christ’s love released in our hearts! 

 

Miracles and wonders can step aside: In the very ordinariness of an April Sunday Eve, 

there is with us something more than magic—something at which the forces of hostility, 

the forces of death, the forces of falsehood and betrayal, of exploitation, falter and 

crumble.  

Some grave is empty; some boys have donned radiant apparel; and resurrection power 

surges through St. Andrew’s, through all the world, this night. The God of life has 

Eastered all creation: Alleluia! Christ is risen! 

 


