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Waiting, anticipating, fearful with incessant worry.  
 
I picture the disciples, women and men who had lost their beloved friend and teacher, filled 
with pain and early grief, perhaps numb, with that initial denial accompanied by a weird sense 
of anxious anticipation. A restless Friday, a sleepless Saturday night. 
 
And it was silent. 
“There is a gap in between what was and is yet to be. The unknown and the mystery that is to 
come. It is the silence before an earthquake, when everything trembles sensing the power that 
is coming and how all will be upheavel and opening. It is the silence before a tsunami wave 
comes over the sea, gathering all the water into its embrace, racing to the shore all at once.  
It is the silence before a tornado roars into view, picking up everything in its wake.” 
 

Megan McKenna: The New Stations of the Cross 
 

Jesus the Christ is in the womb of the world. In solidarity with humanity. 
 
Latin American Liberation theologians write that Jesus death, and the experiences of the 
resurrected Christ are the pinnacle of the incarnation.  
 
This is God as victim of human power/oppression.  
For as Archbishop Romero famously said: ‘Those who get in the way get killed’. 
 
Jesus the man enters humanities suffering at the hands of each other, at uncaring, powerful, 
divisive systems. 
 
I have been most intrigued as journalists and philosophers around the globe write about the 
global pandemic. There are expressions of despair. And some wonder what new world might 
emerge on the other side. 
 
Novelist, Arundhati Roy, in a recent article in the Financial Times (April 3rd, 2020), writes:  
 
“What is this thing that has happened to us? It’s a virus, yes.  
In and of itself it holds no moral brief. But it is definitely more than a virus… 
Coronavirus has made the mighty kneel and brought the world to a halt like nothing else could. 
Our minds are still racing back and forth, longing for a return to “normality”, trying to stitch our 
future to our past and refusing to acknowledge the rupture. But the rupture exists. And in the 
midst of this terrible despair, it offers us a chance to rethink the doomsday machine we have 
built for ourselves. Nothing could be worse than a return to normality.  



Historically, pandemics have forced humans to break with the past and imagine their world 
anew. This one is no different. It is a portal, a gateway between one world and the next.” 
 
 
After the sabbath, as the first day of the week was dawning, Mary Magdalene and the other 
Mary went to see the tomb.  
 
Sometimes we need to make our way to the places of pain, death, confusion, chaos, to the 
edges of our lives and our cities, places we usually avoid… and simply be there.  
 

Friends, we get to pause and ask:  
o What do I usually do? 
o What motivates and drives me? 
o What is really important in life? 
o What can I do differently? 

 
The tomb, the earth, paradoxically a womb.  
A moment of pause. 
 
And a place that offers hope of transformation. 
Where dead things, just maybe can live again. 
 
As the two Mary’s sit and face the tomb, watching. They know Love lies within. 
 
Emily Dickenson writes: Love is the person of the resurrection, scooping up the dust and 
chanting, Live.  
 
 
The angel said to the women, "Do not be afraid; I know that you are looking for Jesus who 
was crucified. He is not here; for he has been raised, as he said. Come, see the place where he 
lay.” 
 
We are called forth in the midst of fear, to pray for courage. 
 
 



 
 
So they left the tomb quickly with fear and great joy… and 
Suddenly Jesus met them… 
 
 
On this Easter Sunday, this day of Christ’s resurrection, we do not celebrate so much an empty 
tomb, as we do a living presence among us. 
 
Author Frederick Buechner reminds us that: 
  
The earliest reference to the Resurrection is St Paul’s and he makes no mention of the empty 
tomb. It hardly matters how the body of Jesus came to be missing because in the last analysis 
what convinced the people that he had risen from the dead was not the absence of his corpse 
but his living presence. And so it has been ever since.”  
 

(Frederick Buechner, The Faces of Jesus: A Life Story) 
 
Then Jesus said to them, "Do not be afraid; go and tell my brothers to go to Galilee; there they 
will see me." 
 



There, here, in your homes, on your walks, in your tears, in your laughter, in acts of love, in the 
phone call with a disconnected friend, in reaching out to one person who doesn’t have what 
they need – there you will see Christ.  
 
Christ in us, the hope of Glory. 
 
 
It is silence before… and now, it is even silence after… 
 
The tomb is empty and God walks the world.  
There is darkness ahead, but now there is always another reality, no matter what we must face, 
no matter what people do to one another or the earth. We are the people of resurrection. 
 
We may feel like we have been stretched to our very limits.  
Our hearts and minds, our feelings and souls, our decision making and our bodies are stretched. 
But it is only practice for the stretching beyond limits that Resurrection introduces into the 
world.  
 
Our images of God now bears scars and wounds an image that must tend toward the lowly, the 
torn apart, the faces of those with the eyes like gaping tombs. 
 
For in reality it’s just beginning; reality is unraveling, and the mystery of resurrection is moving 
in on us.  
 

(Adapted from Megan McKenna: The New Stations of the Cross)  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


