
Sermon for 4.16.17  Faith Lutheran Church 

“With Fear and Great Joy!” 

Text: Matthew 28.1-10 

 We’ve been watching this show at home... called the Great British Baking Show.  We 

like it because it’s relatively kind and fun; and even when they eliminate folks they do it with a 

hug and all these positive comments.  And, truth be told, I also like it because I get to watch all 

this delicious food being baked and I just sit in my comfy chair and salivate... but I digress.  

Anyway, one of the cool things they do is to give the contestants a very narrow guideline for 

what they’re to prepare—sometimes even the same recipe—but they all come out with 

something just a little bit different.  And often it’s in the differences that you see what’s really 

important to that person.  This one bakes the pastry first, that one bakes it only after it has been 

filled.  This one pre-cooks the filling; that one waits and cooks it all at once.  This one glazes 

only the top, that one glazes the sides too, and that glazes it in perfect lines and artistic sugary 

drizzles... and I’m sorry but I’m salivating again... and now I’m afraid I’ve digressed so far that I 

can’t remember why I started telling you about the show in the first place. 

 Oh yeah; I wanted to say that because the fact is that each of the gospel stories about the 

resurrection tell basically the same story, but there are different details in each story.  And it’s 

often in these details that we learn what’s important to the author and their community.  In 

Matthew we hear about the guard around the tomb, and an earthquake and a single angel that 

descends like lightning and rolls the stone away.  And Matthew’s is the only Gospel that includes 

these details.  And when the guards see the angel they’re paralyzed with fear.  But the angel tells 

the women not to be afraid... and apparently they’re at least brave enough to hear the message 

the angel gives them, instructing them to go quickly to tell the disciples that Jesus has been 

raised and he’s going ahead of them to Galilee and will meet them there. 
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 So, we’re told they ran from the tomb “with fear and great joy.”  And I love that.  Mark 

has them filled with terror and amazement (and he says the women were so frightened that told 

no one of what they saw), Luke says they were terrified and bowed their heads to the ground, and 

in John the angels come to Mary to comfort her while she’s weeping, and she just talks to them 

as though they were regular folks.  But for Matthew, the women are filled with fear and great 

joy.  And something about that caught me this week: fear and 

great joy. Too often when I’ve experienced fear there was been no 

room for joy in my heart.  Too often fear overwhelms all of my 

senses and kind of paralyzes me.  I don’t know if you ever have 

scary dreams, but sometimes I do, and in those dreams fear rises 

to this fever pitch and I know I have to do something, I have to turn and fight the monster, I have 

to scream, have to run, have to do something, but I’m frozen in my dream, overcome by the fear.  

And thankfully that’s usually when I wake up... sweating and tense.  And I go down to the living 

room and replay that show where they make the eighteen layered cakes...But there is—according 

to Matthew—something about the resurrected Christ that allows a person to feel great joy even 

in the face of fear.  And what a gift that is!  The promise isn’t that the risen Christ has erased 

every negative aspect of our world and our lives, the promise isn’t that the resurrection assures 

us—as some TV preachers will say—that you’ll have success and good health and there will be 

an end to misery... at least not in this life.  The promise is that even in a life that still has troubles, 

and things worth fearing, we can face 

them now with a dollop of joy.  Our fear 

can be moderated by this great joy... and 

through this we find the ability to live, to 

And something about that 
caught me this week: fear 

and great joy. 

The promise is that even in a life that still has troubles, 

and things worth fearing, we can face them now with a 

dollop of joy.   
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move, to act, even in situations that might once have paralyzed us. 

 And that’s good news for our world today.  Our world is so full of fear.  Some of it is 

real—some fear helps us, it steers us away from the dangers of life—“don’t touch that hot stove 

or you’ll burn your fingers, don’t dance on the edge of that cliff or you might fall to a painful 

death, don’t eat that third creampuff or your already clogged arteries will burst.   Some fears are 

like that.  But other fears are different.   

  There are fears that are less rational, less constructive, less 

helpful.  There are fears that are, in themselves, more dangerous 

than the things they’d have us fear.   I’m thinking here of the fear of 

the future, fear of loss—real or imagined—fear of change, fear of 

people who don’t look or act or believe like us, fear that we’re not 

worthy of love, not acceptable, not capable... I’m thinking of those 

kinds of fear. 

 I’m thinking of those fears that paralyze us and keep us from living out the gospel call to 

love one another—love even our enemies—with the same kind of love God has shown us.  I’m 

thinking of the kinds of fear that tempt us to think that God could only love us—and people like 

us—and therefore that God would only want us to love ourselves—and those like ourselves.  

And this is so clearly not what Jesus had in mind during his ministry among us.  He was always 

reaching across the aisle to those of other nations, other religions, other traditions.  He was 

reaching out to his accusers and betrayers and enemies; even those who eventually took his life. 

I’m thinking of those fears 

that paralyze us and keep us 

from living out the gospel 

call to love one another—

love even our enemies—with 

the same kind of love God 

has shown us.   
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 Did he have reason to fear them?  Of course.  But he tempered his fear with love and 

continued on his mission.  And even when you’d have thought fear would have finally defeated 

him—even when he was nailed to that cross and hung out to die—he kept loving them until the 

end.  And you know what?  If that had been the end of the story, then we might be justified to 

draw the conclusion that we shouldn’t love others, shouldn’t be open to our neighbors and 

certainly not to our enemies.  If his death had been the last word on the subject then I’d guess the 

moral of the story would be: listen to your fears, obey them, prioritize them, worship them. 

 But the story didn’t end on the cross... three days later he arose, and this wasn’t just the 

prize he won for being an exceptionally nice guy.  This was God’s seal that he was and is the full 

and clear revelation of God’s word of life for us.  This was the vindication of his teaching, his 

way of loving, his way of living.  This was God’s great “Amen” over his choice to choose life, 

choose love, choose forgiveness and mercy and compassion towards all people.  This was God 

saying, “there is no wrong out there that I cannot right, there’s no power out there that I cannot 

overcome, there’s nothing to fear out there that I will not 

one day uncover and transform.  There is no seemingly 

evil ending out there that I will not turn into a new 

beginning... the beginning of a story filled with love and 

joy and health and hope. 

 And those women at the tomb may not have gotten all of this in that moment as they 

stood before the angel.  But they had the first taste of it as they were filled with fear and great 

joy.  And that great joy allowed them to run from the tomb with their message.  And on the road 

they met Jesus in person;  that’s where they met him in Matthew: as they set off  to do what they 

had been instructed to do.  Had they stood frozen to the ground in their fear at the tomb and not 

Listen to your fears, obey them, 

prioritize them, worship them. 
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And this is my hope for this Easter: 

that what we have seen at the empty 

tomb will fill us with the same great joy 

that those women found there, and that 

this joy will free us to do what those 

frozen in fear cannot 

run back with the good news... we don’t know what might have happened next.  All we know is 

that the joy that flowed through their fear released them to 

act... and that action led them to see him, to meet him, to 

touch him, to be able to worship him on their way. 

 And this is my hope for this Easter: that what we 

have seen at the empty tomb will fill us with the same great 

joy that those women found there, and that this joy will free 

us to do what those frozen in fear cannot.  That we will rise above our fears to do those things 

we’ve been called to do: sharing Christ’s amazing love with all in need,  for the sake of our 

neighbors of every place and description, to the glory of our God whose love extends to all, and 

through whose power even death has been transformed to glorious life.  

 Friends, death has been overcome—God reigns on high and is even now setting all things 

right—embrace the joy!  He is Risen... he is risen indeed! Amen. 


