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O Death Where is Your Victory  
Easter Sunday, Year B 

Isaiah 25:6-9; 1Corinthians 15:1-11; Mark 16:1-8 

April 4, 2021 
Grace, mercy and peace to you from God our Father and our Lord and Savior, Jesus Christ.  Amen. 

A few weeks ago, I told the story of a young boy who was afraid of the dark, as many 

children are.  On a stormy night, he cried out in fear.  His father came to console him, “You 

know that Jesus loves you, right,” the father asked.  “Yes,” came the feeble reply.  “Well, you 

know that He is here with you, right?”  “Yes, I know… but, I prefer someone with skin on.” 

Friday night we heard and, in our own way, experienced some of the tragedy of Jesus’ 

passion and death.  We left the service mournful.  Sorrowful. Pensive. Grateful. 

But, one thing we didn’t leave in, is fear.  Fear that our Lord was gone for good.  That 

His plan of salvation and deliverance had failed.  That we might be next to hang on a cross.  To 

be martyred for standing for the truth of God’s love, mercy and forgiveness. 

Yet, these were the fears of those most closely associated with Jesus; these were the fears 

of His disciples. 

They hid behind locked doors.  The kept to the shadows.  Their movements done only in 

secret and to not raise suspicions or attention. 

They knew their rabbi had loved them.  But, now they felt that with His death, their 

future was uncertain. 

Like that little boy who feared the unknown in the darkness, only to have that fear 

intensify with the flashes of lightning and the rolling of thunder, the disciples cowered and were 

immobilized by fear. 

Fear.  It can be immobilizing.  It can cause one to jump to the most evil and vile 

conclusions and fill their mind with only the worst imaginings; the worst case scenario. 
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None of us are strangers to fear.  It grips us in the doctor’s office.  Our hearts skip as the 

car in front of slams on the brakes.  When we hear the loud bump in the night.  It causes us to be 

like the disciples, to hide within our own walls, afraid to go out.  Just ask COVID. 

Well, the Gospel of Mark is the perfect Gospel for those who are afraid.  He mentions 

fear often and is seemingly writing to a group of people caught in fear. 

So, it is not surprising that he writes about the fear of the disciples.  We heard that in our 

reading of the passion narrative last week.  Even now, they do not know what is going on outside 

of the four walls in which they have hid themselves.  Certainly, like that little boy, their fearful 

imaginations have gotten the best of them. 

We can mock them for that, “Oh men of little faith.”  But, while we know how the story 

ends, they hadn’t gotten there yet. 

Instead, all they knew was their master was dead.  And they were probably next.  They 

knew that if they heard a knock, it could very well be death knocking at the door. 

We, too, fear death.  None of us here have experienced it first hand.  It can be a 

seemingly terrifying encounter.  As a pastor and former hospice chaplain, I have been present 

when the spirit and the body are no longer together as one.   

Death is something we avoid thinking about, but it is unavoidable.  Perhaps you have 

actually done some advanced planning for when that, sometimes, unexpected moment arrives.  

But, most people dread that line of thought.  They put it off. 

My friends, it is your pastor’s job to prepare you for death.  Not just to help with your 

inevitable funeral arrangements and the selecting of appropriate hymns and Scripture readings.   

But, to prepare your soul for when it is separated from the body and goes to be with Jesus 

to await the glorious resurrection of the dead.  If your pastor isn’t doing that, he is failing at his 
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job.  Encourage him to proclaim the forgiveness of sins, to administer the Sacraments faithfully 

and to preach the Gospel in its powerful fullness.  

Today is a day that is hard to preach anything but the Gospel.  The Gospel, which means 

Good News, is all over our readings today.  The curse of the Law has been destroyed.  Sin, death 

and the devil have been vanquished.  And, we don’t have to fear that dreaded enemy called 

death.  Because, our Lord entered death on Good Friday, and conquered it.  He has come back to 

life and, this is the hard part for us to wrap our heads around, He, even now as I speak, is still 

risen!  He is still risen indeed!  Alleluia! 

He is, as we proclaim in the Creed, seated at the right hand of God the Father Almighty.  

From thence He will come to judge the living and the dead. 

My beloved brothers and sisters in Christ, death is not the end for us.  Our bodies will not 

remain in the ground.  Our spirits will not remain in heaven.  Scriptures often use the word 

‘sleep’ to describe death.  Because, there will be a time when our bodies will rise.  In fact, every 

night when you say your prayers and lie down in bed, you are, in a sense, practicing for death.  

You will soon be unconscious and vulnerable.  But, then, in the morning, the trumpet 

sounds…or, rather the alarm clock plays its obnoxious noise, and we rise up from our sleep, 

thanking God for His faithfulness, care and protection.  One more rehearsal, in the books. 

In fact, even the word ‘cemetery’ itself means ‘resting place’.  Like a bedroom, it is a 

place where the dead go to sleep, awaiting, like an alarm clock, the trumpet of heaven. 

Perhaps you know, or maybe you do not know, that most cemeteries, especially older 

ones, are oriented with the the feet of the deceased toward the east.  Why?   So that when they 

rise they will be facing the direction our Lord will be coming from; Jesus says in the Gospel of 
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St. Matthew, “For as the lightning comes from the east and shines as far as the west, so will be 

the coming of the Son of Man” (Matthew 24:27). 

We prepare, even our dead, to meet their Savior when He comes.  It will be unexpected. 

But, it will be much like what happened to those faithful women that first Easter 

morning.  Mary Magdalene arrives early to the tomb.  She obviously believed the tomb would 

still be sealed, yet when she arrives she finds the stone already rolled away.   

She goes and gets Peter and John, they see the tomb is empty.  Mary is afraid and 

distraught.  She sees two angels.  

Perhaps it had been their job to awaken Jesus.  Perhaps their task was more than just to 

roll away the stone and wait for those early risers to show up.  I have often wondered if these 

angels had spoken to Jesus as He rose up from that stone slab in tomb.  I wonder what all they 

talked about in that early morning. 

Mary does not know what has happened.  She came to find her Lord, but He was gone.  

She is met by an angel who begins to speak, but she is asked the same question by who she 

believes to be the gardener.  Only, it wasn’t the gardener at all.  When He says her name, she 

immediately recognizes Him.  Her grief is turned to relief.  Her sorrow is turned to rejoicing. 

Friends, you seek Jesus of Nazareth who was crucified, or you wouldn’t be here this 

morning.  You came here because you know He is not dead. You came here to hear that glorious 

proclamation that the lover of your souls, your Redeemer, lives.  Well then:  Alleluia!  He is 

risen!  He is risen, indeed!  Alleluia! 

And because He is risen, we do not fear death.  Eternity is certain for those who trust in 

Him. Death is no longer looking into the dark.   We do not need to be afraid.  We have a Savior 

with skin on, who has walked that path before us, He conquered it.   So we celebrate, and with 
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angels and archangels and all the company of heaven we laud and magnify His glorious name 

ever more praising Him. 

“Death is swallowed up in victory.”  

 55  “O death, where is your victory?  

O death, where is your sting?”  

56 The sting of death is sin, and the power of sin is the law. 57 But thanks be to God, who 

gives us the victory through our Lord Jesus Christ” (1 Corinthians 15:54–57). 

 Now may the peace that passes all understanding, guard  your hearts and your minds in Christ 

Jesus.  

Amen. 

 


