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“But…” 
A SERMON on Luke 24:1-12 for the Resurrection of Our Lord: Easter Day, Year C 
Preached 17 April 2022 by the Rev. Matthew Emery, Lead Minister 
Cloverdale United Church, Surrey, British Columbia, Canada 
 
 

I suspect that many of you came here this morning pretty much knowing what to expect.  
Many of you could imagine the sweet smell of these Easter flowers wafting through the air before 
you even stepped through those doors.  Most of you expected a blast of majestic music today, and 
if you’ve been to Easter Sunday services here at this church before, you probably even knew that 
“Jesus Christ is Risen Today” would be our opening hymn—after all, even I know better than to 
change that!  And I imagine that nearly all of you came expecting to hear something about Easter 
and good news, the great Christian proclamation that Christ is risen!  Even those of you who are 
guests or newcomers among us this morning, my guess is that you came here this morning 
knowing, at least a little bit, what to expect. 

Some 2,000 years ago, there were some women who knew what to expect on this 
morning, as well.  There were at least 5 of them, it would seem—probably more—and on this very 
morning, they showed up knowing what they should expect.   

It was only a little bit light out, maybe 6 o’clock in the morning.  Their feet kicked up little 
clouds of dust from the pathway as they walked.  Heavy in their hands were jars concealing the 
spices and oils they brought to give Jesus’ body its proper burial preparation, the bitter-sweet 
fragrance of myrrh—that same gift that was among what the magi brought to Jesus at the 
beginning of his life—that sweet fragrance of myrrh floating up into their nostrils along the way.    

And as they made their way, they knew what to expect.  You see, Jesus was dead.  There 
was no denying it.  The same gospel account from which we heard this morning tells us earlier 
that the women who had followed Jesus from Galilee had stood at a distance watching as he was 
crucified at the place that is called ‘The Skull’.  Watching, as the soldiers offered him sour wine…  
Watching, as one criminal beside him mocked him and the other received his blessing… 
Watching, as Jesus cried out in a loud voice and breathed his last.  These same women followed as 
Jesus’ body was taken down and laid in a rock-hewn tomb where no one had ever been laid.  
These women saw the tomb; they saw how Jesus’ body was laid.   

Jesus was dead.  They had seen it with their own eyes.  There was no denying it. 
And so, on that morning, they knew what to expect.   
They knew they were coming to finish preparing Jesus’ body for a proper and righteous 

burial.  They knew they were coming to a rock tomb where they would say one last goodbye to the 
man who had so welcomed them among his followers.   

They were on their way in order to find death, and they knew it. 
 
Is that not, sisters and brothers, how we so often live our lives too?  Looking for death.  

Expecting death.  And who could blame us?  Death is not so hard to find in our world.  Sure, there 
are the easy places to point to—friends, family members, others we know, who are nearing their 
final days or for whom their final breath has passed.  So too, the disasters of nature and the 
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violence of humans that have cut short millions of lives.  And it goes beyond those easy-to-name 
places, too.  We glimpse death as we pass by the lonely child playing outside the dilapidated 
house.  We hear death’s footsteps echo through the corridors of our school when one of our 
classmates uses some hateful slur against one of God’s children.  We ourselves meet with death 
whenever we find ourselves clutching onto our money and possessions because the world’s 
wisdom has taught us there isn’t enough to go around.  And we all stare death in the eye every 
time we resign ourselves to the idea that some form of inequality or injustice is “just how the 
world works”.   

We know death; we expect it.   
And so, we ourselves often come to the tombs, to the places where we know death resides.  

We come to those places—the ones in our world and the ones in ourselves—we come carrying 
our jars, filled with what we hope will serve as some kind of spice, some kind of ointment.  After 
all, death stinks—both literally and figuratively—and the least we can do is make the stench a 
little less stinky, right? 

 
 But a stench is not what greeted those women we remember from 2,000 years ago.   
 
The women expected to find a sealed-up tomb, and rightly so… but as they approached the 

place in that dusty dim light of early dawn, they found the stone had been rolled away.  They 
expected to find Jesus’ dead body inside, and rightly so… but when they went in, it wasn’t there.  
They expected to be there alone to render loving service to their friend, and rightly so… but instead 
they were met by some sudden intruders, “two men in dazzling clothes”.   

Up to this point, there could still be any number of possibilities for what was going on.  
Maybe somehow in the dim light of early morning, they had come to the wrong tomb.  Or perhaps 
someone has come and stolen Jesus’ body.   

But no, in fact.  The women had not come to the wrong tomb, nor had some shady thief 
come and taken the body.   

No, instead, those shining intruders that had just joined the women hold the key:  “Why 
do you look for the living among the dead?  He is not here, but has risen[!]”   

Risen?  Really?  But how can that be?  He was dead.  We know that; we saw it with our own 
eyes; we saw his linen-wrapped body lying on that hard stone ledge right over there, in this very 
tomb.  Now, Luke doesn’t tell us that the women raised such an objection, but nevertheless, the 
men in dazzling clothes, as though they could hear the reaction in the raised eyebrows and 
crinkled noses and blank stares of the women, go on to say more.  “Remember…”, they say.   

Remember.   
“Remember how he told you that he was going to be handed over, get crucified, and on the 

third day he was going to rise again.”   
Remember. 
 
Some of you may remember the 1998 film Simon Birch, a loose adaptation of the story from 

John Irving’s novel A Prayer for Owen Meany.  The film follows the story of Simon Birch, a young, 
and in many ways un-loved, boy whose physical growth is severely stunted by some genetic 
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cause.  Simon is repeatedly ridiculed and rejected for his odd appearance—by other kids, yes, but 
even by many of the adults.  Throughout the course of the story, though, he insists to his one-and-
only good friend, Joe Wentworth, that he believes that God has a purpose for him.  Of course, Joe 
usually writes this off as idle crazy talk.  But one day, when Joe and Simon are chaperoning a bus 
full of kindergarteners coming back from summer camp, Simon’s idle crazy talk is proven not so 
idle or so crazy anymore.  On that trip, the bus falls subject to a tragic crash that lands it in a lake, 
sinking under the water.  It is only Simon, with his diminutive size, that has the unique ability to 
calm down the dozens of little kids on the bus.  And as one last child remained trapped in the 
sinking bus, Simon is the only one small enough to be able to make the final rescue—
unfortunately to his own peril.   

“God has a plan for me.”  That’s what Simon always told Joe.  “God has a plan for me.”  All 
these years Joe had written off these words as idle crazy talk.  But now, Joe remembered. 

 
The women who came to the tomb that morning… they remembered too.  As they and the 

other disciples made their way through Galilee and on down to Jerusalem over the months and 
years, they too had written off some of what Jesus said.  As much as they loved Jesus and sought to 
follow him, some of what he said just seemed, well… far-fetched… unbelievable… even crazy.  “The 
Son of Man must be handed over to sinners, and be crucified, and on the third day rise again?”  
‘Oh… that’s nice Jesus… do you want one fish or two for lunch today?’   

But now there was a tomb that laid open and empty.  Now there were messengers 
standing there—“Why do you look for the living among the dead?  He is not here, but… but…… is 
risen.” 

That one little word, my friends, is what this day is all about.  “But…”  Luke uses the word 
no less than 6 times in these 12 short verses.   

“But.”   
It is the word that challenges our expectations.   
It is the word that lets us know that whatever we expected… is not going to be so.   
And I dare say this little word, it is perhaps the most fitting and most important word we 

could proclaim on Easter.  You see, it can be so easy for us to try to liken Easter to something as 
quaint and innocuous as spring time:  flowers blooming, leaves budding, the world getting a little 
more colourful.  But Easter is more than that.  After all, even in the depths of our winter dreariness, 
we expect spring to come eventually.  Springtime is really a bit more like the words “And then…”   

But Easter is not an “and then…”   
Easter is “But…”   
We make our way through the world knowing what to expect: injustice, brokenness, 

death.  Perhaps in our more hopeful moments, we even expect a few “and then…”s—a few times 
when something becomes a little better, a little prettier, a little more bearable.   

But things getting “a little bit better” is not Easter, my friends.  In the middle of all that we 
expect, God comes with the great reversal.  God comes with that which we could never expect.  Let 
me say that again:  God comes with that which we could never expect.  God interrupts the 
sentences of our lives with one little word by which all is changed:  “But…”   

Of course, hopefully we all know better than to presume that Easter means bad things 
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never happen anymore.  Really, that’s not the story anyway, though.  The message of the gospel is 
not that Jesus didn’t get killed.  The message of the gospel is, ‘Yes, Jesus died.  But…”    

Yes, it seems like we never have enough.  But…   
Yes, the world is broken.  But…   
 
Our call, then, is go forth—from the tomb in this story, and from the tombs in our lives—

with that one simple word: “but…”  Go and shout it from the hilltops.  Go and text and tweet and 
share a TikTok video of it to your friends.  As Easter people, when the world says war, we say 
“but… peace.”  When the world says hate, we say “but… love.”  When the world says no, we say 
“But… yes.”  When the world says it’s all up to us, we say “But… God.”   

Sure, the world may not believe us.  It won’t be for the first time, though.  The other 
disciples wrote off the testimony of the women as an idle tale.  And, of course, they wrote off 
Jesus’ own words as an idle tale too.   

But we have seen the tomb empty, and we now refuse to keep looking for the living among 
the dead.  For, indeed, “He is not here, but…” 

 
Alleluia.  Christ is risen! 


