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The Lord is Risen!   He is Risen indeed!  Alleluia! 

Such is our joyous proclamation this morning, made with shouts and trumpets and 

chorus.  The air is charged with our rejoicing, and all creation seems to thrill with 

us and join our song. How different is the tone of our celebration than that of 

Mark’s account of the empty tomb and the first response to the news that Jesus is 

risen. 

Mark says the women who heard this news went out and fled from the tomb; for 

trembling and astonishment had come upon them, and they said nothing to 

anyone, for they were afraid.  Curiously, this is where Mark’s Gospel ends.  We 

are left hanging on this ending with many questions unanswered.  Did the women 

ever tell their story?  And if this Jesus is risen, where did he go?  Did they ever 

find him?  And what is he doing now?  Perhaps most curious of all is the Young 

Man at the tomb, dressed in a white robe, speaking to the women.  Who is he?  

Whoever he was, this is not his first appearance in Mark’s Gospel.  The young man 

was part of the story of Jesus’ arrest in Gethsemane, dressed then only in a 

SINDON, Mark says, a strip of linen cloth used for wrapping corpses in 

preparation for burial.  When someone tried to seize him, he fled away naked, 

leaving the garment behind.  Now he appears at the tomb, dressed, a witness to 

Jesus’ resurrection. 

HE IS NOT HERE!  HE IS RISEN!  How strange!  Who was this young man?  

Whoever he was, Mark’s earliest readers could scarcely have missed noticing how 

much he was like them, for most of them had been dressed in burial attire on a 

night before the day of Easter, and had appeared the next morning dressed in a 

white garment, bearing witness to the resurrection of Jesus.  In the early church, 

they had been stripped of the old garment, baptized, crucified with Christ, born 

again, and raised to a new life. 

Whoever this young man was, he was one of them, or they were now like him?? – 

including the women who fled when maybe there was more to do or say.  But 

eventually they also returned and told the story which has us singing Alleluias 

stilly today. In between they had died a second death.  It was bad enough that they 

had lost one whom they loved, now they have lost him again!  His body was gone 

and they could scarcely grieve a healing kind of grief. 



What’s that you say?  He is not here?  He is risen, gone on?  Gone ahead of us 

somewhere?  It was too much.  Death and grief, awful s they were, the women 

understood.  But risen?  What does that mean?   The women too, had died with 

Jesus. They had believed in him, given their hearts to him, and something in them 

had died as surely as he did on that Friday. 

Now they had come to bury the corpse and in a way the did, though not the one 

they intended.  What got buried forever on that morning was themselves, their old 

selves which were handmaidens of death and grief. These were new women who 

left the tomb, and even as they fled in fear and astonishment, they were on their 

way to where they would be the body of Christ in the world. Their beloved Jesus 

would clothe himself in them and say to those who came to dispose of the corpse, 

He is not here.  He is risen. 

Finally, among the last to visit the tomb, are you and me. We also have been the 

handmaidens of death and grief, laying our loved ones carefully in graves and 

wrapping ourselves in the cloth of mourning.  We have fled away naked, our dread 

and pain exposed.  We have died a little each time and we have buried so many 

pieces of ourselves by now. 

But we have also died with Jesus, drowned in the waters of our baptism, so that 

even in our fear and astonishment, when our tongues are tied up in confusion, it is 

not we who live, but Christ.  We are the body of Christ!  He comes again on this 

day of rejoicing, eating, and drinking anew in the reign of God, now with us, 

giving us in the bread and the cup, the life which was crucified but is also 

resurrected.  Each time we attend the Lord’s Table, He clothes himself in us and 

say to all the world,  

There are no corpses here! 

You came to see the Baptized ones? 

They are not here. 

They are risen! 

They are risen indeed.   Alleluia!  Amen 

 


