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An Easter Sermon preached by E. Scott Winnette 
No Foolin’ Rebirth Brings Real Comfort 
Mark 16:1-8 
 

The tomb was cave-ish: pitch black, no chat, no stirring, no melody, simple shuttered 
silence.  Sympathize with me in the darkness of Jesus’ painful death, humiliation, mutilation, 
crucifixion and sequestration in a silent tomb.  It was over they believed, especially the 
contriving conspirators who schemed to shame and silence Jesus, to stop the revolution of 
God’s justice love.  It was over they believed Mary and Mary and Salome ruefully ambling to 
anoint his body.   

But Ha.  But Ha.  But doesn’t Holy Laughter get the last word?  Doesn’t the tomb 
become a profound breath held taut deep by diaphragm, held in taut silence before whooshing 
loose a gut-wrenching exhalating exultating guffaw of amazement and alarm?   

This Holy Week we were drawn into solidarity with Jesus’ pain and with the world’s 
suffering.  The March for Our Lives Christians marched Saturday and again on Palm Sunday, 
crying for God, for humanity, for the grasses, and mountains, and waters, and animals of all 
variation to rise up singing, “Enough is Enough!”  All of us experience pain.  But inflicting pain 
through high velocity steel is anathema to basic humanity and vilely, nauseatingly contradicts 
Holy Love.  Just reading the news these days draws us to sympathy, to compassion, to worry 
and to a recognition of others’ pain that hurts.   

Yet, even with pain in the world, even with poverty in the world --- on Easter, we must 
laugh, “But Ha, But Ha!.  Karl Barth wrote, “Laughter is the closest thing to the grace of God.”  
Did you know Kurt Vonnegut, professed to be a Christ-loving agnostic?  He preached on a 
Palm Sunday in 1980 interpreting Jesus’ words, “For you will always have the poor with you.”  
He argued Jesus was not dismissing Judas’ concern for the poor, but making a passionate, 
corrective joke.  Making a joke at Judas’ expense, saying, “Judas, don’t worry about it. There 
will be plenty of poor people left long after I am gone.”  Vonnegut calls it a “divine black 
joke,…it says everything about hypocrisy and nothing about the poor.”  Jesus frequently used 
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humorous irony to attack hypocrisy and the abuse of power.   
Wendell Berry in his novel, Jayber Crow, jokes of hypocrisy: “[T]his religion that scorned 

the beauty and goodness of this world was a puzzle to me. …While the wickedness of the flesh 
was preached from the pulpit, the young husbands and wives and young courting couples sat 
thigh to thigh, full of yearning and joy, and the old people thought of the beauty of the children. 
And when church was over they’d go home to Heavenly dinners of fried chicken, …, and creamed 
new peas and hot biscuits and butter and cherry pie and sweet milk and buttermilk. …[A]nd the 
preacher, having just foresworn on behalf of everybody the joys of the flesh, would eat with 
unconsecrated relish.”  

Mary, Mary and Salome walked to the tomb weeping to anoint and be near Jesus’ body.  
They wondered who would roll away the stone.  Now see the humor, the huge stone was 
already moved.  And see the humor, Mary, Mary and Salome crouch and crawl into the tomb. 
Cobwebs and dust clinging to their headdress and dirty rocks piercing their palms they push 
their lantern ahead.  They prepare their bellies to bear the seeing of a shrouded corpse.  
Instead, “But Ha!” instead, they see a dapper dandy of a young man, wearing a pristine white 
robe.  Who says, “Don’t be daft, Jesus is reborn, renewed, resurrected. He’s gone to the 
others in Galilee. Go tell Peter. And go be with Jesus too.”   

Theologian Marjorie Suchoki wrote, “Was there an “empty tomb”? If we take the life, 
death, and resurrection of Jesus to be a revelation of God for us, then the resurrection is a vital 
part of this revelation. Resurrection reveals that sin does not have the last word, but God does. 
God is the power to answer our sins not by succumbing to them, but by transforming them. 
Because I see resurrections all the time, and experience them within my own life, I can talk 
about resurrection confidently. If you push me to say that all the molecules in Jesus’ body were 
summoned together and the processes of death reversed and Jesus just got up out of that grave 
and went through a few walls and that’s what resurrection is all about, I think you’re missing 
the point. I can’t tell you how God raised Jesus within history. I, like most theologians…—am 
convinced that resurrection is something utterly different from resuscitation. Resurrection 
cannot be reduced to molecules revivifying! Resurrection is the power of God to overcome evil, 
to bring hope to otherwise hopeless situations, to make creative transformation possible no 
matter what. … The resurrection of Jesus is like a great shout telling us that no evil is greater 
than God, or can overcome God’s power of resurrection. Because of this revelation— however 
God brings it about—we know we can trust God no matter how bleak situations may seem. God 
is there, offering us a future that can change history—whether our own or the whole world’s—
toward the good. Resurrection tells us that hope is grounded in the reality of God.”1   

During Lenten Pause this week Susan opened a conversation quoting Jim Grace, a British 
novelist.  She and Miriam commend to us a PBS documentary entitled, Into the Night.  Grace 
said, “The important thing is not that the story is true, but that the comfort is real.”  It’s a gift 
to those of us who cannot get our heads around Jesus’ resurrection.  Know the comfort of 
rebirth is real, Christ’s rebirth, our rebirth, societal resurrections - the comforts are real, real! 
                                                 
1 Marjorie Hewitt Suchocki. “What Is PROCESS Theology? A Conversation with Marjorie.” https://beliefinstitute.com/article/process-theology 
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I re-imagine the last verse of our periscope, “the women went out and raced from the 
tomb, for surprise and amazement had seized them; and they said nothing to anyone, for they 
were awestruck.” And I imagine they laughed deep, uncontrollably, flatuous belly laughs 
burping hope as they rushed journeying again with their subversive Rabbi.   

In her poem, “The Laughter of Women,” Lisel Mueller writes,  
 

The laughter of women 
sets fire to the Halls of Injustice 

and the false evidence burns 
to a beautiful white lightness. 

 
It rattles the Chambers of Congress 

and forces the windows open 
so the fatuous speeches can fly out… 

 
What a language it is, the laughter of women 

high-flying and subversive. 
Long before law and scripture 

we heard the laughter, we understood freedom. 
 

Clarence Jordan, a twentieth-century saint, said, “The proof that God raised Jesus from 
the dead is not the empty tomb, but the full hearts of his transformed disciples. The crowning 
evidence that he lives is not a vacant grave, but a spirit-filled fellowship. Not a rolled-away 
stone, but a carried-away church.”  Irish poet Patrick Kavanaugh, “The resurrection of Jesus 
was a laugh freed forever and ever. It’s a laugh that echoes through the lives of the saints.”  In 
the Ancient Russian Orthodox tradition families would sit around the Easter dinner table telling 
jokes.   

What is the favorite hymn of  
Dentists:   “Crown Him with Many Crowns” 
Meteorologists: “There Shall Be Showers of Blessing” 
Golfers:  “There is a Green Hill Far Away” 
Politicians:  “Standing on the Promises” 
Optometrists:  “Open my Eyes that I May See” 
IRS Auditors:  “All to Thee” 
Electricians:  “Send the Light” 
Shoppers:  “The Sweet Bye and Bye” 

 
13th Century Germans told jokes in church on Easter. German theologian, Jurgen 

Moltmann writes, “The Easter laughter is rooted in the wholly unexpected and totally surprising 
‘reversal of all things.’  God has brought this reversal about by raising Christ...The expectation 
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was for cosmic death, but what comes is eternal life.” 
 

A pirate walks into an inn, and the innkeeper says, “Hey, haven’t seen you in a while.  What 
happened?  You look terrible.” 

“What do you mean?” says the pirate.  “I feel fine.” 
“What about the wooden leg?  You didn’t have that before.” 

“Well, I got hit by a cannonball in a battle.  But I’m fine.” 
“Okay, but what about that hook? What happened to your hand?” 

“Well, in another battle my hand got cut off in a sword fight.  I got fitted with a hook.   
I’m fine, really.” 

“And that eye patch?  What about it?” 
“Oh, one day a sea bird flew over, I looked up and it pooped in my eye.” 

“You’re kidding, you can lose an eye from that?” 
“Arghhh, matey,” says the pirate, “ ’Twas my first day with the hook.” 

 This isn’t the first time Easter Sunday has landed on April Fools’ Day. It happened in 
1956, 1945, 1934 and 1923. In a 1923 news article a writer commented, “There were few to 
promenade on Easter in Great Falls (Montana) with a cold wind and flurries of snow. …Even 
falling on Easter, April Fools’ day wasn’t what it used to be according to the gray-beards.  A 
man could walk the length of the town without encountering such suspicious objects as an 
ownerless shoe box, a hat on the sidewalk inviting itself to be kicked, a seemingly lost 
pocketbook, or any of the many devices that once proved the undoing of the unwary. It is 
doubtful whether any household at breakfast found the salt and pepper transposed in their 
shakers, salt in the cereal …One irate father [though]…reported that he had made a disastrous 
toilet after finding that an ingenious small son had substituted shaving cream in the tooth paste 
tube and tooth paste in the shaving cream tube.”2 

Viktor Frankl, a concentration camp survivor shared, “Everything can be taken from a 
[person] but one thing: to choose one’s attitude in any given set of circumstances, to choose 
one’s way.”  Martin Luther said, “The resurrection consists not in words, but in life and power. 
The heart should take inward delight in this and be joyful.” Augustine said, “The Christian should 
be an Alleluia from head to foot.”   

 
How many Christians does it take to change a light bulb?  Three, but they’re really one. 

 
A Sunday school teacher asked the children just before she dismissed them to go to 
church, "And why is it necessary to be quiet in church?"  Annie replied, "Because people 
are sleeping."      

 
Another Sunday school teacher asked her class why Joseph and Mary took Jesus with 

                                                 
2 “Chilly Blasts Ban New Easter Bonnets from Avenues; April Fool’s Day Jokers Under Cover.” Great Falls (Great Falls, Montana) 02. April 

1923. www.newspapers.com. 
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them to Jerusalem. Billy replied: "They couldn't get a baby-sitter."      
  

A man enters the confessional in a Catholic church and begins, “Forgive me Father, 
Pastor, Vicar, Padre, Parson, Priest… for I have synonymed.” 

 

Maya Angelou Million Man March Poem,   

The hells we have lived through and live through still, 

Have sharpened our senses and toughened our will. 

The night has been long. 

This morning I look through your anguish 

Right down to your soul. 

I know that with each other we can make ourselves whole. 

I look through the posture and past your disguise, 

And see your love for family in your big brown eyes. 

 

I say, clap hands and let's come together in this meeting ground, (clap x3) 

I say, clap hands and let's deal with each other with love, 

I say, clap hands and let us get from the low road of indifference, 

Clap hands, let us come together and reveal our hearts, 

Let us come together and revise our spirits, 

Let us come together and cleanse our souls, 

Clap hands, let's leave the preening 

And stop impostering our own history. 

Clap hands, call the spirits back from the ledge, 

Clap hands, let us invite joy into our conversation, 

Courtesy into our bedrooms, 

Gentleness into our kitchen, 

Care into our nursery. 

 

The ancestors remind us, despite the history of pain 

We are a going-on people who will rise again. 

 

And still we rise. 

Christ is Risen!  Risen Indeed! 

Alleluia! Amen! 


