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	In the deep dawn, a group of grieving women made their way to the tomb where Jesus had been buried. Of all the disciples, these women were unwavering in their faithfulness and presence. They were the only ones to stay with Jesus through his crucifixion, death, and burial. They saw his body brought down from the cross and placed in the tomb. They witnessed the tomb being sealed with the stone. So when they came to the tomb, saw it had been opened, and didn’t see his body, they were perplexed. Puzzled. They didn’t know what to make of it.
	This is a story of deep communal trauma and grief. It’s an impossible story - so impossible that the eleven disciples dismissed it as nonsense. Clearly, the women were hysterical. Somehow, nearly two thousand years later, this story is the basis for our biggest celebration of the year. Even many non-Christians celebrate Easter with brunch, family gatherings, and a new outfit. It’s a cultural phenomenon that I find perplexing and puzzling. This story is about fear, confusion, and disbelief, but here we are: flowers blooming, Alleluias ringing, Easter eggs hiding, and hams in the oven.
	Then there’s the juxtaposition of our modern celebration and what’s happening all around us. I spent the week going between commentaries and news stories, reading about the brutality of the Roman Empire and realities inside the prison in El Salvador. In fact, it meets the definition of a concentration camp, in “that it functions outside of a judicial system.”[footnoteRef:1] I heard our President’s request for about five more of them to be built in El Salvador, so we can start sending “homegrowns.” This exchange drew laughter from the people in the room - including the Vice President, Secretary of State, and Attorney General. [1:  https://encyclopedia.ushmm.org/content/en/article/concentration-camps-1933-39] 

	There were laughs and jeers as Jesus faced his trial and crucifixion. The men who arrested Jesus and held him in custody taunted him while they beat him. Pilate handed Jesus over to Herod, and Herod mocked Jesus before handing him back to Pilate. In Luke 23:12 we read: “Pilate and Herod became friends with each other that day. Before this, they had been enemies.” Apparently, bonding over cruelty is timeless. Continuing on the way to Calvary, leaders sneered at Jesus. Soldiers mocked him. Even one of the criminals hanging next to Jesus insulted him. And then he died. 
	Witnessing that level of brutality and cruelty is a devastating psychological blow. That’s the point. Crucifixion was favored by the Roman Empire because it was public, humiliating, and grotesque. It was a warning to everyone - this is what happens to those who dare to challenge the Empire. Those who didn’t back away in fear might have been frozen in shock, or immobilized by despair. But the women kept going. They risked their own security, defying the Empire’s threats, ready to face death itself. In the depths of their own grief, they put one foot in front of the next, doing what they could do. What they found was not death, but a mystery. Though they didn’t know what to make of it, it was a glimmer of hope.
	I don’t quite know what to make of it, either. I find the resurrection perplexing and puzzling. I know I’m not alone. Each post-crucifixion account is a little different. While some stories of post-resurrection Jesus make clear that he is present in body, as when he invites Thomas to touch his wounds, others probably referred to visions. It’s a mystery. 
	Also a mystery is how we are united to Christ in “a resurrection like his.” In this day and age, those who are dead and buried don’t usually escape the confines of burial to return in bodily form. We might have visions and experiences of the presence of those who have passed, but as real as they may be, their bodies are no longer with us. I know that many Christians have clear and concrete ideas about life after death, and heaven and hell, but the Bible leaves far more questions than answers, as far as I can tell. It’s all perplexing, and puzzling, and I don’t quite know what to make of it.
	Some days it feels easier to dispense with the metaphysical and theological mysteries and focus on the practice of simply trying to follow Jesus’s example. Why do we need anything supernatural? Why try to believe the unbelievable? 
	Are the details of Jesus’s conception critical to our faith? I think what really matters is that Jesus Christ was the embodied love of God, here on earth. It matters that God-with-us was born poor, vulnerable, marginalized, and with a lot of questions about his origin story. It matters that he was flesh and bone, because it tells us that our flesh and bones matter to God. Our bodies and lives matter to God. All lives matter to God. But the lives of those who are oppressed and marginalized, the victims of wars and the victims of state-sanctioned violence? They matter especially. That is how God chose to be revealed among us, because the powers of this world tell a very different story about who matters.
	Today, I think Jesus would be in Gaza, or El Salvador, or in a private detention center on US Soil. He could be sitting in a jail cell, next to Jesus, or working alongside the farmers harvesting our food, or those processing our poultry.  He would in the midst of the neurodivergent, the disabled, and the chronically ill.  God came to us in the particularity of a human, because our particularities matter. Because the humanity of Jesus Christ matters, our humanity matters.
	I believe that Jesus was crucified, died, and was buried. I absolutely believe that the ministry of Jesus put him on a collision course with the powers of a death-dealing Empire. I believe he spoke truth to power, and that led to the cross. I believe the women who first saw the empty tomb, who first proclaimed the Good News, even if it didn’t yet feel like good news to them. Even if they didn’t quite know what to make of it. 
	I believe that the death of Jesus was not the end for Jesus. I believe that God is more powerful than the powers of this world, and God’s creative life-force overcomes death itself. I believe God is still at work in the world today, even if the headlines suggest otherwise. I believe God is at work through us. We’re still living in a Holy Week reality, but we can face that reality because we know it ultimately will not win. We don’t have to pull back in fear. We don’t have to join the crowd mocking Jesus. We can stand with the women, continuing to follow Jesus, even when it seems like it leads to a dead end. We can face reality without letting it overwhelm us, by focusing on the things we can do. We can bear witness and tell the truth about the brutality of Empire, and when we see glimmers of hope, wherever they are, we can share them with others, as unbelievable as they seem. That is resurrection hope. It doesn’t ignore or deny grief and despair. Resurrection hope acknowledges the bleak reality and says, “yes, these things are real and true and awful, and God’s not done yet.”
	“Yes, and” is the holy space where we acknowledge all of the things that are keeping us awake at night, the anxiety for what we know and what we don’t know, the grief of loss, the depths of despair, our compassion for what’s happening in Gaza, El Salvador, Ukraine, Sudan, and Myanmar, for our vulnerable neighbors, our friends, and our whole country. We hold all of that and also proclaim that hope is alive, that God’s work isn’t finished, and that evil will not win. 
	The church lives in this in-between space. We remain grounded in hope, even as we hold space for lament and grief. Collectively, we can engage the work to which we are called as we seek to follow Christ, even when, individually, we just can’t. United as the body of Christ, we can read the headlines. We can bear witness to the stories with compassion. We can face all of the big, scary, terrible, traumatizing, and terrorizing things that are happening because we know we are not alone. Together, we can walk to the tomb and find the glimmer of hope. Together, we can speak the truth. Together, we can point to the reality of God’s new creation, even when it seems impossible.
	We believe that one day, there will be no more pain, suffering, or grief. Prisons will be emptied and weapons made into plowshares. Justice, righteousness, and peace will flow through all of creation. Brokenness will be healed, and hopes will be fulfilled in God’s new creation. Then, we will all share in God’s eternal joy and abundant love. It feels so far away right now. Impossible, really. Some might even call it nonsense. It is puzzling, perplexing, and yet I believe. Jesus Christ has risen! May that give each of us, and all of us, the hope and strength to persist together. 

