
 

 

Greenhills Community Church, Presbyterian 
04-17-2022                                      Like Nothing We Have Ever Seen                             Rev. Dana Stout 

 Isaiah 65:17-25; John 20:1-18 
 
Two very divergent experiences have imprinted themselves in my mind over the years as I have 
contemplated the events and accounts of the first Easter… 

The first is a memory from my very early childhood. I was three or so and my brother Spence and I were 
on our way to get ice cream bars on a warm summer Saturday at the neighborhood corner market. 
Spence was older (age 11) so he had the money and was pulling the red wagon in which I was riding. 
On the way to Willey’s market (now something of a landmark in my hometown of West Sacramento, 
California; we passed by Trinity Presbyterian Church where there were all sorts of flags and signs and 
booths set up for what I realized years later was the annual Summer Bazaar that the church did to 
connect with the local neighborhood. Something caught Spence’s eye, so we spent the next several 
minutes checking out the food and game and sale booths. He bought me a toy compass for a few 
pennies, and I thought it was a real treasure. We also stopped at a table where they were signing people 
up for Sunday School – which was to begin the next day – so Spence signed us up – even though I 
have no memory of ever being inside a church before that. This was about 1958 and I remember that 
after we got our ice cream at Willey’s and got home, and Spence told our mother that he had signed us 
up for Sunday School – she kinda shrugged, and then asked what time we needed to be there (Things 
might be a little different now).  

Anyway, I told you all of that in order to share that my very first Sunday School teacher, Mrs. Basey, 
shared with her class, on my very first day of Church School, with 8 or 10 pre-kindergartners besides 
myself; the story of the seven days of creation – and it was completely new to me, I had never heard it 
before – and it was my first encounter with God and the first beginnings of how I came to understand 
God’s great love for the world and for plants and animals, and the sun and moon and the stars, and for 
me. I was quite young – but that is still a very strong memory for me. I trace from that one event my 
eventual sense of call to ministry and 40 years of said ministry that has defined much of my life. 

The second memory I have comes from my Jr. High days in the mid to later 1960s. In that era the 
television show all my friends and I watched was Star Trek…with Captain Kirk, and Mr. Spock, and 
Bones McCoy and Mr. Sulu, and Mr. Scott. There were lots of things I still love about that show but one 
of my big memories about it was the ship’s computer – which could be consulted from numerous 
terminals throughout the ship (later on, somebody coined the words “Desktops” and “Mainframe” to 
describe the system on board the fictional Enterprise). The ship’s computer was a whole new concept 
for my friends and I, and I still remember, vividly, being in my 7th grade Math class, when the subject of 
star trek’s computer came up – and Mrs. Klobert patiently explained to all of us that such a computer 
(one that sat on a desk and was somehow connected to an almost limitless source of knowledge) would 
never be possible since computers were huge machines that often took up whole floors of carefully 
climate controlled buildings that only specially trained people could understand. Desktops were 
something that no one ever anticipated actually seeing – I’ve often thought back to those days and 
wondered about the expression that might be on Mrs. Klobert’s face if she could have witnessed not just 
desktops, but also laptops, and smart phones, and the internet and data clouds – any of which in their 
current forms are far superior to anything that even the creators of star trek could have imagined.       

I think of the wonder involved in those two memories of mine; I think of the change in perspective that 
they opened up for me that has continued to this day, and then I think about the experiences of Mary, 
and Peter, and the disciple that Jesus Loved; and I can glimpse a sense of their awe and disbelief, and 
life altering perspective that they felt that first Easter. It became for them a memory that they shared as  



 

 

widely as they could for the rest of their lives…and I’m sure they remembered it in very clear detail – 
probably even more vivid than my own…  

Because it was the day of preparation for the Sabbath, the body of Jesus was taken from the cross and 
placed in a garden tomb. Mary Magdalene - mournful, broken-hearted, and fear-stricken - returned to 
the place she last saw her friend and teacher, while it was still dark. But as soon as she saw that the 
stone which covered the tomb had been removed, her first reaction was to fear the worst; that the body 
of Jesus had been stolen (certainly a “worldly” perspective) 

She ran back to tell Peter and the disciple whom Jesus loved, "They have taken the Lord out of the 
tomb, and we do not know where they have laid him."  Peter and the Beloved disciple run to the tomb. 
Peter, true to his nature, observes the situation, confirms that the death clothes have been left behind, 
and then goes back to his home, perhaps, still confused by what he had just seen. The beloved disciple 
goes in, observes the same thing, and apparently “believes” that Mary’s worst fears are confirmed – 
someone has taken Jesus’ body. I don’t know about you, but that all sounds like burned in the psyche 
kind of memory to me including the foot race between the two disciples. I don’t think they cooked it up. I 
think it pretty much happened as it says. 

All of that happens while it is still dark – before God had completely finished the work of something that 
had never been seen before – and so of course the earliest witnesses are confused and troubled and 
full of fear, but most of all, they are awed. 

And then, as the light begins to dawn; slowly, hesitantly perhaps, Mary begins to comprehend – through 
the message of the angels, through her inquiry of the supposed gardener – and finally through the flash 
of recognition that comes to her when the resurrected Jesus calls her by her name. When you 
experience something you have never seen before – everything that happens around that seems 
connected and significant to the event. 

Graveyards are for the dead, not the living – but while the world is still in the dark; literally and spiritually; 
God begins a new thing, a new act of creation, a new reality, and death no longer is the end but a new 
beginning.  

This is something never seen before – but just because it is outside the realm of prior human experience 
– it doesn’t mean that it didn’t happen. 

That is Easter is all about. Something that is brand new, and life altering, and never seen before. 

Now, We aren’t God, we don’t have the power or the comprehension of God – in many ways we are still 
in the dark – so we can’t in any full way explain the resurrection – I think it’s a bit presumptuous for us to 
try. But that does not mean we should not believe in the resurrection – either that of Jesus or of our own.  

Like the love that we feel when we know we have found a soul mate; Like the first experience of a three 
year old to the wonder of creation – the resurrection or even the prelude to it can’t be broken down and 
analyzed and explained – to us it is a mystery – but that doesn’t mean it didn’t happen; on this side of 
grace it will never be fully comprehended by ones such as us – but somehow, deep inside, we know its 
real.  

We can believe and we can trust in the Maker of the mystery, we can believe and trust in God – just as 
we believe and trust in the other great mystery of our faith; that somehow, miraculously, God’s son was 
incarnate as one of us.  

The Incarnation and the Resurrection are the Alpha and the Omega, the Beginning and the New 
Beginning in the story of the grace and the hope and the love and the dreams our God has for us, 
revealed in the life and teachings and ministries and compassion and grace lived out by Jesus. They are 
the foundational beliefs of our faith – and they are mine. I don’t need to fully comprehend them or 



 

 

explain them or analyze them to know they are true. I’ve experienced wonder before in this world – and 
I’m certain that you all have as well. If our lives can be altered by such little things as a trip for ice cream 
or advances in technology – how can we even imagine that the God who inspired slaves to flee into the 
desert from their Egyptian task masters; and inspired a random gathering of fishermen, a tax collector, a 
zealot, and others including faithful women who bucked the traditions of their society to be taught by a 
Rabbi from Galilee; How can we even imagine that that God, the God of Creation cannot accomplish 
things that we can’t fully explain? Of course God can accomplish the incarnation and the resurrection 
and all manner of other mysteries that we can’t even describe or name. God is God. It isn’t our place as 
created beings to know the full mind of God. Some things, mysterious, wonderful things, we just know 
are true, because in small little ways, we get to glimpse God’s work in our own lives. 

                                                                         -Amen? 

Happy Easter everybody! The Lord is Risen – HE IS RISEN INDEED!!  (x3)      

 

 

 


