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Easter	00C	2019	 	 Love	Leads	the	Way	
April	21,	2019	 	 	
	
Anne	Pirie	will	dramatically	tell	the	Easter	story	as	follows:	
	
Very early on the morning after the Sabbath, as soon as the sun began to push away the night, Mary and I got up 
with heavy hearts but a sense of purpose. Jesus had died two days before, and we were going to the tomb to anoint 
the body of Jesus. That is our custom. This is one of the many things we do not do on the Sabbath, our day of rest. 
But we had been very restless that Sabbath day as we waited. 
 
When we got near to the tomb, we stopped, because we saw two guards beside it. Were they protecting the tomb? 
Or were they waiting for Jesus' followers? I asked Mary a question with my eyes, do we continue or go back?  
 
She looked very determined.  
 
Mary said, "Jesus deserves to have the rituals observed. We can't let these men stop us." 
 
So we took a deep breath, swallowed hard, and walked on.  
 
Just as we got close enough for the guards to step forward and ask "What do you want here?", the earth shook and 
there was a loud noise like thunder.  
 
The guards snapped around, and froze, then fell down as if they were dead.  
 
We cried out and covered our eyes. A light, brighter than lightening, shone around the entrance of the tomb. An 
angel! In clothes so white they shone like diamonds.  
 
We were frozen too, for a moment, and then without a look or a word, we both turned to run. 
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But the angel spoke, in a voice so clear and soft, it felt like it came from within.  
 
"Donít be afraid, I know you are looking for Jesus who was crucified. He is not here, he has been raised." 
 
“Raised?" We looked at each other, confused, disbelieving, then he seemed to beckon, "Come, see the place 
where he lay." 
 
We edged forward, hearts beating so fast it hurt. As we stepped inside, we saw that Jesus' body was not there. 
 
The angel spoke again: "Go quickly now, and tell Jesus' disciples, He has been raised from the dead, and he is 
going ahead of you to Galilee as he told you; there you will see him. This is my message for you." 
 
We dropped the oil and the herbs and ran, joy and amazement bubbling up and overflowing in nervous laughter as 
we wondered at what God had done, could Jesus really be alive?   
 
Then, metres from the house, as we paused to catch our breath, there he was, Jesus, more alive than ever!  
 
He spoke, clearer and nearer than even the angel “Greetings." 
 
Oh! We were speechless, we ran to him, fell at his feet, and wept. 
 
"Donít be afraid. Go, tell my brothers and sisters to go to Galilee, there they will see me." 
 
I thought I would burst! This was too much. There were so many questions I wanted to ask, but I couldn't find the 
words.  
 
We got up to do as he asked.  
 
As I reached the door, I turned to look at him once more, but he was gone.  
 
But then, I realized, he had stayed with me, in my heart, and I followed Mary into the house.  



	 3	

Jennie	will	play	“Don’t	be	afraid…”	fading	softly.		After	which	the	sermon	will	begin:	
	
Jesus	is	dead.			
	
We	heard	the	story	ourselves	on	Friday.			
	
Isn’t	it	always	the	case?		Whenever	you	get	too	hopeful	about	anything	–	it	
crumbles	to	dust.			
	
Power	seems	to	always	win	and	here	it	seems,	Empire	has	won	again…		but	for	the	
rumour	that	just	won’t	go	away	–	a	rumour	begun	by	the	women	who’d	been	first	
to	the	tomb.		A	rumour	of	seeing	Jesus,	of	feeling	him	in	their	hearts…	
	
It	was	a	rumour	that	wouldn’t	die.	
	
It	was	a	rumour	that	was	perpetuated	by	Simon	Peter	who	after	the	women,	got	
up	and	ran	to	see	for	himself	and	sure	enough,	as	he	told	his	story,	the	body	was	
gone,	the	tomb	was	empty	–	but	what	was	one	to	make	of	it?	
	
The	rumours	continued…	a	couple	of	travellers	claimed	to	have	met	him	on	the	
road	and	said	they’d	only	come	to	recognize	him	when	they	sat	down	to	break	
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bread	as	evening	fell.	
	
There	was	no	grand	appearance!		No	triumphant	conqueror	on	a	white	stallion.	
	
Just	stories	and	rumours	of	new	life	and	hope	restored.			
	
The	rumours	kept	growing…	first	one	book	then	another…	books	to	hold	the	
rumours,	the	strange	stories	of	a	people	encouraged	and	a	community	
emboldened	–	stories	of	love	leading	the	way.	
	
And	most	of	us	are	here	this	morning,	because	somehow	this	same	love	has	led	
us…	but,	we	haven’t	just	heard	those	rumours,	we’ve	become	part	of	them	–	and	
like	those	first	witnesses,	our	experiences	have	been	unclear,	ambiguous	and	
confusing.	
	
If	we’re	honest,	we’re	not	ever	100%	sure.		Not	fully	persuaded	ourselves.		These	
stories	of	life	changing	love,	of	whole	communities	of	people	being	transformed	
don’t	entirely	make	sense	–	they	leave	us	confused…	
	
But	when	you’ve	seen	the	light	break	through,	you	can’t	forget	it	–	even	if	you	
can’t	explain	it.	
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Fear	and	death	seem	to	march	on	unchecked.		But	then	weird	things	keep	
happening.		More	cracks	appear.		Little	spot	fires	of	love	and	mercy	keep	breaking	
out.	
	
A	hate-fuelled	gunman	tries	to	ignite	a	war	on	Islam	half	a	world	away	–	but	a	
crack	appears	in	the	midst	of	the	horror,	and	instead	of	inflaming	animosity	
towards	Muslims	he	is	accidentally	responsible	for	people	around	the	world	
gathering	in	town	squares	and	mosques	standing	in	solidarity	with	their	Muslim	
neighbours,	praying	for	an	end	to	hate	and	racism.	
	
A	country	outlaws	homosexuality,	condemns	LGBTQ2+	folk	to	death	by	stoning	–	
but	a	light	breaks	in	the	darkness	of	hate,	and	other	nations	offer	asylum	and	
refugee	status	to	those	who	flee	for	their	lives…	
	
In	Louisiana,	racism	it	seems	moves	a	man	to	burn	down	three	churches	where	
African	Americans	gathered	to	pray	–	but	a	crack	appeared	in	the	midst	of	the	
destruction,	and	in	the	wake	of	the	accidental	fire	at	the	Notre	Dame	Cathedral,	
over	1.5	million	dollars	has	now	been	raised	to	support	the	rebuilding	of	these	
three	places	of	worship…		
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And	suddenly	the	usual	script	has	gone	awry.	
	
Shafts	of	light	have	inspired	love	and	neighbourliness,	community	and	
compassion.	
	
The	rumour	circulates	again;	death	has	lost	control	of	its	own	narrative,	that	
hatred	is	having	more	and	more	trouble	papering	over	the	cracks	to	hold	out	the	
light.	
	
Love	lives.	
Love	has	cracked	open	the	impenetrable	wall.	
Love	has	shown	that	the	Empire	has	no	clothes:		that	fear	and	hatred	and	hostility,	
contagious	though	they	might	be,	cannot	control	those	who	have	been	infected		
by	the	rumour	of	love	and	life.	
	
And	so	this	morning,	we	gather	in	the	assurance	that	the	sun	has	risen	behind	the	
clouds	–	not	because	everything	is	okay	now,	not	because	death	and	pain,	illness	
and	trauma,	injustice	and	fear	are	no	more,	not	because	the	Empire	of	power	and	
greed	has	been	defeated…	
	
No,	we	are	here	because	the	one	who	we	saw	crucified	has	cracked	open	the	
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darkness	and	scrambled	the	story	by	reaching	out	to	us	with	wounded	hands,	
sparking	love	and	hope,	and	has	ignited	within	us	a	desire	to	reach	out	with	our	
own	wounded	selves…		
	
Nor	are	we	here	this	morning,	because	we	have	the	loudest	show	in	town	and	can	
pull	out	all	the	bells	and	whistles	and	whip	ourselves	into	frenzy	of	spiritual	
certainty…		
	
No,	we	are	here	only	because	the	rumour	is	a	little	louder,	the	crack	is	a	little	
wider…	and	the	light	just	a	little	clearer…	
	
We	are	here	because	many	of	the	rumours	have	our	own	names	attached…	the	
light	of	love	has	moved	within	us…	the	gift	of	compassion	has	somehow	drawn	us	
into	community…	we’ve	felt	transformed.		More	often	than	not	–	in	small	and	
gentle	ways…	in	forgiveness	and	connectedness,	in	hope	and	gratitude…	
	
We’ve	heard	an	old	story	and	it	has	broken	us	open.		We’ve	broken	bread	
and	somehow	it	has	healed	our	wounds.		We’ve	shared	a	cup	and	somehow	felt	
nourished.		We’ve	felt	the	splash	water	from	this	font	and	have	somehow	been	
refreshed	and	renewed.	
We’ve	caught	half	a	glimpse	of	a	crucified	man	reaching	out	with	wounded	hands	
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to	gather	us	in	unity	around	this,	his	table	–	a	table	of	love	and	welcome	to	all.	
	
And	in	our	faltering	attempts	at	following	his	Way,	we’ve	learned	that	we	can’t	
hold	onto	him	here…	and	that	whenever	we’ve	tried,	he’s	slipped	through	our	
fingers	and	only	reappeared	when	we’ve	gone	outside	and	glimpsed	him	again	
among	the	strangers,	the	broken,	the	vulnerable	–	as	we’ve	reached	out	to	them	in	
love.	
	
So	here	we	are:	drawn	by	the	light	of	a	rumour	–		

only	able	to	say:	love	leads	the	way…			
and	we	set	off	again,	seeking	to	share	this	love	with	others…	


