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Living a Better Story—Luke 24:1-12 

But on the first day of the week, at early dawn, they came to the tomb, taking the spices 

that they had prepared. 
2
They found the stone rolled away from the tomb, 

3
but when they went in, 

they did not find the body. 
4
While they were perplexed about this, suddenly two men in dazzling 

clothes stood beside them. 
5
The women were terrified and bowed their faces to the ground, but 

the men said to them, “Why do you look for the living among the dead? He is not here, but has 

risen. 
6
Remember how he told you, while he was still in Galilee, 

7
that the Son of Man must be 

handed over to sinners, and be crucified, and on the third day rise again.” 
8
Then they 

remembered his words, 
9
and returning from the tomb, they told all this to the eleven and to all 

the rest. 
10

Now it was Mary Magdalene, Joanna, Mary the mother of James, and the other 

women with them who told this to the apostles. 
11

But these words seemed to them an idle tale, 

and they did not believe them. 
12

But Peter got up and ran to the tomb; stooping and looking in, 

he saw the linen cloths by themselves; then he went home, amazed at what had happened.  

 Woody Allen said, “I don’t mind dying; I just don’t want to be there when it happens.” 

 The closest I’ve come to dying is when I tried Bikram Yoga. For those of you who are 

not familiar with Bikram Yoga, let me explain. This is a form of yoga developed in the 1970s 

that consists of breathing exercises and challenging postures. Well, no big deal there. Yoga, after 

all, is supposed to stretch you and attune your body and mind. But add to that, this yoga is 

practiced for 90 minutes in a room that is heated to a minimum of 105 degrees. The studio I went 

to was called Sweatbox. It is aptly named.  

 I should have known I was in for quite an experience when I asked another student a 

question before the class started and she asked if I was new. When I said I was, she looked at me 

very seriously and caringly as if to impress upon me the importance of the advice she was about 

to offer. She said, “Drink a lot of water, breath through your nose and try not to move.”  Hmm, 

that seems like odd advice, I thought, isn’t yoga all about movement—postures? Obviously, she 

underestimates my physical condition. It didn’t take me long to figure out what she was trying to 

tell me. For the first 20 or 30 minutes, I clumsily did the postures. For the next hour, I laid on my 

mat, tried not to move and hoped not to die. I’m pretty sure I barely pulled through. 

 I emerged from the Sweatbox that day thinking I’d be drained and exhausted, but I 

actually felt energized and alive. Maybe there is something to the health claims made by these 

practitioners. Or maybe just coming that close to what you think is your demise and then 

surviving makes you experience the world in a new way, a resurrection of sorts. 

 We are all at church today to celebrate the resurrection of Jesus. Emerging from a hot 

yoga session renewed and transformed is a little easier to believe than emerging from a grave, as 

the gospel writers proclaim. Tough to wrap our heads around that one, as it was for the disciples 

when they were first told. 

 The women journey to the tomb early that morning. They are greeted by two men in 

dazzling clothes and asked, “why do you look for the living among the dead?” They were 

understandably terrified, but remembered what Jesus had said about his dying and rising and 

went to tell the disciples what they had seen and heard. It seemed to the disciples to be an idle 

tale, pretty tough to believe, as it is for us. The instruction from the writer Flannery O’Connor is 

helpful when we find ourselves pondering the wonders of scripture. She said, “Remember that 
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these things are mysteries and if they were such that we could fully understand them, they 

wouldn’t be worth understanding. A God you can fully understand would be less than yourself.”  

 Luke says that when Peter ran to the tomb and stuck his head in to look around, he didn’t 

believe in the resurrection of Jesus. Rather, Luke says Peter was amazed. And maybe that is all 

this gospel story asks of us of us today—to be amazed. Maybe the resurrection is not something 

to be affirmed in an ancient creed or that we must take a flying leap of faith to attain but 

something discovered indirectly as we engage the world with wonder, as we love and are loved, 

as we live out the story of our lives. 

 In his book A Million Miles in a Thousand Years, Donald Miller tells of being contacted 

by two movie producers who want him to help them create a movie loosely based on his life. He 

had written a successful memoir based pretty much on his thoughts and ruminations. 

 It is in the process of writing this screenplay that Don comes to realize that a character in 

a story, especially a movie, is what a character does, not thinks. And that he has not been living a 

very good story. He lives in his imagination, can conjure up great stories on paper and has 

interesting ideas but has no family, only a few friends, few commitments, and spends most of his 

time watching TV and going to movies. 

 One day he engages his roommate Jordan in conversation about his realization: “’You’re 

writing another book about yourself?’ Jordan asked. He was sitting at the counter in the kitchen 

eating a bowl of cereal.  

‘I’m not writing a book. I’m not talking about a book. I’m talking about me. I don’t think 

I’m telling a good story.’ 

‘I think you tell good stories. Lots of people think so.’ 

‘I tell good stories in books. I don’t live good stories.’ 

Jordan poured more milk in his cereal. He was looking at me while pouring the milk. He 

was squinting his eyes a little and furrowing his brow. He stopped pouring the milk. He kept 

looking at me for ten seconds or more, like he was studying me. 

‘You’re right,’ he finally said. ‘You aren’t living a good story.’ 

‘That’s what I was saying.’ 

‘I see,’ he said. 

‘What do I do about that?’ 

‘You’re a writer. You know what to do.’ 

‘No, I don’t.’ 

Jordan looked at me with his furrowed brow again. ‘You put something on the page,’ he 

said. ‘Your life is a blank page. You write on it.’ 

Thus begins Don’s mission to live a better story—a story that contains concern for others 

and the planet, self-sacrifice and purpose, a commitment to the deep, ambiguous density of life, 

with its joy and pain. A story that is meaningful.  

In our Good Friday service a few days ago, we meditated on Psalm 22, which begins with 

that horrific lament, “My God, my God, why have you forsaken me?” These are also the words 

found on Jesus’ lips as he cries out in his suffering on the cross.  

Of course, given the size of the crowd we have today and the number of folks we had on 

Good Friday, it is safe to say that some of you didn’t hear those painful words. That’s 

understandable; a Good Friday service is not the feel good service of the year. But it’s too bad, 

because experiencing the brightness of Easter without participating fully in the darkness of Good 

Friday can fool you into thinking that there’s a way to get to resurrection without crucifixion. In 
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truth, there isn’t. Resurrection can only be experienced amid the meaninglessness of Good 

Friday.  Let me explain. 

You come here today, to this magnificent building, to the beauty of these lilies and the 

lovely music, to the colored Easter eggs and bright clothing, to the glorious proclamation of 

these scriptures and the persuasiveness, hopefully, of this preacher—all this to support your 

belief that life is full of God-endowed meaning and that everything, in spite of suffering and 

death, is going to be okay in the end. And if only you could believe that more fully then your 

fears and anxieties would subside and you could be happier and more at ease. 

Yet, this isn’t what you need. As a matter of fact, the OT prophets and even Jesus warned 

against a belief that served only as a personal, psychological crutch necessary to suppress anxiety 

and fear. This kind of belief can even be dangerous because it breeds notions of purity, smugness 

and rightness and justifies our rejection and oppression of those who don’t believe as we do, 

because their disbelief threatens our existential security.  

 No, there is no one in this room, including the one standing in the pulpit, who can tell 

you with certainty that life is meaningful and everything is going to be alright. Peter couldn’t tell 

you that when he looked into the empty tomb. Jesus certainly didn’t proclaim that from his cross. 

But that’s just the point. 

The Jesus way, the way of the cross, is to press on courageously through all the 

ambiguity of life, to wade into the world’s brokenness and need, not to mention our own, and to 

love even though we know our love may never be returned and all those we love may at some 

point be lost to us. This uncertainty makes for a great story and is precisely where we experience 

the resurrection. 

In his book Insurrection: To Believe is Human, to Doubt, Divine, Peter Rollins says, 

“Resurrection faith is then manifested in a freedom and liberation in which we are able to 

courageously and fully embrace this world… It is a way of living in love, a love that embraces 

existence, not because it is perfect, but because it is beautiful in the midst of its very 

imperfection.” 

A few weeks ago I served communion to a dying member of this church, Kathy 

Reidmiller. And in my final conversation with her, she did not talk about her anticipation of 

heaven though I’m certain she thought that that was where she was headed. No, she spoke with a 

sense of gratitude and even amazement of the joy of life. Though cut short by illness, without a 

tinge of regret or sorrow, she spoke of how beautiful her life had been. She did not need the 

pastor to convince her or even remind her of the resurrection. The presence in the room of her 

loving husband and son and a small group of church family and pictures and memories of her 

Peace Corp work in Turkey were all evidence that she had experienced resurrection her whole 

life long. She had lived a great story. She had risen, she had risen indeed! 


