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In the Genesis story, remember story, God took one of Adam’s ribs to make woman. Later, 

she tempted him with fruit. The pair took a bite each, and we’ve had the stomach ache ever 

since. God demanded an explanation of Adam. His tomb inscription reads: “Here lies Adam, 

who couldn’t fib, barbecued by his own spare rib.”  Graveyard tombs are containers for the 

dead. They are places of remembrance. A place for evoking stories, a place to keep in present 

loving memory those who have died. 

Jesus had been dead three days. At Sunday dawn’s ending of Passover, five unafraid and 

loving women, who had faithfully followed Jesus as unofficial disciples and benefactors of his 

ministry, came to the tomb.  They brought spices and ointments to anoint his lifeless body. 

They came to complete the burial rites, curtailed by the onset of the Sabbath rest three days 

before, and to bring closure to their grief. They came in fear and trembling as murderous 

Rome had killed the love of their life. Full well they knew: death is death. Death usually wins. 

Dead bodies usually remain dead. 

The women came to the tomb expecting to find their lifeless Lord, because tombs house only 

dead. But, the grave of peaceful rest was open wide and the body gone. The women became 

disoriented, dismayed, vexed, if not angry. They were at a loss to make sense of this 

disconnection.  

Two angelic messengers in dazzling white proclaimed the Easter Message. “Why do you look 

for the living among the dead? He is not here, but has risen.” Tombs evoke memories. The 

angel continued, “Remember how he told you, ‘The Son of Man must undergo great suffering 

and be killed, and, on the third day, be raised?’ Do you remember?” [Luke9.22]. 

In Matthew and John’s account, “Myrrh-bearing Mary to death’s garden came, seeking her 

Jesus who’d borne the world’s blame, heart-sick, she stood, till she heard the Lord’s voice: 

’Mary!’ he said, ‘I am risen: rejoice.”’ Alas! Luke, who is often called “The Ladies’ Man,” for 

his inclusion of many women in his Gospel, this time denied the women a face to face meeting 

with their risen Lord. At his grave-site, why didn’t Luke let a dazzlingly glorious Jesus merely 

walk out into the light of Easter Day to give the women and us peace of mind? Like them, all 

we have is the word of an angel “He has risen.” 

How can we mere mortals believe the unbelievable?  How can we trust Jesus’ promises of 

future life made at the open mouth of an empty tomb? Words which made little sense then, 

still fly in the face of what we know is possible now?  

Courageously, the women hastened to tell the self-believing alpha males, who were really 

jelly-livered weakies in hiding for fear of the Jews. But, the men chose to remain invincibly 

ignorant. They rebuffed the women’s message of the greatest event in the history of the 

world. Their words of triumphant joy were dismissed as “an idle tale,” and their witness as 

‘cock-and-bull.’ Why, Oh why, did these males disparage the message of the angelic apostles 

to the apostles as religiously insignificant and unworthy of serious consideration?  

These were the valiant women who stood “at a distance” on Calvary, when all the mice-like 

men, save John, had hurried away, lest they be caught. Now, these women from Galilee were 

no longer “at a distance,” but were plunged into the midst of the maelstrom mystery of the 



crucifixion, while the frightened men scurried into their burrows. Human history is rife with 

such overt discrimination. Does the world need a second divine death and rising to get things 

right this time?  

In Luke’s account, Peter was the one exception. He ran to the tomb, was amazed, was stunned 

at what had happened, and, completely uncomprehending, returned home: home! Perhaps 

to watch his beloved Blues pull down a screamer. It was only later in the day, when the two 

travellers from Emmaus road gushed their news that they had walked with the risen Lord, and 

the same lord had appeared to Peter to re-instate him after his disastrous Holy Thursday 

lapse, that Jesus’ men group finally came to faith, a faith the women had had all along. It took 

a full, personal appearance of Jesus Risen to chide the disbelieving men for their doubting. 

Yet, the men’s unbelief was the only human, logical response to the women’s outrageous 

claim of resurrection. The men knew that one-out-of-one of us dies, and experience taught 

them that death always wins. Unbelief does not mean that people believe nothing; it means 

that they believe something else. 

Easter must challenge our certainties. Easter is perplexing. Easter means that, ‘though death 

is real, the return to life of Jesus has the last word. For us to say “Yes” to his resurrection, 

means to say “No” to the temporary power of death and decay. It means that we believe 

there is a sustaining power called God, who can bring eternal life out of human death. 

The Easter rising vindicates all that Jesus taught and did in his earthly ministry. What Peter 

and his men had to learn was that Jesus included women and Gentiles, persons regarded by 

the majority men as sinners, as their equals. And history has been fighting for this equality 

ever since. 

Today, we Easter Day worshippers follow in the steps of our Gospel heirs. Why, at times, do 

we still look for the living among the dead? How can we use the power of Jesus Risen to help 

us find that sure and certain hope of meeting in a better world, those we have lost in this? 

 Will we live out the truth that Jesus is truly risen?  Will we join the women in the dawn, care 

and spices bring, earliest to mourn, earliest to sing “We have seen the Lord?”                                                  

Thanks be to God who gives us the victory. 


