
Easter Morning Coming Down
Easter - Year C - 04/21/2019

Psalm Reading: 118
1st Reading: Acts 10:34-43, 2nd Reading Luke 24:1-12

Sunday is the first day of the week. It is the day of new 
beginnings, second chances, fresh starts. And when you get up 
and get out to go early to church on Sunday morning it is 
strange how quiet things can seem. There are fewer cars on the
roads and not so many people on the sidewalks. There is a 
sense that there is a clean slate upon which we can make the 
mark of our lives. And yet there is a loneliness on these quiet 
mornings. The hustle and bustle of the workweek are absent. 
There is then perhaps a sense of quiet, thoughtful pensiveness 
that pervades the air and is breathed in with every step out into
the moist and dewy world.

It was just such a morning that a group of women, 
including Mary Magdalene, Joanna, and Mary, the mother of 
James were headed down to the tomb where Christ was buried.
The whole group was solemn. Christ had been crucified three 
days before. They would have seen the body raised up, nailed 
to a cross. They would have heard the moaning of the mother 
of Jesus even as she had watched her son suffer. They were 
feeling sad and alone because Jesus had died. They had lost 
something precious in their lives, and now they were headed to
pay their respects at Christ’s tomb. (NIV. Luke 24:1)

They were carrying spices...for a reason. It was because of 
what they expected to find when they got to the tomb. They 
knew there was a dead body inside. That body would have 
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begun the process of decay. It was their work to enter the tomb
and put the spices on Jesus to relieve the odor. The spices were
probably not applied when Jesus had died on the Cross on 
Good Friday because it had been late and the Jewish Sabbath 
would already have begun. Doing such work would not have 
been allowed by Jewish law. The Sabbath would have lasted all 
of Saturday. Sunday morning, the first day of the week, would 
have been the first opportunity they would have had to return 
to the tomb.

You can imagine this group arriving at the cemetery,  
subdued, resigned to sadness, and then approaching the tomb 
and finding something they did not expect...the stone was 
rolled away from the tomb. (v.2) This would have been a bit of 
a surprise, but not a total surprise. Someone, perhaps some of 
the Apostles might have rolled the stone away. They would 
have known of the women’s mission to visit the body of Jesus 
and apply the spices. Perhaps they had moved the stone and 
left the tomb open to make the work these women intended 
more manageable.

Bowing their heads, perhaps weeping, certainly sad, one 
by one, they had entered the dark place with their hearts heavy
and their expectations low. There must have been some 
confusion as they looked about inside. The first thing they 
would have noticed...there was no smell of decay. It would 
have taken a few moments for their eyes to adjust, but it would
soon be evident...they had entered an empty tomb. (v.3) 

The feeling of loss and sorrow would have changed to one 
of panic and consternation, and then turned to practical 
problem solving. It would have taken a moment to wrap their 
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heads around what might have happened. There were several 
possibilities. The Roman guards could have taken the body. It 
might have been robbers who had taken the body, but then 
why would robbers want a body? Or the Sanhedrin could have 
sent someone to take the body, but no, what would they want 
with it? Might the Apostles themselves have removed it? There 
seemed to be no logical explanation for the disappearance of 
the dead body of Jesus.

Only one thing was certain. There was no body in the 
tomb. (v.4) They must have been on an emotional roller 
coaster. And now in the midst of this quandary they were 
confronted by two men in “clothes that gleamed like lightning”.
Perhaps here was the answer to their questions. But first, who 
were these two men. Angels? Prophets? They certainly did not 
seem of this world. So the women bowed low to the ground. 
(v.5)

Then the two men said to them, “Why do you look for the 
living among the dead? He is not here; he has risen!” And we 
would respond, “He has risen, indeed.” But they did not know 
that. And we should listen closely to what these two men had 
to say. “He has risen! Remember how he told you… ‘The Son of 
Man must be delivered over to the hands of sinners, be 
crucified and on the third day be raised again.’” (v.6-7)

It was only then that the women remembered what Christ 
had, indeed, told them when he had wandered about Galilee. 
(v.8) He had foretold all of this. You know, we think a miracle is 
like a magic trick and that it will simply amaze on first glance. 
Maybe that happens sometimes, but I don’t think that is the 
way it works most of the time. I think a miracle is something 

3



that happens inside of you, a dawning realization of something 
that is truly life changing. It is something so vast that the full 
implications of it can not be realized at the moment, but may 
take a lifetime to explore and understand.

Think about the miracles that Christ performs in the Bible. 
Yes, the blind see right away, or the lame walk, or the lepers 
are healed, but the ultimate implications of that are not 
obvious to witnesses or those affected until they live with it. 
When Christ turns water into wine in Cana it takes the steward 
tasting the wine and the whole group to drink of it even to 
understand that a miracle had occurred, and even then how 
many people would have recognized the importance of what 
had happened? 

The theological implications of the miracle of Christ’s rising
has not been fully explored or understood in the nearly 2000 
years since the time of Christ. Is it any wonder that the women 
at the empty tomb did not recognize the miracle until it was 
explained to them by the two men in white robes or that when 
they returned and told the Apostles that there was so much 
disbelief among them? To the Apostles the words of the 
women did not seem credible!(v.11)

But Peter got up and ran to the tomb. Peter is always the 
first to act, the first to respond among the Apostles. So he gets 
there as quickly as he can to investigate the report from the 
women. He sees the strips of linen lying in a pile...and that is it. 
That is all he sees. No men in white robes, just the empty tomb.

And the reading ends with Peter wondering to himself just 
what had happened. And I think Luke, when he was writing this,
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had just this intention: to make us ponder exactly what went 
down on that Sunday morning.

We as Christians know what happened. We have heard the
story before. We hear it every Easter. Christ rose from the 
dead. Christ had said he would do so, and Christ arose. And so 
we say, “He is Risen!” And we know the theology of the whole 
thing. How many times in his letters does Paul talk about Christ 
crucified?, and because he arose we too will rise from the 
dead? And the same goes for the ascension. If Christ was taken 
to heaven, we too, made in his image, and with Christ as our 
example, will ascend to heaven.

Yes, this is all important. But what does it say to us in the 
here and now? You know when I first read this passage, with 
the women walking down to the cemetery early on that Sunday
morning, I tried to imagine their mood. How would it feel to be 
in that group? And it put me in mind of a song that was popular
in the 1970s. “Sunday Morning Coming Down”. It was written 
by Kris Kristofferson in 1969. It was recorded by several great 
musicians including Ray Stevens and Johnny Cash. It portrays a 
man who for some reason is up early on a Sunday morning. He 
is feeling empty and alone as he walks the empty streets.

I think this is how we spend our lives when we are without
God, wandering along that lonely, sleepy city side walk, feeling 
all alone. “Cause there’s nothin’ short of dyin’ half as lonesome 
as the sound, of a sleepy city sidewalk...Sunday morning coming
down.” And these women, walking along certainly felt bereft of 
God that morning. God had died, he had been buried, he had 
“descended to the dead.”
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But in the song the lonely man walking the street is 
recalled to a hopeful attitude by the smell of someone frying 
chicken. It reminds him of something he had lost and may 
somehow find again. I think there is more than a hint in that 
song that the man is in search of something greater than 
himself. We are all in search of something we have lost. Maybe 
it is the excitement we felt when the church was packed full of 
people every Sunday. Maybe it is that faith that filled us with 
wonder when we were young. Maybe it is a life filled with 
possibilities for us and for the world. 

For the women and for Peter what has been lost is the 
Christ who had died on the cross and was buried. He was dead 
for three days. But when they saw the empty tomb it was their 
fried chicken moment. The empty tomb was the reminder of 
what Christ had told all of the disciples, that “he would be 
crucified and on the third day be raised again.” (v.7) For us the 
empty tomb is a reminder that there is something greater than 
us. And it should wake up something hopeful deep down in our 
souls, dispelling the gloom, and spark within us a glimmer of 
joy, changing our lives forever, and I mean forever...

My friends, this is “Easter Morning Comin’ Down”.

Please bow your heads and pray with me…
God of Grace and God of glory, you love us so much that 

you sent Christ, the Messiah to save us. Risen Lord, you 
sacrificed yourself for our sake. The world seemed dark when 
you died. But at your rising, light filled the world, making for us 
a new world filled with new possibilities. Give us love. Grant us 
hope. Be near to us always. 
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