
Again and Again, the Son Rises

Mark 16:1-8

Perhaps you may have seen a children's movie called "The Neverending Story".  It’s 
based on a German children’s novel written by Michael Ende. The hero of the movie is a young 
boy named Bastien.  Bastien is an only child. He has just lost his mother, and he lives with his 
father who is too shut down in his own grief to help his son. To make matters worse, he is often 
bullied by the bigger boys at school who make fun of him for his tendency to escape into fantasy 
worlds. 

Bastien often hides out in a secondhand bookshop.  There amidst the old and dusty books 
with their faded covers, he discovers a most unusual book with a strange medallion on the cover.  
The bookstore owner warns him not to read it – he tells him it’s not a safe story like regular 
books, but of course that only makes him want to read it more. 

So Bastien smuggles it home to his hideaway in an attic room behind closed doors. 
Gradually, he is drawn deeper and deeper into the book and the unusual characters within it.  As 
he continues to read the strange book, he is surprised to discover his own name is mentioned in 
it.  The characters in the book seem to know all about him and the details of his everyday life.  
It's as if they can see through a window in the book world, right into the attic room where he is 
reading.  They even begin speaking directly off the page to him, calling to him, inviting to take 
action and become a part of the Neverending Story.

That’s the invitation that is offered to us in the Easter Story.  We read the Easter Story, 
but in a strange way, the story reads us also, calling out to us to join in, to become part of the 
story, to become one of the people who are followers of Jesus, the Christ.

If you take most any Bible and turn to Mark , Chapter 16, verse 8, you'll see what I 
mean. In Mark 16:1-8 you’ll see the story we heard this morning, of the women going to the 
tomb early on the Sunday morning and finding it empty. Then often there is a bracket around the 
rest of the text, or a note before what would be verse 9 that says: "A short ending to Mark's 
Gospel."  Then there is another set of brackets, with another verse 9 going through verse 20.  It’s 
sometimes called "The longer ending of Mark's gospel."

It may lead you to ask, What is happening here?  What does this mean? Was the ending 
of the original manuscript damaged or lost? That’s one theory. Or maybe it never existed. What 
we know for certain is that the earliest Greek manuscripts of Mark and other ancient witnesses 
do not have verses 9-20.  In other words, all the earliest copies of the gospel writing stop at verse 
8 with these words: "When the women ran from the tomb, they were confused and shaking all 
over. They were too afraid to tell anyone what had happened."

That's the end.  Full stop.  What a way to end a gospel!  It is a very unsatisfying story 
ending. No "and they lived happily ever after". No appearance of a living Jesus either!  Unlike 
the other gospels, that were written later, Mark's earliest written gospel does not give us any 
instant appearance of the risen Christ.

- In Matthew, Jesus suddenly appears to the uncertain disciples and says, "greetings."

- In the gospel of John, Mary Magdalene sees Jesus right there by the tomb.  At first 
thinking that he is the gardener, Mary recognizes Jesus when he says her name.



- In Luke Peter rushes to the tomb, and believes. Luke also follows that scene with some 
post-resurrection sightings of Jesus, on the Emmaus Road, back in the upper room, and of course 
in Bethany, outside of Jerusalem, from which Luke says, he was drawn into heaven.

But in Mark nothing, zero, zilch! The original version of Mark's gospel ends right here - 
the women run away in fear and say "nothing to anyone." Who likes that kind of ending?  

No one, it seems.  In fact this ending was so intolerable right from the beginning of 
Christianity that in the second or third century scribes added those additional verses that we find 
in our bibles.  Most editions of the Bible with anything resembling scholarly footnotes will tell 
you that verses 9-20 are later additions.  The shorter ending with just one verse is too. It seems 
that later scribes essentially tried to provide us with a happier, more satisfying, ending, mostly by 
adding some abbreviated portions of Luke’s gospel.

Now that may sound like a scandalous thing to do, but remember, it’s not clear that in the 
first centuries of the church the people doing the writing knew that WHAT they were writing 
was going to be considered as scripture. Besides, it’s an understandable impulse.  After all, we 
humans like things tied up in neat packages.  The empty tomb by itself feels unfinished.  

Certainly three women who ran away and say nothing to anyone is no way to end the 
greatest story every told.  We want appearances of Jesus to assure us that in fact the body was 
not stolen.  We want to hear him.  We want to hear stories that assure us that he is not a ghost.  
But, Mark doesn’t give us any of that.  Mark gives only the abrupt ending - the women ran away 
in fear. 

Especially on Easter, we really want a bright neatly packaged ending - one with rejoicing 
and the risen Jesus in shining pure white robes. Fear and silence just don't fit with hosannahs and 
alleluias. 

But, when we rush away from the empty tomb in search of glorious scenes, we miss the 
gift that Mark left for us.

I used to watch a lot of episodes of the TV show M*A*S*H when I was young – the 
reruns were already on TV when I was getting home from school by the time I was in middle 
school.  I don’t know how many of your remember, but there one episode in which the main 
character Hawkeye received a mystery book in a package from home.  It was winter, and 
everyone in the entire camp was bored, so everyone was eager for him to finish so that they 
could get the book next. The line was so long and the pressure was so great that Hawkeye began 
tearing chapters out of the book after he finished them and circulating them throughout the camp.  
But in the end there was a problem – the last page of the book got lost before even Hawkeye 
could read it.  Everyone read the story, but no one knew who the murderer was!  

Soon they were all exchanging theories about who the killer was and how he or she had 
committed the crime undetected.  When they finally were able to call the author and find out her 
ending to the book, it was a disappointment. It didn’t seem to make sense. Or maybe it’s just that 
they had gotten far more enjoyment out of their own speculation. Than they did in “knowing” the 
right answer. 

That’s the gift, and the challenge, of an unfinished story - you and I have to finish it for 
ourselves. I wonder if that isn’t what Mark wanted his readers to do. Like Bastien in the movie of 
the "Neverending Story", maybe he is inviting us to become part of the story - to pass it on, to 
give it an ending, to make it come to life.   



Some people might say the ending to Mark's gospel is half-baked - but I think he means it 
to be.  Sort of like those partially - baked rolls you buy at the grocery store - you have to take this 
story away and finish it for yourself.  We, each of us, have to supply our own end to this tale.  
Does the story end with us scuttling away to our homes and saying nothing to anyone, for fear 
that we will not be believed?  If this is how the story ends in your life and in mine, then we might 
as well go home right now – Easter 

We have to add our own account of resurrection to the end of Marks' gospel.  We have to 
testify to the moments when experienced the presence of the risen Christ in our own lives.  If we 
can't find him in the reality of our own life, if others can’t see him in way we live out our faith 
today, no one will ever find him in a two thousand-year-old story.  The important thing is not 
that we can say that Christ was raised 2000 years ago in Jerusalem, but that Christ is risen in us 
now. 

 I believe in the resurrection. I can’t explain it and I don’t intend to try. I can’t explain 
why no one recognized Jesus at first.  I can’t tell you what form his body was in that he could eat 
fish, and invite people to touch him, but could also disappear after breaking bread with two men 
at a table in Emmaus and then re-appear in the middle of his disciples in a locked room. 

I can’t explain any of that. But I believe in resurrection.  I believe in resurrection because, 
I have seen it with my own eyes, in a way that I can’t deny. Not in physically dead people living 
again, but in other ways perhaps even more powerful and astonishing. 

Terrible things happen to people in this world – famines and wars and other disasters you 
see on the news, and individual cruelty and private tragedies too. Often before they are out of 
their childhood many people have endured suffering which ought to finish them off completely.  
But just when they are ready to give up, something has happens that gives them life again – the 
stones roll away. 

The stones roll again and again, whenever people faced with hopeless situations rise 
above them to find meaning and purpose and power. It happens when a prisoner finds 
unexpected freedom. It comes when peace is born out of conflict. It comes when babies are born 
in the midst of a war's violence. It happens when cancer patients draw together in support 
groups. It happens when the alcoholic attends an AA meeting. It happens when a couple in a 
struggling relationship goes to see a counselor.  It happens when youth groups pick up trash 
along the street, when a teacher lights the first spark of curiosity about life and hope for the 
future in a kid who lives in a family where no one ever took education seriously. It happens 
when a Habitat for Humanity home gets built.  It happens when someone who is homeless finds 
a place of safety. It happens when someone who is un-employed for months, or even years, finds 
a new way to make a living.

You see friends, to proclaim “Christ is risen,” is not just to make a statement about 
something that happened to Jesus over 2000 year ago – it is to proclaim resurrection; and to 
proclaim resurrection is to speak boldly of the power of God over the forces of this world NOW.  

To proclaim resurrection is to speak boldly of life in a world full of death.

To proclaim resurrection is to speak of love in a world full of hate.



To proclaim resurrection is to speak of peace in a world full of violence and war.

To proclaim resurrection is to speak of hope to a world mired in despair

To proclaim resurrection is to speak of generosity and open hands in a world whose hands are 
often tied by fear of scarcity and financial collapse.

To proclaim resurrection is to proclaim that the love of God as shown in Christ has the power to 
soften the hardest of hearts, to enter the most solid of doors and to bring sunshine and light to the 
darkest and most desolate of places.

To proclaim resurrection is our life, our mission, our reason for being.

I think that’s why Jesus invited his disciples to meeting in Galilee – the place where they 
started.  He wanted them to understand that they were being given a chance to start over – a sign 
that his life with them, and their life with him, was not finished yet.

Note though – he wasn’t inviting them to “get back to normal” – he was inviting them to 
a new life, a new way of being – free from the shadow of fear, freed from the terror of death. I 
think that is an especially important message to hear right now, as we continue to make our way 
through Covid. We’ve faced economic losses, we’ve faced social restrictions, we’ve faced death. 
It is so tempting to simply say “enough is enough, it’s time to get back to normal!” Jesus and his 
disciples never went “back to normal.”  Jesus was changed – his disciples barely recognized him. 
It often seems like they only recognized him because he carried the scars of his crucifixion.  The 
disciples lives were changed – they tried to go back to their hometowns and their fishing boats, 
but they couldn’t. And thank God that they didn’t. After all, the resurrection they were 
proclaiming seemed crazy: Why would anyone have believed them if claimed to experience such 
a thing and yet their lives remained otherwise unchanged?

The resurrection isn’t about reclaiming what was or renewing what is: it is an ongoing 
invitation to what CAN be. The resurrection meant that Jesus is not finished, and neither are we.  
Easter Sunday means that God is never finished with this world, this country,  this community, 
or this church; with you or with me anyone else who is living.  We are all works in progress. 
Each of our lives have meaning and a purpose because each of our lives are continuing chapters 
in God's "Neverending Story. Resurrection IS the promise of eternal life, but that lie does not 
begin when we die. It starts here. It starts now. It’s starts with the recognition that Christ is alive, 
and in him we also can be truly alive, truly free.  

As I was working on my message for this morning I realized I had a bit of a problem: 
How do you end a sermon about a Neverending Story?  For although God's story never ends, you 
will be relieved to know that sermons do. Then I remembered a story ending that is attributed to 
Native American story telling, but seems to fit today, so I'll conclude with it. "My story is done. 
But this story will go on, as long as grass grows and rivers run."

The Resurrection is not the end of the story. It’s the beginning.  Christ is Risen, He's 
alive! And so are we!' Today, Tomorrow and Always.  Alleluia!

Amen.


