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Again this week, I was reminded by the scriptures that they are a living word.  

For though I have read the story of the empty tomb untold times; though I have heard it sung by choirs and acted out 

by children; though I have preached on in countless time; as I read it this time, it has brought new meaning to me. 

I have always heard the angel say to the women, Why do you look for the living among the dead? 

And I have heard it as as chide!  

Like they are saying, how dumb are you? 

Didn’t you pay attention to what he was saying? 

Mary, aren’t you the one that was healed of the 7 demons? Why don’t you get it? 

Why are you looking for the living among the dead? 

But the women are not being dumb, they are doing the loving, religious thing: Preparing the body.  

The propers, living out their spirituality, their religion. 

Preparing the body for its final rest as is dictated by their religion. 

They have come to serve Jesus, according to their religion and they find an empty tomb. 

But this is not a bad thing. This is not bad news. Because, the angel says, He is alive, 

The angel is not saying, “why are you being so dense?” he is saying, “I have great news! You were expecting to find 

dead BUT he is not dead! He is alive!” 

This part of the Easter story rings so true to me.  

So often, when we are trying to do the religious thing.  

Our expectations are to find something dead.  

We are just doing what we are supposed to be doing. 

We really have no expectations of something great happening. 

Like today. 

We have all come here this morning to attend Easter worship.  

We have come to do the religious thing.  



The propers.  

We are going to church on Easter.  

We all know that this is where we should be. Here, in church. 

And what do we find?  

Probably not what we expect. 

Not the best sermon of the year. 5 funerals in 3 weeks, extra services. 

 

Not the best choir music of the year. Yes, we practiced hard and long, but the acoustics of singing on the stage—not 

the best for our choir. 

 

But this is not all bad news.  

Because, just like 2,000 years ago, We find the Angel saying, he is alive. 

He is not dead, like we expected.  

He is not dead. He is alive. 

There is a part of us that would like him to be dead.  

We could go to church once a week or once a year and “do the propers”, do the religious thing and then go on about 

our lives, unchanged. 

We can not come and visit him like going to see King Tut. Pay $25 and go gawk at the expensive artifacts. See lots 

of ancient symbols and here ancient music—important to a long lost time and people. We can not do this because He 

is alive! He is not dead. 

God sent his son to die for us. Excellent! 

Jesus rose from the dead conquering death. Excellent! 

We are forgiven and given eternal life. Excellent! 

That merits a visit, once in a while. But really, nothing more, if he is dead and still in that tomb. It is a completed 

act. Over. Done. How many times do we have to say thanks for the forgiveness and eternal life?  

How many time do we have to say we are sorry for causing his death? 

Once a year? Once a week? Once a month? Once? 

The rest of the week, the rest of the year, forget about it.  

Go on about your business. 

But there is more here than we expect. He is alive. He is here now. 

 

If the angel were to ask us, Why do you seek the living among the dead?  



 

We might have to say, because we were hoping that he was dead.  

 

You know, done, over with, having nothing to do with us now, in our real life. 

 

I would even argue that the reason behind the dying of mainline religion in America is that we started treating Jesus 

like he was dead. 

 

Thanks for the sacrifice, but don’t let that change me, or affect my life, or change my Monday mornings, or my 

language, or my forgiving, or my judging, or my worship, or my music, or my heart. 

 

Don’t change me, thank you very much. I want to hang on to my old ways—my judgmentalism, my private sins, my 

selfishness, my ignorance, my way. 

 

People would come looking for the living lord and find only an empty tomb, an empty religion. 

 

But the angels have good news. He is alive. He is not in that tomb. He is here. He is moving among us. 

 

We see that to be true when we witness Jesus working in the world today. 

When we come this morning and we see a worshipping community that loves God, loves our neighbors, and loves 

each other. Jesus is alive. 

When we are greeted with a handshake and a welcome. Jesus is alive. 

When we see the children come running up for the sermon. Jesus is alive. 

When we work together to feed the high school kids at FCA. Jesus is alive. 

When we put in thousands of volunteer hours at the food booth at the fair and then give all the profits to the Rescue 

Mission for the care of the homeless. Jesus is alive. 

When we welcome all the neighborhood kids for VBS, charging them nothing. Jesus is alive. 

When we care for the elderly of Easton with a monthly program and meal. Jesus is alive. 

When we stitch together quilts to be given away to the poor or sold and the money given to charities. Jesus is alive. 

When we provide a meal for families after a funeral service for no cost. Jesus is alive. 

When we clean up the graffiti in Easton so that the community can be a little better place to live. Jesus is alive. 

When we bring meals to those who are infirmed. Jesus is alive. 



When we respond with kindness to the cruelties of this world. Jesus is alive. 

When we forgive instead of getting even. Jesus is alive. 

When we love our neighbor as we love ourselves. Jesus is alive. 

When we feed the poor, clothe the naked, visit the prisoner. Jesus is alive. 

When we say NO to the hate of the world. Jesus is alive. 

You may have come here this morning, just like the women who went to the tomb, just to do the religious propers.  

You may have come this morning expecting to find a dead Jesus, but I have great news for you. 

Here, in this place, in our lives, in our worshipping community, He is not dead. He is alive. 

If you are looking for a living God.  

You have come to the right place. 

He is not in that tomb, miles away and years ago. 

He is here., Now. He is moving among us.  

May he be alive for you. 

 

Amen. 

  

 


