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"Oh ... right!" 

Reading from the Old Testament:  Jeremiah 31:1-6 

Reading from the New Testament:  Matthew 28:1-10 

There are times when God laughs with you, and there are other 

times when God just laughs at you. Can't help it. It's like when your dog 

comes around the corner with desperation in her eyes, because she has 

the trash can lid stuck around her neck like some avant-garde necklace, 

evidence of another failed attempt at canine dumpster diving. Mind 

you, the dog is not laughing with you, but that doesn't slow your seizure 

of snickering at the dog's expense. You can't help it.  

I wish I could blame it on global warming, or what our 

grandparents called hardening of the arteries, but often times I feel like 

the dog in this scenario, and I can almost hear the belly laughter 

emanating from heaven's throne room. At his baptism, when Jesus 

arose from the water, the dove descended and a voice from heaven 

declared, "This is my Son, with whom I am well pleased." In contrast, 

when I perceive the heavens opening, it's usually the sound of the kind 

of laughter that says, "You're an idiot, but I love you anyway." And the 

dove? Well, let's just say that rather than descending, the dove drops 
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something else to make its presence known. There seems to be a 

correlation between God's sense of humor and my humility. 

Just this Wednesday morning, I was busy preparing worship 

material for holy week; leading a bible study on today's text; preparing 

a devotional for our staff meeting and then moderating the meeting 

itself. As noon loomed, I was ready for some yogurt and a quick nap, 

when I noticed the reminder from a conscientious staff member, 

"Remember, you're leading the noon prayer today." 

"Oh ... right!" Guess I forgot. More evidence of the slippery surface 

on my mind. Heavens open. God laughs. And I'm ducking dove bombers. 

So ... the noon prayer this week was actually the early afternoon prayer, 

because I still had to learn how to produce a Facebook live video before I 

posted one with the prayer I had not prepared.  

"Oh ... right!" The meeting you forgot. The child you didn't 

remember to pick up. You managed to pick up the BBQ sauce, the 

Ruffles, the baked beans, the buns, even the ingredients for the slaw 

(after all, this is the South), but once you get home, all revved up for 
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burger night, the question confronts you, "Where's the beef.? "Oh ... 

right."  

You're just about to offer a lesson in sign language to the driver 

who cut you off, but at the last second as four of your five fingers start 

to curl, you remember that you have one of those fish symbols on your 

bumper. You love the Lord! ... "Oh ... right!"  

You are pointing to your watch and auditioning for an Academy 

Award in exasperation as your spouse approaches, "Well, it's about 

time!" "It's 2:15, you said to meet you at 2:30. I saw you put it on your 

calendar."  "Oh ... right."  

Up in the church chancel, your baby being baptized, you glance 

out into the congregation and are shocked to see a best friend from high 

school that you haven't seen in years. "Remember? On your wedding 

day I told you I'd show up when your first child is baptized. I saw your 

post on Facebook and bought a plane ticket. Wouldn't miss it for the 

world." "Oh ... right!" 

Today we witness to the greatest "Oh ... right!" moment in history. 

It is difficult to keep track of the many Marys of the NT. After all these 
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years I still struggle to know to which Mary the text is referring. But in 

the dawning of the third day, the long shadow of the cross still looming 

over the tomb where the crucified and dead Jesus was laid to rest with 

neither pomp nor circumstance, a pair of Marys approach.  

Where in Mark's account they come with an agenda - to complete 

the rite of anointing the body - here in Matthew they just come, as we 

would, drawn to the place where a heart you hold dear no longer beats:  

The cemetery. the columbarium, the spot in the road where the accident 

took place, the 9/11 memorial, Gettysburg, the Native American burial 

mounds, Normandy. We do not yet know where broken hearts will go 

when our current Covid confinement ends, but there will be a place and 

people will stream to it; a place of solemnity, sorrow, and remembrance.  

The Marys, carrying their heavy hearts with them, arrive with no 

agenda and certainly no expectation of what happens next. Nobody of 

sound mind would. In what could be mistaken for the theatrics of an old 

Elton John concert or a current Lady Gaga concert, the ground pulsing 

beneath the feet of the gobsmacked audience, the blindingly 

ostentatious angel descends to its stage, a rolling stone the size of a 

dump truck. It is here that I can see the angel pulling out his reading 
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glasses to announce what is written on an unfurled scroll in his hands. 

"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."  

As he said. Can't you see the angel pausing to look over the top of 

his glasses before uttering those last words, perhaps like the parent or 

teacher who pointedly looks you in the eyes to emphasize something 

they know you should know, having told you on several occasions. "Your 

curfew is 11:00, young man ... as you well know." "You agreed to pay for 

the car insurance ... as you well remember." "You may not go out with 

your friends, there's a pandemic ... in case you haven't heard."  

I can sense some of this going on with the angel here. "He is not 

here; for he has been raised ... as he said." 

"Oh ... right! ... He did mention that, didn't he?" In Matthew 16, 

just after Peter acknowledged Jesus as Messiah, it is written, " From 

that time on, Jesus began to show his disciples that he must go to 

Jerusalem and undergo great suffering at the hands of the elders and 

chief priests and scribes, and be killed, and on the third day be raised." 

In Matthew 17, it is written, "As they were gathering in Galilee, Jesus 
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said to them, "The Son of Man is going to be betrayed into human 

hands, and they will kill him, and on the third day he will be raised." In 

Matthew 20, as Jesus walks with his disciples toward Jerusalem, it is 

written, " "See, we are going up to Jerusalem, and the Son of Man will 

be handed over to the chief priests and scribes, and they will condemn 

him to death; then they will hand him over to the Gentiles to be mocked 

and flogged and crucified; and on the third day he will be raised." At 

this point, James' and John's mom, shifts into helicopter parent mode 

and lobbies Jesus in an effort to secure corner offices for her sons in 

Christ's corporate headquarters. So, the Marys may have forgotten, but 

they had certainly heard it said more than once.  

The solemnity of the tomb is shattered by the theatrics of Elton 

John's guardian angel, and though spectacular, it is not a premiere of 

the Gospel news. Rather, it is a celebratory confirmation of a truth that 

has been proclaimed since the days of Abraham. God is faithful. 

God said to Abraham, "I will establish my covenant between me 

and you, and your offspring after you throughout their generations, for 

an everlasting covenant, to be God to you and to your offspring after 

you."  
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To Moses, God said, " I have also heard the groaning of the 

Israelites whom the Egyptians are holding as slaves, and I have 

remembered my covenant. 6 Say therefore to the Israelites, "I am the 

Lord, and I will free you from the burdens of the Egyptians and deliver 

you from slavery to them. I will redeem you with an outstretched arm 

and with mighty acts of judgment. 7 I will take you as my people, and I 

will be your God. You shall know that I am the Lord your God, who has 

freed you from the burdens of the Egyptians."  

When Hannah's hopes were running dry, the Lord answered her 

and she remembered God's faithfulness, " "There is no Holy One like the 

Lord, no one besides you; there is no Rock like our God." The Lord said 

to David, " I have been with you wherever you went, and have cut off all 

your enemies from before you."  

When Israel fell, the result of an enemy's strength and their own 

fecklessness, they found themselves in exile where self-pity fueled the 

assumption that it was God who abandoned them, the Lord said to the 

people through Jeremiah, "I have loved you with an everlasting love; 

therefore I have continued my faithfulness to you. Again I will build 

you, and you shall be built."  
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"I have loved you with an everlasting love; therefore I have 

continued my faithfulness to you." Those words jumped out to me this 

week as I pondered the intersection of the Easter narrative and a world 

imperiled by pandemic, a microscopic villian that challenges all your 

assumptions about life; plagues you with questions about your future 

your work, your family, your everything; and tempts you to suspicion of 

others including God.  

And as per usual, as with the Israelites in exile, we confuse our 

dysfunction with God's will and our peril with God's absence. You just 

know that the confusion and fear erupting among Jesus' followers after 

the crucifixion clouded the minds of the Marys as they approached the 

tomb. "He is not here; for he has been raised ... as he said." 

One cannot fathom the mind of God, but as the Lord looks upon 

the angel delivering this news to the Marys, can you sense that what 

comes to God's mind is the same thing that was on God's mind as the 

Lord observed the exiled Israelites being drawn into the illusion that 

God had forsaken them? "[Folks!] I have loved you with an everlasting 

love; therefore I have continued my faithfulness to you. Again I will 

build you, and you shall be built." With similar impulse, Jesus appears 



 

 

9 

9 

to the Mary's, "Do not be afraid; go and tell my brothers to go to Galilee; 

there they will see me." Can you hear it? Can you sense it? Can you 

believe it? Even now? 

Some of you are on the front lines of the Covid threat, 

courageously offering your whole selves, confronting a very real menace 

with compassion, perseverance, and patience. It is exhausting, 

frightening, and essential, in the ICU ward, in the laboratory, at the 

grocery store cash register, on the truck collecting trash, on the tower or 

at the computer maintaining power for the wired web, working in the 

nursing home, or just at home as a sentinel of sanity for a family far too 

cloistered. "Do not be afraid." "I have loved you with an everlasting 

love."  Can you hear it? Can you sense it? Can you believe it? Even now? 

In the musical, Fiddler on the Roof, with grown daughters leaving 

home and getting married in a country on the brink of revolution, it 

strikes Tevye that he hasn't asked his wife, Golde, an important 

question. It's the same question we ask God when times get hard, when 

feeling the creep of doubt that leads to despair. Tevye asks Golde, 'Do 

you love me?'  After some standard spousal jockeying and parrying, 

Golde pauses to actually ponder the question,  
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Do I love him? 

For twenty-five years, I've lived with him, 

Fought with him, starved with him. 

For twenty-five years, my bed is his. 

If that's not love, what is? 

When the doubts creep up in exile, the Lord, as if heart-wrenched, 

says, "I have loved you with an everlasting love." Still reeling out where 

the shadow of the cross looms over a mysteriously emptied tomb, Mary 

and Mary are greeted by the risen Lord, " "Do not be afraid; go and tell 

my brothers to go to Galilee; there they will see me." 

Can you hear it? Can you sense it? Can you believe it? Even now? 

God is faithful. Jesus is risen. Hope is alive. Amen.    

   

            


