
Easter Revelation, Easter Vigil (Easter Morning), April 21, 2019, St. Timothy, Burnaby 

Ex 14.10-31; 15:20-21; Ezek 36.2-28; Zeph 3.14-20; Rom 6:3-11; Luke 24:1-12 

Prayer 

It was so obvious. Right from the beginning. Jesus was very clear to them—he told them what they 

should expect. And even if they missed that, somehow, even though it was obvious, there were the 

scriptures too. Everything pointing to Jesus’ death and resurrection. 

Sometimes we give the disciples some credit. Usually we don’t. Especially after we’ve heard the stories 

year in and year out. They don’t get it. What’s wrong with them? How could they have missed all of that 

information?  

And yet, every year we are baffled by just how thick the disciples are. What were they doing with Jesus 

all that time they were with him? Weren’t they paying attention? Were they hard of hearing? Were they 

just dull? 

It’s easy to put ourselves in their shoes and to say how we would react. If we had been there and the 

women had run back from the empty tomb we would know immediately what it meant. We wouldn’t 

have even needed to go see the empty tomb for ourselves. We would have been relaxed on Friday 

evening just waiting for Sunday morning for Jesus to get things started again. Because we paid attention. 

We listened. We understood what was going on.  

Really, it’s not just the disciples who were dull. People all throughout history have made a mess of 

things. They were all lacking in intelligence. They all could have benefitted from having us around. What 

are the problems that were faced through history? We don’t even need to go back right to the 

beginning, we just need to look at the last hundred years or so. Climate change. What were people 

thinking? Burning coal, chopping down trees. If only they were as smart as us! Making cars and trucks 

with no regard for fuel efficiency or alternative energy sources. And single-use plastics! We would have 

shut that one down right away if they had only asked us. 

And my personal favourite: Indian Residential Schools. That was just a terrible idea right from the 

beginning. What kind of horrible people started that up? How could they have missed the mark so 

badly? 

But perhaps the biggest question to consider is this: How did generations of such supremely 

unintelligent people manage to produce what is unquestionably the most brilliant, insightful, informed 

generation(s) of people that the world has ever known? It defies logic. It must be some fluke of 

genetics—some kind of Darwinian adaptation that will allow our species to continue to survive despite 

all of the problems we have inherited from those who went before us and made such a mess. All those 

millennia of people who just couldn’t figure things out. 

Jesus’ disciples weren’t the sharpest tools in the shed. But really, when we look back on them and on all 

of history in condescension, how could anybody have known any better. They clearly didn’t have the 

resources (information or ability to process that information mentally) necessary to truly grasp the 

situation. They were all just products of their time—and not the pinnacle of human enlightenment as we 

are. 

 



One of our own St. Timothy’s members said it well on Good Friday morning. “If I had been there I would 

have been afraid. I would have run away. I would have hid in fear for my life. And I would have denied 

Jesus as well out of fear for my safety.”  

This was a surprisingly honest response.  

It’s almost as though the disciples behaved sensibly. Logically. Intelligently.  

Wait, what?  

The people before us did something reasonable? But we’ve always know how bad they were at figuring 

things out. Especially since we’re so good at figuring things out today. 

But maybe that’s just the point.  

Maybe they thought they had things figured out too. Maybe they thought everyone before them was 

also blind to the obvious signals all around them. Maybe, just maybe, those disciples weren’t as 

unintelligent as we thought they were. 

“But they missed Jesus’ predictions of his death and resurrection!” 

They did. Everyone was surprised. Jesus did something completely new. Something completely 

unexpected. 

He came back to life. 

No matter how many times he told them to expect it, it still came as a surprise, even to those who knew 

him best and those who spent the most time with him. 

And I can’t help but wonder, if those people closest to him—who were probably not just incredibly 

unintelligent after all—if even they managed to miss something just so obvious, what might we be 

missing? What might God be doing, right now that we are not noticing? How is God working in our midst 

right at this very moment and yet we are not perceiving it? 

I pray that we might be open to receive God’s work in the world—that we might strive to be close to 

Jesus and know him and be able to anticipate his next move—but that we might be granted the wisdom 

and the discernment to see the bigger picture. That we might realize, even before we start making our 

way to the empty tomb: God is still doing something new in our midst. Do we know what it is? 

 

 

  


