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Luke 24:1-12

 1But on the first day of the week, at early dawn, they went to the tomb, 
taking the spices they had prepared. 2And they found the stone rolled 
away from the tomb, 3but when they went in they did not find the body of 
the Lord Jesus. 4While they were perplexed about this, behold, two men 
stood by them in dazzling apparel. 5And as they were frightened and 
bowed their faces to the ground, the men said to them, "Why do you seek 
the living among the dead? 6He is not here, but has risen. Remember how 
he told you, while he was still in Galilee, 7 that the Son of Man must be 
delivered into the hands of sinful men and be crucified and on the third 
day rise." 8And they remembered his words, 9and returning from the tomb 
they told all these things to the eleven and to all the rest. 10Now it was 
Mary Magdalene and Joanna and Mary the mother of James and the other 
women with them who told these things to the apostles, 11but these words 
seemed to them an idle tale, and they did not believe them. 12But Peter 
rose and ran to the tomb; stooping and looking in, he saw the linen cloths 
by themselves; and he went home marveling at what had happened.

A collector was going through some old chests.  They had come from the 
attic of an old house in Austria.  He had purchased them in an estate sale, 
contents and all, on the outside chance that they might contain something 
of value.  
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To his surprise he comes across some sheet music. Handwritten.  It’s old.  
Smells musty.  He thinks he may have found something.  So, he takes the 
sheet music to a dealer.  The dealer gets excited, but she doesn’t read 
music.  She’s not sure what they have, so they take the music to an 
expert.  

The expert is excited!  Could it be a new discovery of some long lost 
masterpiece?  The expert rushes over to his piano and begins to plunk it 
out while the others hold their breath.  The music is wonderful.  Energetic 
at times, sad at others.  

There’s just one problem.  There are extended rests throughout the 
piece. Multiple places in the music where the piano simply marks time.  All 
they have before them is the music for one instrument of a much larger 
piece that involves what, a violin, a cello, a string quartet, a full symphony?  
Who knows?  Where are the rest of the parts?  A complete search 
through the chests turns up nothing.  The piano music is all there is.  How 
the entire piece was supposed to sound is a secret, because the piece of 
music is incomplete.

Life is like that.  Because of death.  

We may tell ourselves that death is the natural completion of life.  We 
may tell ourselves that death is God’s will.  But when we think of a child 
losing her mother or father, we cannot say that was God’s will.  When we 
think of parents losing a child, we cannot say the child’s death is natural.  
In both cases, life is cut short.  Because of death, life is a piece of music 
that is incomplete. 

That was not the Composer’s intent.  He gave humankind life and breath.  
He gave us values.  We are the ones who introduced hate to this planet.  
We are the ones who introduced death.  We have no problem accusing 
humankind of ruining this planet physically.  We polluted the rivers.  We 
cut down the forests.  We created huge landfills of garbage.  We have 
polluted the air in some places to the extent that it is unfit for humans or 
animals.  Is it so far-fetched to believe that we have polluted this planet in 
other ways as well?  That we have polluted it not only physically but also 
spiritually?  That we humans are the ones responsible for life being cut 
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short?  That we humans are the ones responsible for making life an 
incomplete piece of music? 

The Composer, in the beginning, gave us two commandments, recorded 
back to back in Genesis chapter two.  The first one says, The Lord God 
took the man and put him in the Garden of Eden to work it and take care 
of it. That didn’t mean do whatever you want with it.  It meant take 
responsibility for it.  Work it and take care of it.  The second one says,  
And the Lord God commanded the man, You are free to eat of any tree in 
the garden; but you must not eat of the tree of the knowledge of good 
and evil, for when you eat of it you will surely die.  We didn’t obey either 
one of those commands. 

And what are we going to do about it?  We need to clean up the mess 
we’ve made of this planet.  But we cannot give grieving parents their child 
back.  The scent of death, the odor of death clings to every one of us.  We 
cannot undo our prideful disobedience of the eating of the fruit of that 
tree, and, at the same time, we have eaten of another tree.  That gives a 
different scent.  That gives a different ending to life.

I am reminded of that other tree when I think of a particular account in 
Elie Wiesel’s book, Night.  In recounting the nightmare of his 
imprisonment in the death camps, Wiesel tells of a young boy, a prisoner 
who was sentenced to die because he remained silent, would not reveal 
the instigators of a sabotage attempt.  The boy was hanged from a gallows 
alongside two adults, while the other prisoners were made to watch.  The 
boy’s life was cut short by an agonizing death.  Wiesel heard a prisoner 
behind him say, “Where is God now?” Wiesel thought to himself, “Here 
He is…He is hanging on this gallows.” 

Who would not be reminded by that of another Jew who surprised His 
accusers when He remained silent?  Witnesses were called forward.  
What they said was so obviously false or distorted that it didn’t support 
the prosecution’s case.  It would’ve been easy for Jesus to prove His 
innocence.  He could’ve even held His accusers liable for trying to entrap 
an innocent man.  But He didn’t defend Himself.  Surprisingly, it was as if 
He wanted to be condemned to death.
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As He stood before His accusers, Jesus’ clothes had on them a lingering 
scent, the scent from the perfume Mary had poured on Him only six days 
earlier.  Mary and Martha had given a dinner in Jesus’ honor after He 
raised their brother Lazarus from the dead.  At the dinner, Mary poured a 
whole pound of nard ointment on Jesus.  He said Mary had saved it for 
His burial.  With the sweet scent of burial spices on Him, Jesus remained 
silent before His accusers.

For Jesus held a secret.  When His accusers condemned Him to death, it 
too was an unjustified act.  At the same time, Jesus’ sentence was the 
most completely just verdict ever given.  Jesus remained silent, because 
He was carrying on His shoulders the hate of the whole world.  He took 
our disobedience of God’s commandments upon Himself.  He took the 
death our disobedience deserves and made it His own.  He took death 
and the grave on His shoulders, and they, too, received a death sentence.  
He hung on a gallows, and, so Jesus became the fruit of that other tree.  

A tree of life for us.  

His resurrection from the dead is proof of that.  That Jesus is the 
Composer Himself.  Who on that tree wrote a new ending to life.  A 
complete one.  An ending that says life for the soul continues in heaven.  
That says even the graves where we are buried will have to give up our 
bodies to be reunited with our souls in the new heavens and the new 
earth.  Of which the Hebrew prophet spoke: “Behold, I will create a new 
heavens and a new earth.”(Isaiah 65:17) 

Even now if anyone is in Christ he is a new creation, enabled by faith to 
hold on to these promises, to know healing even from the loss of a child 
or a parent.  

Even now in Christ we are raised to new life and renewed faith that God 
does have plans for us, that God works all things together for our good, 
that because of the Composer’s self-sacrifice we are given life complete.

Amen
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