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Telling Secrets…Not 
Preached by Rev. Dr. Linda Even 

United Church of Fayetteville 
April 1, 2018 

Easter Communion Sunday  
 
For reflection:  "One of the secrets of life is that all that is really worth the doing is what we do for 
others." Lewis Carroll 
  
Gospel Reading: Mark 16:1-8 
When the Sabbath was over, Mary Magdalene and Mary, the mother of James and Salome brought 
spices, so that they might go and anoint him.  And very early, on the first day of the week, when the sun 
had risen, they went to the tomb.  They had been saying to one another, "Who will roll away the stone 
for us from the entrance to the tomb?" When they looked up, they saw that the stone, which was very 
large, had already been rolled back.  As they entered, they saw a young man, dressed in a white robe, 
sitting on the right side, and they were alarmed.  But he said to them, "Do not be alarmed:  you are 
looking for Jesus of Nazareth, who was crucified.  He has been raised: he is not here.  Look, there is the 
place where they laid him.  But go, tell his disciples and Peter that he is going ahead of you to Galilee; 
there you will see him, just as he told you."  So they went out and fled from the tomb, for terror and 
amazement had seized them.  They did not say anything to anyone, because they were afraid.     
 
Sermon: Telling Secrets …Not  
 "They said nothing to no-one—they were afraid was why, for—” Those are actually the final 
words Mark used to conclude his gospel, ending it not with a period, but with a preposition generally 
used to introduce another clause.  After all that work, inventing a new genre, the gospel, he ended it 
with a broken sentence.   It was a harsh construction, even for the gospel writer known for writing in 
common Greek.   
 Perhaps, he was so startled by the content of his own story, he wanted to emphasize it with 
faulty grammar, so that we didn't miss it either.  All the gospel writers, including Mark, made it subtly 
obvious that it was Jesus' women followers who did not run away, who waited at the foot of the cross, 
who did not hide themselves with the other disciples, and who were the first at the tomb to tend Jesus' 
body.   

So Why? Why? then, on Easter morning, of all times, after the threat had passed, did they run 
away in fear instead of following the white-robed youth's instructions to tell the disciples Jesus had done 
as he said he would and gone ahead to meet them in Galilee.  Why now, when the time for keeping 
secrets was passed, would these, in many ways, the most faithful of Jesus' disciples, decide to make this 
a secret?   If we didn't know better, we would think Mark was playing an April Fool's joke on us.  
 Perhaps the women thought that their testimony wouldn't be believed—that they would be 
branded hysterical or foolish.  In their time, that wouldn't have made them afraid.  It was the status 
quo—a daily occurrence.  Nonetheless, perhaps we understand that reason very well.   How many of us 
keep it a secret that we are followers of Christ because people might think we were foolish, partaking of 
the opiate of the masses or believing in fairy tales?  Perhaps we don't keep it a  secret because we feel 
physically endangered, but perhaps we are quiet about it, not mentioning our faith unless "forced" in 
some way,  for fear we might be socially endangered or believed to harbor a judgementalism  we do not.  
After all, it's not quite the done thing to be a Christian as it once was.   
 Perhaps we will feel freer to tell what was never a secret anyway, if we recall a few things about 
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those early reports of Easter. 
No one ever pretended there was logic to the story;  
No one tried to smooth out the rough edges;  
If writers, authors, early disciples of Christ wanted the story to be believed against all 

challenges, they sure as heck wouldn't have reported women were the first ones to encounter the 
entirely unexpected;      

No one claimed to have witnessed the resurrection itself—just its after effects; 
Those early followers of Christ were smart enough to create a smooth and believable tale had 

that been their goal.  Instead they handed on to us broken, shocked sentences, scared people, stories of 
post-crucifixion encounters with the living Christ that defied logic and defeated all efforts at systematic 
chronology and known geography.    They never said the resurrection was a secret.   The women and the 
disciples were told to go and tell.   The women might have run away in fear, but the word still got out.   

Sooner or later, the word always gets out.   
 When is telling a secret not telling a secret?  When it never was one to begin with.   We are not 
foolish.  We do not believe in fairy tales.   Our testimony can be believed.  We need not be ashamed or 
fearful.  When we proclaim our faith, we are not defending a thesis of how an empty tomb came to be.  
The empty tomb was never the story.  The story is always about what happens afterword—about the 
life-changing encounters we have with the living Christ; about lives changed; about good done for no 
reason other than faith; about all the places we have gone—into flooded neighborhoods and under 
bridges with the homeless only to discover he has gone ahead of us.       
 When we lift high the cross, the sign of our faith, we are not telling a secret.  When we lift high 
the cross, we are not lifting a sign of condemnation for others; we are not raising a racist symbol of 
hatred.    

When we lift high the cross, we are lifting an empty cross, shouting the news that God can 
overcome the worst of human behavior and acts beyond the minor capacities of human imagination.  
When we lift high the cross, we are proclaiming the love of Christ, just as we did when we raised a 
banner proclaiming our commitment to love our neighbors as ourselves—as all of Scripture commands.  
When we lift high the cross, we are shouting from the rooftops that just as Christ loved the world, so will 
we.       
 There is nothing to be ashamed of.  We have no secrets to keep.   Let us not leave this place in 
scuttling timidity.  Rather, let us carry the bright sounds, brilliant colors and deep joy of this day, this 
morning, this place into a world that can be grim and gray even when the weather is not.  Let us tell the 
stories of lives changed, the poor served, mercy offered, and justice administered.  Let us be bearers of 
hope because of one life and death and life again—until all can know the transforming peace of God 
which passes all understanding. 
 
Invitation to the Table: 
Friends:  This is the joyous feast of God for the people of God.   This day, we are not gathered in a dark 
locked room to share funeral meats in solemn sadness.  This day we share the wedding feast of the 
groom and his bride, the church.  With joy and thanksgiving, we serve one another, offering to the one 
next to us the "bread of life" and "the cup of salvation.”   With this feast, prepared by the groom, we are 
filled; by this service we are made ready for service in the world.   Come to the Table, everyone.     
 
Prayer:  Loving God:  On this day, light with the breaking of a new season and bright with the hope of 
resurrection, we come before You in prayer.  

We give You thanks for the rhythms of the seasons, for winter that gives way to spring, for the 
snow softened earth spiked by timid new shoots.  We give You thanks for the colors of Your creation; for 
families gathered around a holiday table; for Easter dresses and Easter eggs; for music and laughter, for 
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rest at night; and reasons to wake up in the morning.  
Even as we give thanks, some of us find ourselves blinking back tears in the sudden brightness.  

We are looking at the celebrations from the darkened caves of our illness; we feel the chill of lonely lives 
without a hand to hold; there are more people missing at our table than have gathered round it; we're 
concerned about our jobs and our future; we lie awake wondering what tomorrow holds.  

Touch us Lord.  Touch us in all the bright and dark places of our lives.  Be with us in health and 
be with us in pain, strengthening, guiding and supporting us in every circumstance. May we experience 
the fullness of joy at all Your gifts and may our eyes be opened to the possibilities of Your promise to be 
a light in every darkness.   And as we go forth, may we not only experience Your light in our lives, may 
we shine it in the world.  As your holy, faithful and redeemed people, may we carry Your love to all 
those who need to feel its touch in their lives.  We pray in Christ Jesus, who taught us to pray together, 
saying, "Our Father...  Amen.        
 
Easter Charge and Benediction:  
Christ is risen! 
He is risen indeed! 
Let us go into the world an Easter people 
praising God, offering mercy, doing justice 
so that everywhere we are 
the love of God,  
the grace of our Lord Jesus Christ, 
and the communion of the Holy Spirit may be known.  
Amen. 
  
  
  


