
1 April 4, 2021  Easter Mark 16:1-8 
 

 

 Well, the days of Easter egg hunts are over in our house.  If we want chocolate, 

it’s there, sitting in a bowl on the table.  Why hunt for it?  But when we were kids?  

Easter was as much about the hunt as it was about the finding.  We always had Easter 

baskets.  Not the large woven ones in colours of pink and yellow and blue.  But small, 

green, plastic, looking very conspicuously like baskets from the store that used to hold 

strawberries.  And inside a few jelly beans, the chocolate eggs wrapped in foil, an egg 

in a paper holder with a bunny or a chick; our name written in the center of their white 

oval bellies.  How else would we know whose basket was whose?   

 And the hunt was on.  Eight kids.  Eight baskets hiding in the usual places.  After 

a while we got good at looking for the signs.  The misplaced towel in the linen closet 

amongst all the other neatly folded ones, a touch of shocking pink peeking out.  The 

couch cushion slightly ajar; pushed forward trying to conceal the blues and yellows that 

lay behind.  The jars of canned crab apples in the cold room that suddenly were 

arranged differently, out of the corner of your eye, a hint of bright, plastic green.  We 

were never good at keeping a poker face; the signs were in us as much as in the 

places where we found that basket that wasn’t our own.  The gasp of surprise suddenly 

covered up by a fake cough so no one else would think to look there.  The quick 

slamming of a cupboard door and the snicker and grin that said we knew something 

that others needed to know, but weren’t about to tell. 

 Still, one by one we found our baskets until there was that last one.  Not always 

the youngest, often the girl who looked just like me.  Still searching, waiting, looking in 
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all the wrong places in amongst a gaggle of kids already tasting the sweetness of jelly 

beans, amongst telltale signs of foil wrappers torn and discarded on the ground, of 

chocolate smeared on faces and hands; before them the full colour of blues and pinks 

and yellows and bright, bold, plastic green.  And amongst the grins and the snickers 

and the “I know something you don’t know looks,” the advice comes.  “Go!  And you 

will find it!”  Well, thanks a lot for that advice no one really wants to hear when the 

thing that they are looking for most yet eludes them. 

 And so today we have come, looking for all kinds of things on this Easter 

morning.  Things we have waited for.  Things we don’t want to wait for anymore.  The 

coming of spring, not only on the calendar but in bright, bold plastic green.  The flowers 

in bloom in pinks and yellows and blues.  The ending of the dull season of Lent, the 

ending of a year in the wilderness of the pandemic too.  Today, we want to hear the 

full, out-and-out version of the Easter story, we want to see Jesus walk out of the tomb, 

so we know that we can leave this tomb too.  We want to jump up in joy, to fall down in 

worship and touch the feet of Jesus.  We want the stories written in bright hues of blue, 

and pink and green, in the bold colours of life rising from death and the ground.  We 

want earthquakes, and bright lights, and angels, and racing, and running, and frenzy.  

What we get?  Three women afraid, a stone rolled away, an empty tomb, and a 

message—“He is not here, but go and you will find him.”  Thanks for that!  Let us pray. 

“You will find him there.”  Joseph told us where to look, not Joseph, the father of 

Jesus, but Joseph of Arimathea—the one who buried him—he gave us directions to 
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the tomb.  As the others tell it, it was a beautiful day, birds singing, flitting from branch 

to branch between the white feathery flowers of the olive trees in full bloom, the colours 

of life in bold blues, greens and reds, bursting forth in the brightness of the sun already 

risen.  I assume they are correct; it was morning.  It would have been foolish, 

dangerous, risky for three women—the two Mary’s and I—to set out on a dark, lonely, 

unfamiliar road before the sun’s rising, but to say for sure?  I cannot.  I don’t remember 

birds, flowers, sun.  We were looking for something else.  I don’t remember light, life, 

beauty, bright colours.  Only chocolate colour smudges; darkness, grief, fear on that 

road; costly spices like dead weight in a basket that felt like it wasn’t ours to carry, the 

road short, the journey eternal, words in my head, “You will find him there.”   

I knew I would—find Jesus there.  Where else would he be, but hiding beneath 

tell-tale signs of crumpled linen—where else but the tomb?  The events of the past 3 

days a roller coaster of raw emotion.  Joy! only one week ago riding into Jerusalem.  

Throngs of people, singing, waving palms, brazenly laying their clothes, bright blues 

and greens and pinks on the road.  “You will find him,” it was a disciple running by, 

giving us hurried directions.  With the two Marys I went; Mary the mother appalled, 

hiding her child’s eyes from the spectacle of the naked.  Mary of Magdala, laughing 

and teasing at her prudish nature.  We did find Jesus there, on a donkey, on the road 

to Jerusalem; our voices blending, adding to the colour, “Hosanna to the Son of David!”  

As quickly as it had all begun, it ended—badly.  Jesus accused, arrested, judged 

guilty.  The sun beating down, confusion, crowds all around, yelling.  We asked where 
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we would find him.  It was a woman who gave us directions.  “Don’t go there.” She 

said.  “You will find him on a cross.”  But we did go.  It was the most horrible thing we 

ever had to endure.  Watching.  The soldiers mocking and whipping, walking Jesus 

through the streets in shame.  A hammer ringing, a rooster crowing, the blood, bright 

red flowing, the gut-wrenching, mournful cry.  “My God, my God, why???”  And then 

sun set.  No colour.  I was sure it would never rise again.  Tears of grief clouding my 

vision; how could there be any life, any beauty ever again.  Some said the sun had 

already risen, I didn’t see it. Only colourless grief.  Smudging darkness.  The end of the 

road.  No place else to look.  I knew we would find him in the tomb.   

A man in white, the stone rolled away.  Was he smirking?  Did he know 

something we didn’t?  He told us, “You look for Jesus, he is not here.”  “Not here???”  

But we brought our basket, we followed the road, the man’s directions, he told us 

where to look.”  “Go, and you will find him.”  The man pointed.  Was this the wrong 

tomb?  We believed Jesus was dead; had already accepted life without him, without 

hope of God in the world, we did not understand what the man was saying.  As the 

others told it, the colour was there—the colours of life seeping from the ground, 

exploding colours of light and life—we could not yet see, we could not yet believe the 

words the man in white told us, “He is not here.  He is risen.  So go, go and you will find 

him where he was before, on your roads, in your rooms, at your tables, in your world.  Go!  

You will see the colour.  Go!  And you will find the Son, risen in, risen for the world!”  The 

promise seems plastic, recycled.  Go and tell the others.  What could we tell them?  That 
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we didn’t find Jesus?  That we were confused, sad, afraid?  Can the story really end here?  

What we have waited for yet eluding us; what we search for yet in hiding, while we linger 

in sadness and fear?  Where is Jesus?  Where are the colours of life?  Certainly not on 

this road that sends us right back; exactly where we came from. 

So where is Jesus?  It is the question that haunts not only the three women; but 

haunts all of the disciples in the days to come as they hide in upper rooms, behind 

cushions of familiarity and fear.  It is the question that will not settle as we hear this story 

of resurrection.  A question that will not go away in a world that wants to race with Peter 

and John, our world that wants the quick and clear path to joy.  Isn’t that what we really 

want too?  To know exactly where the life is; exactly where Jesus is; something tangible to 

see, to touch, to feel the rumbling beneath our feet?   

It is why, in years to come, anonymous authors decide to pen their own ending to 

what Mark has written.   Now there are new verses that include the comforting Jesus 

sightings, and those who would hurry to tell the Good News.  But this, not the ending Mark 

writes, not what we hear today.  Instead, we are left wrestling in confusion and fear, where 

in our faulty logic we are quick to derive our own answers that either Jesus is not risen at 

all—that the whole story of the resurrection is a cruel hoax; or we settle for artificial hope, 

plastic faith we carry in fragile recycled baskets; brittle and ready to crack at any moment.  

Especially when things don’t turn out as we hope or expect.  Especially in times like these. 

Today’s Gospel challenges all our assumptions; with a real story for real people, for 

real times.  People who struggle and question and doubt.  People who fear the worst.  
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People who give up hope they will ever find what they are looking for.  People quick to 

assume and even become comfortable with the idea that death is the end.  That the grave 

is the only place we will find Jesus now.  People like us who long for the chocolate-colored 

smudges of death we see on the faces of others; never realizing there is a whole basket of 

colour and life that already waits.  Waits with the truth of this story we need to hear.   

Not the sugar-coated version, but God’s truth for our world and lives that defies all 

logic.  That Jesus is not in the grave.  And whether we see Jesus or not, whether we 

believe it or not—our world is already a resurrected world.  We are already a resurrected 

people.  Life has come.  Because.  Because Jesus has risen.  Because Jesus is risen.  

Because Jesus is not in the tomb.  And Jesus is already bringing life right where we need 

it.  Right in the middle of our confusion and fear.  The colours of life are weaving, woven, 

interwoven in the midst of our grays, and browns, and all the muted colours of our lives.  

On every road, in every room, at every table, in every street, in death linens, in the throngs 

of the sick, the hungry, the poor and thirsty, wherever life is, wherever life needs to be, 

Christ is risen!  Life is risen and rising.  And we are risen too!  Risen and sent.  Sent in the 

colours that will come to be.  Sent in the hope and in the promise that we will find what we 

are seeking.  That in fact, we have already been found.  Already unbound.  And along the 

way, we are bound to see the signs.  Birds, budding flowers, a sunrise.  Healing, 

forgiveness, life.  Communities that care.  A hint of pink peeking beneath scattered grave 

clothes.  Blues and yellows revealed behind grave stone cushions that are rolling away.  

Christ is not in the grave.  He is risen!  So go.  Go!  And you will find him!  And we say, 

“Thanks God, thanks a lot for that!”  Alleluia! 


