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Again and Again: The Sun Rises 
 

Well good morning, my dear, dear friends, and Happy Easter to you all. He is Risen! 
He is risen indeed! I have to tell y’all that I have been feeling overwhelming 
excitement these days.  
 
I am excited about what is before us. Now that many folx, especially some of the 
most vulnerable people in our midst are already vaccinated. Many more, including 
myself and Pastor Irene, now at least have appointments to look forward to.  
 
This Easter morn, we gathered early as the sun rose, to be together for the first time 
in over a year.  
 
The sun is shining. The earth is warming. I’ve got starts in my greenhouse, and I 
know many of you already have plants in the ground! 
 
I am so stinkin’ excited about all that is before us. The promise of the sun rising, the 
warmth of it on our bodies, the feeling of embrace in our beings. The hope of new 
life, new possibilities, new joy and healing before us. I am so excited, my dear, dear 
friends! 
 
And halleluiah, for there is cause for celebration! And in so many ways, it feels so 
real, so tangible given this moment in which we are living. And I feel it is important 
to mark that. And also, it feels necessary even as we celebrate, to remember how we 
got here. What led to this moment of celebration and how observing the 
Resurrection this year might reveal a path forward for us in this time. 
 
You see, this past week as I sat with the text and prepared to tell this story anew,  
the thing that most grabbed my attention was the time spent between the 
crucifixion on Friday and the encounter with this angel and the empty tomb on 
Sunday. The time between captured my imagination. 
 
And it dawned upon me that there is a lot of idle time, time that is not shared 
anywhere in the gospels. It’s not just Mark’s brevity that brings this alive, it’s just 
not there anywhere. What happened between Friday and Sunday?  
 



And so I took some time this week to imagine what it must have felt like primarily 
for the women in this story. Spoiler alert: it wasn’t too hard to imagine because in so 
many ways it feels exactly like this past year.  
 
You see, Jesus was executed on Friday, which in Jewish tradition is the last day of the 
week. Jesus was hung on cross. Crucified. Dead. And buried.  
 
And then the sun went down. Which is Jewish tradition, signals the beginning of the 
Sabbath day, or the final day of the week.  
 
After Jesus had died, his followers went to Pilate and asked if they could take him 
down so that they could bury him before the Sabbath began, and Pilate actually 
allowed this.  
 
So the last thing the grieving community did before entering the Sabbath, was wrap 
Jesus in cloth, place him in the tomb, roll the stone before the entrance, and wait. 
 
From sundown on Friday to sundown on Saturday, all they could do was wait. They 
couldn’t work, they couldn’t cook, they couldn’t clean, they couldn’t tend to their 
garden. They could not do any of the things that might keep their hands busy and 
their minds still.  
 
The Sabbath day is supposed to be a gift. A blessing of rest and an invitation to set 
aside your work so that you can just be with one another. So that you can just be 
with God.  
 
But on this particular Sabbath day, there was no rest. There was no communion, no 
joy in relationships. No connection to God. There was no trust in God’s promises, in 
God’s revelation, in God’s hope. 
 
There was only anguish. Fear. Anxiety. Restlessness. And a deep desire to tend to 
these wounds. To enter into the process of grief and work toward some kind of 
closure. 
 
It’s no wonder then, that as soon as the sun went down again, which marks the 
official end of the Sabbath, the women jumped right into action. They went out 
immediately to buy spices. To gather the elements that they would need to anoint 
Jesus’ body. 
 
But I noticed that they went out shopping once the sun went down on the Sabbath 
day. They had what they needed, but they still had to wait 10-12 more hours for the 



sun to come up again. So, they sat and they waited some more. Anxious to get to the 
tomb and begin the process of grieving him. 
 
This kind of anxious, restless waiting is in so many ways the kind of waiting we have 
had to do this past year, and especially in the past few weeks or months. In some 
ways, it’s a literal one-to-one comparison. Because of COVID, we have had to delay 
or hold via zoom the Celebration of Life services for so many of our beloveds, who 
we have lost this past year.  
 
Like the women, we are stuck waiting, unable to gather in the ways we are used to. 
The ways we know bring us comfort and relief through hugs and song and prayer. 
Where we can enter into a space with people who share our grief, to mourn and wail 
together, to remember and laugh together.  
 
To be present, physically present with one another, it is such an important part of 
our grieving experience, and we have been unable to do it.  
 
We are waiting for the sun to go down on this long, idle year. We want to gather our 
elements, whatever we need to tend to our loved ones.  
 
We have been waiting, with the gathered elements in hand, restless through the 
dark, lonely night. 
 
We are waiting for that sun to finally rise on the first day of the week, when we be 
together. When we can tend to our wounds. Where we can grieve what we have lost. 
Where we can heal, and perhaps even find a way through all of this grief. 
 
Like the women, we are waiting and we are longing for the sun to rise.  
 
Thus I say to you, my beloved friends: The Son has Risen! He is Risen! He is Risen 
indeed!  
 
As surely as the literal, flaming sun comes up every single morning, my friends, 
Christ is Risen! And we too shall rise.  
 
We too shall experience the healing and the wholeness that our God promises us. It 
may not happen all at once, but it will come.  
 
It will come to us one embrace at a time. One vaccine in one arm at a time. One 
congregation refrain sung at a time.  
 



It may be only a glimpse here, and a moment there, as surely as the sun rose this 
morning, our time of healing and wholeness and togetherness will come.  
 
The empty and restless Sabbath. The despair and the longing. The dark, dark night 
will not, cannot, shall not last forever, for again & again, the sun must rise.1 
 
The sun must rise! 
 
Friends, there is so much grief that we are all feeling, and I in no way wish to 
diminish or erase that. There is grief that we must tend to.  
 
So many people in our midst are jobless, incomeless. So many people are starving 
and struggling to make ends meet. Literally risking their lives to feed their families. 
There is grief here, my friends, that we must tend to. 
 
There are so many people who have died this past year. Those known and unknown 
to us. The loss of life is simply unimaginable and at times, this grief feels totally 
unbearable.  
 
We must tend to this grief, as individuals, as a church, as an entire species, we will 
need to cultivate space and time to grieve and to process, to heal, and to find some 
closure, and at least glimpse a way to move forward. 
 
If we stay with the women in the story of the Resurrection, we might see that the 
way we expect the process to unfold, the way we imagine our healing will take place, 
and the way we set out to prepare for it, well, it might just fall short of what God has 
in mind for us.  
 
As you will recall, the moment they were able, the women set out to buy spices so 
that they might anoint their beloved. So that they might be present to his body while 
they were present to their grief. So that they might mourn and seek closure. Perhaps 
even so that they might close this chapter in their lives, and get back to the way 
things were before this rabblerousing troublemaker disrupted their entire lives. 
 
However, the closure they sought would never be, for what they found was an 
empty tomb and an angel waiting to greet them and remind them of what they 
already knew: of course, Jesus was not there. He told them that he wouldn’t be. He 
said, a few times at least, that on the third day he would rise again. And he would go 
ahead of them and meet them in Galilee.  
 

 
1 From the Lenten theme Again & Again, https://sanctifiedart.org/  

https://sanctifiedart.org/


But after the terror of his execution, and the grief of his death set in, they forgot, or 
they no longer believed, or they simply couldn’t see past the pain in front of them. 
 
And so, yeah, they were alarmed. They were seized with terror, trembling, some 
amazement of course, but even so, it was too much. They ran out of that tomb, and 
because they were so afraid of what they encountered there, they told no one. 
 
As one scholar says, their “terror [was not] at the ‘surreal’ circumstance of a 
mysterious figure in white occupying an otherwise empty tomb. Rather it is terror at 
the ‘real’ circumstance that the promise and challenge of Jesus’ ministry and 
message has gone forth from the jaws of death into the world, beckoning disciples 
once again to follow.”2 
 
They thought they were going to the tomb to find closure. To put this whole heart-
wrenching, exhausting ordeal behind them. To find a way move forward and maybe 
even to find some way to put the whole movement to rest. To put it behind them and 
forget it all even happened.  
 
It’s not that they weren’t going to miss Jesus. He wasn’t just some movement leader 
to them, he was their beloved. They loved him. And anyone who has lost someone 
they love knows that they would do anything for even one more moment with them. 
 
But these women had seen their beloved slain. They had seen him take his last 
breath. They had heard him say, “It is finished.” And after the long journey, walking 
from town to town. After the parade into Jerusalem. Their last meal. The betrayal. 
The arrest. The execution. They wanted it to be over.  
 
They expected, and they also probably desired for the tomb to be just as they had 
left it. So that they could go and anoint him, commend his Spirit to God, and be 
finished. 
 
But instead they come face to face with their own doubt, their own fatigue, their 
own desire for this costly journey to finally come to an end so they can back to their 
normal lives.  
 
Before this charismatic teacher revealed to them what is true and good and right 
and just. Before he invited them to follow him. Before he challenged the authorities, 
and put everyone’s life at risk. Before this great disruption turned their entire lives 
upside down. 
 

 
2 Cameron Murchinson, “Pastoral Perspective,” Feasting on the Word: Year B. 



The Sun has Risen, my dear, dear friends. And this is an assurance, a salve for our 
souls, but don’t miss the challenge in it too. 
 
I’ve said it before and I’ll say it again: there is no going back. There is no return to 
normal. It is not possible to un-see what we have seen. To unknow what we now 
know. For everything has changed and nothing will ever be the same.  
 
And it’s okay if your inclination is to run away in fear. That is bound to happen from 
time to time. The beautiful, grace-filled message of the gospel is that the tomb is still 
empty. 
 
The Son still Risen! The story still unfolds and makes it to our ears thousands of 
years later.  
 
Thanks be to God for a love like that. Halleluiah. Amen. 
 
 
 
 
 


