
 
 
March 2013 Message for Congregations and Lay and Rostered Leaders 
 
Dear Sisters and Brothers in Christ –  
 
May grace and peace be yours in abundance (I Peter 1:2a). 
 
Seven years ago, on March 24, I traveled with the oldest of my three sisters to Calgary, and the 

Foothills Hospital, where our parents joined us later in the afternoon.  We journeyed to be with 

our mother’s youngest sister who had been hospitalized for nearly two weeks. 

We entered the acute hospital ward about 11 am unsure as to what we would find.  We were 

anxious, uncertain, and yes, fearful, as we entered the hospital room.  We knew that our Aunt 

was dying – we had gotten word on the road to Calgary that she was “slipping quickly.”  We 

weren’t sure whether we would make it to her bedside in time – we weren’t sure what we 

would find. 

She lay on her back, her arms and legs greatly swollen from the toxins in her body.  The oxygen 

mask covered her mouth and nose.  She gasped for air trying to breathe as much oxygen into 

her lungs as possible.  She was comfortable.  There was no pain.  She was peaceful.  And just 

before 6 pm she opened her eyes, our mother spoke to her, she breathed several solo breaths, 

and she died.  

It was a holy time.  It was a holy moment. 

After having experienced my Aunt’s death I read the upcoming gospel lesson for that Easter 

Sunday (Mark 16:1-8) with different eyes and heart.  “So they went out and fled from the tomb, 

for terror and amazement had seized them; and they said nothing to anyone, for they were 

afraid.”  Mark 16:8 

I admit that as a conclusion to the resurrection account - to Mark’s gospel - this one seems at 

first glance wholly unacceptable!  A white-robed young man whispers puzzling promises while 

the women scurry away in fear and astonishment - the END! 

Mark’s account had led us to expect much more.  But now it is over.  There is no Great 

Commission, no road to Emmaus, no breakfast of fish on the beach with the risen Jesus.  There 



is only a promise that we will see him, followed by fear, then silence.  We look around, half 

expecting some final bombshell to release the tension that has swelled through Mark’s telling 

of the story.  There is none.  The credits roll.  Clearly something must be done about this 

ending. 

So, someone added “the longer ending” to this Gospel (check the footnotes in your Bible), a 

solution accepted by tradition, though it has tended to inspire dangerous behaviour, 

encouraging the faithful to handle poisonous snakes and strychnine cocktails.  And another 

solution, an elegant addition, but shorter ending reads: “Jesus himself sent out through them, 

from east to west, the sacred and imperishable proclamation of eternal salvation.” 

Surely the gospel writer must have felt tempted to end the story with such a roaring vision.  

Most scholars agree that he wrote for a congregation that was marginal, expendable and 

suffering some form of persecution.  Wouldn’t these people come to Christian worship longing 

for the blessed relief and consolation of a comforting ending? 

And yet, knowing the holy time – the holy moment – of my Aunt’s death, the ragged edges of 

Mark’s final verse (verse 8) do in fact reflect Mark’s pastoral wisdom.  The gospel writer refuses 

to tie the loose ends of the gospel into a tidy bow of fleeting consolations.  The final verses are 

ambiguous: a promise greeted by fear; a pledge that we will “see him” swamped by our own 

uncertainty and dread.  What Mark’s ending lacks in romance it makes up for in sheer realism!  

For isn’t this the world we live in?  No enchanted world of fabricated happily-every-afters, but a 

world in which we hold tightly to the promise and tread our way through a tangle of doubt and 

amazement – and grief and death as I experienced in my Aunt’s death. 

This is the way Easter dawns upon us: with promise and apprehension.  We live by faith then, 

precariously balancing between the young man’s promise and the women’s fear and 

astonishment.   

We live by faith then, proclaiming: Christ is Risen.  Christ is risen indeed!  Alleluia!  

The God of hope fill you with all joy and peace in believing, so that you may abound in hope by 
the power of the Holy Spirit (Romans 15:13). 
 
In Christ Jesus –  
Shalom, 
+Larry 
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