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I've been living and mainly dying with the Washington Nationals this week. For those of you 
who aren't baseball fans, Opening Day of the new season was last Monday. Some of you might 
say, “so what?” it's only baseball. But, those of you who know me, know better than to say that 
around me! Because, you know I love baseball and I'm a Nationals fan. That actually has 
deeper roots in me and precedes me being a Yankees fan. I became a Yankees fan upon 
rediscovering my long love for baseball when I went to seminary in N.J., only an hour's drive 
from NYC, and easy access to Yankee games. But, long before that, when I lived in Northern 
VA as a kid, I was a Washington Senators fan and I was heartbroken when they moved them to 
Texas in the early 70s. I had been one who pined for the return of baseball to Washington for 
over thirty years, so I'm a Nationals fan. 
 
And you know, they're a young team with lots of good prospects and they've added a much 
needed established slugger to their lineup this year, Adam Dunn. And they have a young, but 
very promising pitching staff. So, leading up to Opening Day, I'd let my hopes soar. Well, they 
lost their first five games, and in the first two at least, looked dreadful doing it, the starting 
pitchers getting blown out after only three innings both days. At this point, you may be thinking 
you didn't really come this morning to here me talk about baseball. But, you know, Easter is a 
tough gig for preaching, really. Good Friday really is a lot easier, because after all we are all 
familiar with suffering and death. But, resurrection is difficult in a whole lot of ways. 
 
Barbara Brown Taylor has noted that resurrection is so difficult “that most Christians are 
content to think of it as something that happens after we die. God raised Jesus from the dead 
and took him to heaven. Because we believe in Jesus, God will do the same thing for us.” And 
as Taylor says, “so far so good.” But, if that's the best we can do then Easter just becomes about 
thanking God for what will happen when we die, and Christianity becomes the faith of people 
who care less for life and for God's world, than we do for the afterlife and heaven. Taylor said 
she would have thought that was an exaggeration until one of her Religion 101 students said 
one day: “I just love studying other religions, because they have so much in them about how to 
live, and that's different from Christianity which is about going to heaven when you die.” 
 
So, you see that's why I began with baseball, because that's much of where I’ve been living this 
past week, and I think the Christian faith and especially Easter have everything to do with life. 
See, when Mark wrote this story that we're so familiar with, he wasn't interested in giving a 
history lesson. He wrote his gospel for a church, for a community of believers. Did you catch 
that? They already believed. They were Christians already convinced of the reality of Jesus' 
resurrection. Mark was trying to write to them about what it means for their lives! Things were 
dark. They lived under the reign of Nero, one of the greatest persecutors of Christians who ever 
lived. It was under his reign that both Peter and Paul were executed. Mark's community faced 
the same possibility. Things were dark. 
 
So, Mark reminds them of another time when things were dark, after Jesus had been crucified 
and some women went to anoint his body and worried about how they would ever roll away the 
stone. “How are we to go about our lives when things seem so dark?,” was the question Mark 
wanted to deal with. You see these women were not only going to properly bury their friend. 
They were going to bury their hopes and their dreams for their life! Too often we read this 
Easter story just set by itself completely out of context and we mustn't do that! When Jesus had 
been alive with them, their hopes had soared. They had dared to hope that things could be 
different. They had dared to hope that there would no longer be Roman soldiers always 
patrolling their towns persecuting them and demanding taxes. 
 



They had dared to hope that people might have enough to eat and that sick people could be 
made well. They had dared to hope for a community in which their friends and family stricken 
with leprosy might be restored to them. They had dared to hope for a world in which women 
were worth talking to, and that the ones stuck in prostitution could be given a way out, indeed 
for a world in which people out in the middle of nowhere could find themselves suddenly at a 
picnic with enough for everyone! And all that was being buried by them that morning. 
 
Maybe Mark was dealing with the question we're always dealing with. How are we to go about 
our lives when things seem so dark? That's what we deal with, isn't it? We are afraid that 
disease, or infirmity will get the best of us or our loved ones. Some have lost their jobs, or seen 
their retirement funds flatline. In some places it seems lately that a lot of very desperate people 
have been shooting each other. And what of the people in central Italy after the earthquake? 
Well, we know where things seem dark for us. But, listen. Mark proclaims resurrection for a 
group of Christians who already believe that it happened. That's not the point. He proclaims 
resurrection as the answer for how they are to live their lives! 
 
You remember. The young man seated in the tomb, in a white robe, like someone who's just 
been baptized, proclaiming the faith of his baptism says: “He has been raised; he is not here. ... 
But go, tell his disciples...that he is going ahead of you to Galilee; there you will see him, just 
as he told you.” And then this interesting twist, Mark ends his gospel not with the women going 
out and proclaiming it, but he ends it in mid-sentence really, saying “They went out and fled 
the tomb for terror and amazement had seized them; and they said nothing to anyone, for they 
were afraid.” In fact, if you translate the Greek literally, he does end it in mid-sentence. It goes: 
“They were afraid you see, for ...” and it stops. Now some later manuscripts of Mark have 
tacked on other endings, but all the earliest manuscripts end right there, with verse 8 where we 
ended this morning, right there in mid-sentence. 
 
But, here's the thing: the young man in white doesn't say to them: “He has gone ahead of you to 
heaven, take heart, when you die there you'll see him.” He says, tell his disciples and Peter, he 
is going ahead of you to Galilee. God's hope is alive on earth, back where you're headed, back 
where your lives are! That's the message. God's hope is alive on earth! See, here's why 
resurrection is so difficult. It's not that it just doesn't make sense to our modern scientific 
minds. Unbelief is not the invention of the modern scientific worldview. Only with our modern 
pride and arrogance could we congratulate ourselves that whereas illiterate peasants in 33 AD 
were so gullible that they did not understand that corpses do not rise from the dead, but we 
today know better. The historical record shows that plenty of people disbelieved back then, 
including Jesus' own disciples. Disbelief comes prior to our scientific worldview, It is not really 
based on that at all, but on other things entirely. 
 
The character of The Misfit in Flannery O'Connor's story “A Good Man is Hard to Find,” says 
it best. “Jesus was the only One that ever raised the dead, and He shouldn't have done it. He 
thrown everything off balance.” That's it. Whether we can admit to ourselves or not, that's the 
real problem we have with the resurrection. It's the fact that hope is a lot harder to do than 
death. I mean we know what to do in the face of death. As hard as it is, we know how to do 
death. You cry some, you view the body, you put it in a grave and then you go home and you 
have the green bean casserole that your neighbors brought over. You finally accept it, you bury 
all the hopes and the dreams you had tied up with this person and go on with your life. 
 
But hope, continue to really hope? That's scary, to open yourself back up to such hurt? An 
empty tomb? How do you get closure on something like that? The real reason believing in the 
resurrection is hard is that we like closure. Closure keeps everything in balance, we can go on 
assuming that the world is just as it is and always will be. Friends, I think Mark ended his 
gospel the way he did intentionally. It's for us to finish. See, if he is risen from the dead, then so 
are we, right now. For we, the church, are his body. And the world as it is, this church the way 



we've always done it, our lives' routines are no longer a foregone conclusion. Dare we allow 
ourselves to hope for the world, and this church, and our lives as Jesus intends them?!! That's 
the question. Will we go to Galilee to see him there or not? And that doesn't mean some region 
in Northern Israel. It means all the real places you and I come from, where we raise our 
children, where we work and play, where we pay our taxes and cast our votes. That's where 
God is raising the dead and we'll see that if we're willing to go there wanting and hoping and 
longing for all the life he can give. 
 
I want to leave you with a poem by Wendell Berry, a devout Christian man from Kentucky. 
 
It's called: Manifesto: The Mad Farmer Liberation Front 
 

Love the quick profit, the annual raise, 
    vacation with pay. Want more 
    of everything ready-made. Be afraid 
    to know your neighbors and to die. 
    And you will have a window in your head. 
    Not even your future will be a mystery 
    any more. Your mind will be punched in a card 
    and shut away in a little drawer. 
    When they want you to buy something 
    they will call you. When they want you 
    to die for profit they will let you know. 
 
    So, friends, every day do something 
    that won't compute. Love the Lord. 
    Love the world. Work for nothing. 
    Take all that you have and be poor. 
    Love someone who does not deserve it. 
    Denounce the government and embrace 
    the flag. Hope to live in that free 
    republic for which it stands. 
    Give your approval to all you cannot 
    understand. Praise ignorance, for what man 
    has not encountered he has not destroyed. 
 
    Ask the questions that have no answers. 
    Invest in the millenium. Plant sequoias. 
    Say that your main crop is the forest 
    that you did not plant, 
    that you will not live to harvest. 
    Say that the leaves are harvested 
    when they have rotted into the mold. 
    Call that profit. Prophesy such returns. 
 
    Put your faith in the two inches of humus 
    that will build under the trees 
    every thousand years. 
    Listen to carrion - put your ear 
    close, and hear the faint chattering 
    of the songs that are to come. 
    Expect the end of the world. Laugh. 
    Laughter is immeasurable. Be joyful 
    though you have considered all the facts. 



    So long as women do not go cheap 
    for power, please women more than men. 
    Ask yourself: Will this satisfy 
    a woman satisfied to bear a child? 
    Will this disturb the sleep 
    of a woman near to giving birth? 
 
    Go with your love to the fields. 
    Lie down in the shade. Rest your head 
    in her lap. Swear allegiance 
    to what is nighest your thoughts. 
    As soon as the generals and the politicos 
    can predict the motions of your mind, 
    lose it. Leave it as a sign 
    to mark the false trail, the way 
    you didn't go. Be like the fox 
    who makes more tracks than necessary, 
    some in the wrong direction. 
     Practice resurrection.  
 

Practice resurrection. 
 
And so Thursday morning I put on my Washington Nationals cap and sat down at my computer 
to write this sermon. Then I read a column Marc Fisher wrote for the Washington Post. He said 
tomorrow afternoon, at their home opener, “a last-place team will start fresh...“The sense of 
possibility –new young pitchers, a surplus of big-league outfielders – will intoxicate enough 
people that a few will say, “Hey, maybe these guys can win. From that sprout of hope, we will 
cleave into two camps.  Some will say it's time to return to reality: The owners aren't spending 
the money it takes, the team's still a loser, the game's in decline, times are tight, let's stay home 
and watch TV. 
 
Others will embrace possibility, believing there's a plan and it can work. The future of the team, 
the neighborhood and the economy depend on how we split between those two views.” And 
speaking of all the stalled plans for the neighborhood around Nationals Park, he concluded 
“Empty lots can send a message of risks untaken, dreams undreamed, failure. But to some eyes, 
empty lots look like the next great thing, playgrounds for the human spirit.  It all depends on 
what you let yourself imagine. Each spring, when the game starts anew, there is no score.” So it 
is with the Nationals. 
 
And so it is with you and me, and so it is with the future of Christ's church here at Elkton 
UMC, and so it is with God's world. Will it be risks untaken, dreams undreamed, failure, death? 
Or will it be resurrection? It all depends on what you believe, on what you let yourself trust and 
hope. What do you say we take the field? After all, Christ is risen! 
 
Alleluia. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


