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Resurrection Happens 

 

In the name of the Love that created us, the Love that makes us whole and the Love that 

sets us free. Amen. 

 

On Thursday I went into my annual Holy Week panic. The flowers had arrived with no 

blossoms. My to do list was only half completed. I had no idea what I was going to say 

in my Easter sermon and to top it all off my CPA was sending me cranky voicemails 

because I had not sent him all the necessary documentation for my tax return and he 

needed it NOW. So, I took some deep breaths and then did what we clergy do when we 

find ourselves in these moments, I procrastinated. I went to my phone and opened 

Facebook and the first post that popped up was from another clergy person clearly 

having hit her moment of panic. Her post was from none other than Nadia Bolz-Weber, 

self- professed sarcastic Lutheran Pastor and tattooed Public Theologian, or as Pat and I 

fondly call her, Saint Nadia. “Clergy & Church Workers,” she writes, “here’s our yearly 

reminder: Jesus will rise from the dead even if you forget to print out the right hymns, 

even if there are typos in the bulletins, even if the lilies arrive already wilted, even if the 

whole choir gets food poisoning. Nothing will keep the stone from being rolled away. 

You are loved.” 

 

It was dawn. The first day of the week. Much of the world was quiet and still. Such a 

contrast from two days earlier when the sounds of the angry crowd, the soldiers nailing 

Jesus to the cross and the shaking of the earthquake penetrated the skies. Mary 

Magdalene, Mary and Salome made their way to the tomb, eyes swollen from nights of 

weeping, their feet as weighed down by grief as their hearts. They had thought he had 

been the Messiah, the One who had come to save them. But Messiahs don’t die. They 

grieve that their dream of a new world, a new future had been lost at Calvary, too. So, 

they did what we all do in the midst of trauma, they put one foot in front of the other. If 

they had stopped even for a moment, they might have collapsed in utter despair. So, 

they just kept on going. Spices in hand. A task to finish. A final act of devotion. How 

will we get inside the tomb, a question still lingering on their lips when they arrive to 

find the stone rolled away, a strange messenger sitting in the place where their teacher’s 

body should have been. “He is risen,” the young man says to the startled women. “He 

has gone ahead to Galilee. “Go,” he tells them in the midst of their disbelief. One simple 

instruction. Go and tell the others. But the women flee in terror and amazement. And as 



the evangelist Mark records, they tell no one because they are very, very afraid. Mic 

drop. Story over.  

 

For someone who loves to have her long to do lists checked off, Mark’s ending is 

unsatisfying and infuriating. The story leaves us dangling, when what we want is for all 

the loose ends to be tied up in a nice, neat bow. It feels like an annoying disruption to 

our beautiful celebration. We don’t get any Alleluias from the women. We don’t get 

images of Jesus showing his wounded hands to his frightened friends, of him breaking 

bread with his weary disciples or being mistaken for a gardener. Instead, uncomfortable 

silence and dread. Peter has denied Jesus. Judas has betrayed him. The others are in 

hiding. And now the women, the faithful women who were at the cross and have come 

to care for him in death, flee. They were asked to do one thing, and they don’t do it. 

Epic failure.  

 

We’ve been struggling with Mark’s ending ever since it was first told. Other verses 

were tacked on later to give us a more satisfying closure. Scholars and preachers have 

debated ad nauseam about what Mark really meant or wanted to do with his 

incomplete ending. In my humble opinion, I think Mark wanted to end his story exactly 

with the silence and the fear. Mark is uncompromisingly truthful. In spite of our 

failures, in spite of the violence that looms large in our world to this very day, in spite 

of our disbelief and unbelief and mistaken beliefs, in spite of our grief and fear, in spite 

of the power that death holds over us, he proclaims to us that resurrection happens. 

Nothing will keep the stone from being rolled away. 

 

Will Campbell was a Baptist preacher and an important figure in the civil rights 

movement. I first learned about him through stories of one of my civil rights heroes, the 

Rt. Rev. Duncan Grey, former Bishop of Mississippi. Grey and Campbell were two of 

only a handful of white clergy in the state who fought alongside of their black brothers 

and sisters for racial equality and reconciliation in the 1950s and 60s. I was reminded 

recently of Campbell when I discovered this story about his annual Easter tradition told 

by another Episcopal Bishop. “Will lived with his wife Brenda on a farm and on Easter 

morning he would walk down to the barn and Brenda would remain up at the 

house. Then, each would grab the rope of the bells mounted on the house and the barn 

and they would begin vigorously swinging clappers against the bells and shouting out 

to one another: Alleluia!  Clang!  Clang!  Christ is Risen! Clang!  Clang!  Clang!  And 

then begin to ring out the names of everyone they knew who had died since the 

previous Easter.  Clang!  clang!  Christ is risen! Clang!  Clang! Clarisse is risen!  

Charles is risen!  Clang!  Clang!  Joe is risen!  clang!  clang!  In a simple call and 

response, they would shout out the names to each other, ringing them out with the 

bells, and thereby declare their conviction that no one of the people God had given 



them were gone from them forever, for Christ is Risen!  And if Christ is risen all are 

raised up and gathered into God.”* I find this story so amazing because of what I know 

about Campbell’s life, the rejection from his own church because of his stance on racial 

equality, his struggle to come to terms with his own white privilege, and his eyewitness 

to great human suffering.   

 

Of all the Easter Gospels, Mark will not allow us to hear resurrection as any kind of 

conventional happy ending. He is saying to us that it is okay to stand this morning 

where those first witnesses stood with the heaviness of our doubts, our grief and fear at 

once joined with our joyous and resounding Alleluias. Because nothing will keep the 

stone from being rolled away. Daffodils poke their proud heads out of the cold and 

snowy ground. Young people speak out with hope, believing in a future where fear no 

longer rules our Land. Friends share with grace and courage their journey of facing into 

death and in so doing teach us all how to live well. Will and Brenda Campbell rose 

every Easter morning ringing those bells and crying out, “He is risen.” “She is risen.” 

“We are all risen in Christ.”  

 

All of us, all of our loved ones, all children of God, all of creation itself is gathered up 

into the power of God’s love, a love which refuses to let our sin and suffering and even 

death have the final word. You are loved. I am loved. All belong to God and are loved 

into new life by God. That’s both the ending and the beginning of this remarkable story. 

May we rise with the women confounded once again by the unbelievable good news 

that resurrection happens. “Clang! Clang! Clang! Alleluia! Christ is risen!” And the 

people of God respond, “He is risen indeed. Alleluia!” Amen. 

 

 

 

*Story told by the Rt. Rev. Andrew Dietsch, Bishop of the Diocese of New York  
 

 

 

 

 


