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On Maundy Thursday, I talked about how I think God’s Love, the Love shown by Jesus 

in his Passion, is forming us; how that Love creates who we are and sends our lives in the 

direction we’re headed. If our story ended on Good Friday, that much would still be true: the 

infinite Love of God poured out completely for us and on us shapes who we are. 

But, of course, the story doesn’t end there. Here we are this morning, reading about 

what happened after the dinner in the upper room, after the arrest in the garden and the trial on 

the stone pavement and the cross and even after the tomb. If Love’s forming us isn’t the end 

of the story, what is? That is the question of Easter: for what are we being formed? 

It’s the same question Isaiah plays with today. He writes to a people either still in exile 

or newly returned, wondering with them what God will do after exile, what lies ahead. What 

God is about to do, he says, is something completely new; beyond their wildest dreams. His 

poetry opens the imaginations of his people to run wild with the possibilities of what God has 

in store for these people who once considered themselves all but dead and defeated. New life, 

he says, is just around the corner. What could that possibly look like? 

So that’s where my mind is this morning, as I read about what happens at the tomb and 

afterwards. In the wake of the Great Three Days, after the supper, after the crucifixion, after 

the day spent keeping vigil with the dead, I find myself staring into this empty tomb and 

wondering at this great Love that has been poured out on us, and for what that Love might be 

forming us. 

What do you think? Where is this Love taking us? Is it heaven? I think that’s the classic 

answer, the one we’ve been trained to imagine. When we talk about being “saved” by this 

Love, we’ve mostly talked about a paradisaical existence after we die, a place where mourning 

and crying and pain are no more, where we finally are able to live as the one, united people 

God created us to be. And I think that might be part of it, but I’m wondering this morning if 

that’s all of it. If we really believe that heaven is like that, I wonder what is keeping us from 

experiencing that now.  

I think about the story at the tomb today. The women who followed Jesus from Galilee 

came to the tomb to anoint him for burial. St. Luke says that what they experienced there 

caused them to “remember Jesus’ words.” But when they go to tell the men, nobody believes 

them. They do not remember Jesus’ words; instead, they think the women are hysterical. The 
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Greek word that gets translated “idle tale” in our story is the root of our English word 

“delirious.” Even Peter, when he goes to see for himself, went away “amazed,” confused, 

surprised, but not remembering.  

Now, if only those angels had appeared to Peter, he would have understood, right? Then 

he, too, would have remembered; so why didn’t they? Why didn’t those angels come and 

appear to everyone? Why don’t they come and appear to us? Well, they did appear to us. They 

appeared to those of us at the tomb: the women. When I read this story, I realize I am making 

the classic Western mistake of reading all the ‘yous’ in this story as singular, rather than 

plural—‘yous’ rather than ‘y’alls.’ 

The angels ask the women “Why do y’all look for the risen among the dead? Remember 

how he told y’all, while he was still in Galilee, what would happen?” Those ‘y’alls’ don’t refer 

to just the women, but to the whole community, to all of us. The men don’t believe because 

they’re looking for the risen among the dead, even though they also heard from Jesus in Galilee 

what would happen. They assumed the women were untrustworthy, unreliable. They figured 

they were telling “wives’ tales.” It was their sense of feeling separate from the women, maybe 

even superior to them, that kept them from hearing the good news. Maybe that’s why Peter 

goes to the tomb to see for himself, and why he leaves “amazed” rather than “remembering.” 

That separateness is the opposite of what Jesus does to us. In the Love poured out for 

us in his Passion, Jesus draws all people to himself. He demonstrates radical withness that 

overcomes the separateness we impose on ourselves and one another. He comes among us, 

becomes one of us, to suffer with us and even to die with us. His Love makes us all branches 

of the same vine. It is this withness, this Oneness, that is the heart of his good news. 

We’re used to reading Scripture for ourselves. We read it as if it’s meant to change 

individual hearts or influence individual actions; but what if Scripture wasn’t written for 

individuals? What if the good news isn’t a means by which individual people can assure 

themselves a spot in heaven? What if ‘y’all’ really means ‘you all’? What if the real good 

news, the real salvation, isn’t for you and me, but for us together? 

That’s why this story sets my imagination spinning. The New Thing Isaiah imagines 

God doing is so radical that it defies description. He can only explain it in terms of what he 

knows—lions and wolves, lambs and oxen—but he acknowledges that these “former things,” 
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the ways in which we know the world now—are inadequate to fully imagine what God is 

doing; God is re-creating everything anew. What if, where we see only individuals, God sees 

a community? 

I don’t mean community in the way we’re used to: not just a bunch of people living 

together, but a bunch of people living, together. I wonder if that might be what God’s Love 

poured out in the basin and on the table and from the cross is forming us for: to be radically 

with one another, to imagine a life without those barriers of gender and class, race and creed, 

age and ability and to actually live together, to live as One, as though those distinctions were 

gifts to be celebrated and assets to be used rather than challenges to be overcome. What might 

that look like? It sounds almost as strange as a world were lions seat straw like oxen. 

As part of my sabbatical, I read a book called “Trauma Stewardship” by Laura Van 

Dernoot Lipsky. It’s primarily directed towards people who work in caring professions—

teachers, nurses, EMTs, social workers—who deal daily with the suffering of others. In those 

professions, it can be easy to be overwhelmed by the amount of pain one experiences, and to 

suffer depression, anxiety and burnout as a result.  

The author’s research suggests that sharing this pain helps us to let it go. One of the 

coping strategies she describes is cultivating a community of care, gathering people around 

with whom one can share that pain. What occurs to me is that this is, in a sense, what these 

caring professionals are for people in crisis: a small community of care. Their jobs help ease 

the suffering of those they encounter. But it can be too much for them to carry by themselves. 

And so, this morning, I am wondering what it might look like if, instead of that pain being 

carried only by the person suffering, or just by the small number of people caring for them, 

what if that pain was carried by the whole human family? 

I wonder if God’s love forming is us to be one, immense community of care spanning 

all creation. What if we are being shaped and equipped by this love to carry all pain and all joy 

together, as one? What might that look like? What if, when one person suffered, all of us 

suffered with them? What if we all felt joy when anyone felt joy? Maybe then no suffering 

would be too great for any of us to bear. I wonder if we all suffered together, would we all 

work for healing together, as well? I wonder if that might be a part of what we’re missing—

and the very salvation that God is offering. 
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I wonder this because I hear this story asking that question. Communities can share 

more than pain, you see. They also share joy. In this story, I think that what prevents the men 

from believing the women also prevents them from sharing their joy. If they were really a 

community of care together, I wonder if they would have believed, if they would have shared 

that joy. 

According to Scripture, this is exactly what the Church was created to be: a community 

of care, where we bear one another’s burdens in love, where we suffer and celebrate together. 

But this salvation isn’t just for the Church; it is for the world. It really is for “you all.” The 

community we experience as the Church is just the foretaste of the feast to come, the hint of 

what will be. It’s the first expression of a New Thing that God is doing, just enough to set our 

imaginations spinning with Isaiah and Peter and Mary Magdalene about what might be next.  

What might it look like to participate in such a community? What might that require of 

us? What might we gain from it? For better or for worse, such a community is nothing we can 

create. There is no system or law or government that can make that community happen; only 

God can do that. It goes far beyond any one individual response; but it cannot happen without 

individuals experiencing and responding to that call in Love. That is how God is choosing to 

create this New Thing. 

As I think about this today, I wonder if the best news of Easter is that we don’t have to 

wait to experience resurrection, but that the Love that rises from death is for all of us, now, 

forming us for what is coming. Because, whether or not we experience that resurrection now, 

that radical withness is what awaits us all, one way or another, because that’s who God is. God 

is the Love we celebrate today; the Love that washes feet and rolls away stones and rises from 

death; Love that makes heaven and earth and everything in between new. 


