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Luke 24:1-12 

But on the first day of the week, at early dawn, they came to the tomb, taking the 
spices that they had prepared. They found the stone rolled away from the tomb, but 
when they went in, they did not find the body. While they were perplexed about this, 
suddenly two men in dazzling clothes stood beside them. The women were terrified and 
bowed their faces to the ground, but the men said to them, “Why do you look for the 
living among the dead? He is not here, but has risen. Remember how he told you, while 
he was still in Galilee, that the Son of Man must be handed over to sinners, and be 
crucified, and on the third day rise again.” Then they remembered his words, and 
returning from the tomb, they told all this to the eleven and to all the rest. Now it was 
Mary Magdalene, Joanna, Mary the mother of James, and the other women with them 
who told this to the apostles. But these words seemed to them an idle tale, and they did 
not believe them. But Peter got up and ran to the tomb; stooping and looking in, he saw 
the linen cloths by themselves; then he went home, amazed at what had happened.  

Last Sunday, using Richard Rohr’s twelve steps toward a spiritual awakening, we continued our 
exploration, which led us to recognize that our God suffers alongside humankind. And, indeed, 
this is the deep meaning of being able for we humans to metaphorically ‘breathe under water’. 
Because God is there with us. 
Following this is the truth that it is the people who have suffered in some way, who can help 
one another. Suffering, for some reason, seems necessary to teach us how to love and care for 
one another. Richard Rohr writes that, “Deep communion and dear compassion is formed much 
more by shared pain than by shared pleasure.”  
In our gospel reading from Luke, this evening, we see a gathering of the disciples who are 
suffering and sharing their pain at the trial and crucifixion of their messiah. They are sharing the 
pain of witnessing this and having difficulty acknowledging that he has died. They are 
attempting to ‘breath under water’ and it is very difficult. Richard Rohr suggests that it takes the 
experience of trying to breath under water, to realize the value of breathing freely. Having 
witnessed and experienced the terror of the crucifixion and with the support of each other they 
gather in Jerusalem. The shock of finding the tomb empty also takes their breath away. But their 
breath returns when they are reminded that Jesus had told them that “the Son of Man must be 
handed over to sinners, and be crucified, and on the third day rise again.” It gives them hope. 
“A woman’s happiness was once shattered by the loss of her brother, a good man, dearly loved. 
Torn by anguish, she kept asking God, “Why?” but hearing only silence, she set out in search of 
an answer. She had not gone far when she came upon an old man sitting on a bench. He was 
weeping. He said, “I have suffered a great loss. I am a painter, and I have lost my eyesight.” He, 
too, was seeking an answer to the question, “Why?” the woman invited him to join her and, 
taking him by the arm, they trudged down the road. 



Easter Vigil 2016 St. Stephen the Martyr Church, Burnaby 
 

Page 2 

Soon they overtook a young man walking aimlessly. He had lost his wife, the source of his joy, 
to another man. He joined in the search of an answer to the “Why” question. Shortly they came 
upon a young woman weeping on her front doorstep. She had lost her child. She, too, joined 
them. Nowhere could they find an answer. 
Suddenly they came upon Jesus Christ. Each confronted him with their questions, but Jesus 
gave no answer. Instead, he began to cry and said, “I am bearing the burden of a woman who 
has lost her brother, a girl whose baby has died, a painter who has lost his eyesight, and a young 
man who has lost a love in which he delighted.” As he spoke, the four moved closer, and they 
embraced each other. And they grasped Jesus’ hands.”  
Another biblical metaphor puts the disciple’s grief this way: the disciples are like the blind man 
of Bethesda in Mark’s gospel who, after the first laying on of hands by Jesus, said that “people 
looked like trees walking around.” It took a second laying of of hands by Jesus before he could 
say, “Now I can see clearly, plainly, and distinctly” and know that “he was cured” (Mark 8:25). 
For the disciples, the full emotional, spiritual, and relational illumination only comes when they 
can, like the blind man, see “clearly, plainly, and distinctly.” In this case, the disciples will have 
the experience of that ‘second laying on of hands’ in the next few days and weeks, when Jesus 
appears to them. But, for now, they grieve his death. 
Rohr writes, similarly, that we “who have our own struggle passing through the hardships of 
daily life find a much bigger world of endurance, meaning, hope, self-esteem, deeper and true 
desire, but most especially, a bottomless pool of love both within and without.”  
Like Rohr, I think this is the meaning of ‘salvation’ and it is the result of a vital spiritual 
experience.  Rohr writes, “It is precisely at this point that the suffering God and a suffering soul 
can meet. It is at this point that human suffering makes spiritual sense, not to the rational mind, 
the logical mind, or even the ‘just and fair’ mind, but to the logic of the soul.  He says, “It is 
difficult for we Christians to look on the image of the crucified Jesus and not see ourselves. 
We experience a God who does not judge or condemn us, or in any way stand distant from our 
hardships; a God who is with us in our despair. Jesus said it himself: “When I am lifted up from 
the earth, I will draw all people to myself” (John 12:32) and “from my breast will flow 
fountains of living water” (7:38 ) How wonderful is that. It completely re-writes history. 
It is Aeschylus, a Greek dramatist who lived some 500 years before Jesus who says this same 
thing succinctly and I quote: 
 
“He who learns must suffer. 
And even in our sleep pain that cannot forget, 
Falls drop by drop upon the heart, 
And in our own despair, against our own will, 
Comes wisdom to us, by the awful grace of God.” 
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Until tomorrow morning when we celebrate the Easter Eucharist, I’ll leave you with this story. I 
think we can agree with the person who wrote this: 
“I can say nothing of God except that I saw the red flames of a cardinal against the snow this 
morning as I drank tea. I can say nothing of God except that the warm smell of potato soup and 
the sharp tang of cheddar cheese shimmied up my nose when a friend made lunch for me. 
I can say nothing of God except that in the afternoon I washed my face in a cold mountain 
stream, and it stung my skin and left me feeling fresh and clean. 
I can say nothing of God except that two nights ago a cricket sang a funny song in my closet 
amidst the socks and silence. 
I can say nothing of God except that stones can speak, and deer fly in my dreams, that a strange 
child smiled at me in the supermarket and that each blade of green grass wears a locket with 
God’s face inside, and that on every hair on my cat’s face is written “Alleluia!” 
I can say nothing of God except that the rough texture of grainy bread on my tongue and the 
sweet, liquid acid of grape in my throat are a bittersweet memory of compassion and a taste of 
heaven.” 

- The Reverend Gary Hamblin 
Sources: Richard Rohr, Breathing Under Water; Fred B. Craddock et. al., Preaching Through 
The Christian Year; William Bausch, A World of Stories. 
 


