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John Wesley, founder of the Methodist branch of the Christian faith, was one of the principal figures in the evangelical revival in 18th Century England.   In response to the example of that revival, the Great Commission of Jesus to all Christians –

“Go therefore and make disciples of all nations,

baptizing them in the name of the Father, and of the

Son and of the Holy Spirit and teaching them every-

thing I have commanded you.”

As a result of that revival, the Good News of Jesus began to be, once again, aggressively spread outside the walls of the established Church.   The primary carriers of that Good News, at least in this country, were itinerate preachers, who went with the wagon trains and settlers as they moved ever further westward.   Some of these men and women were well trained, some less so.   At times nearly all of them encountered unexpected challenges that threatened their faith.


When Wesley was asked how he responded to such challenges, he replied, “I continue to preach faith, until faith takes hold of me again.”   His point was that it is important to keep the faith, even when we may not exactly feel faithful.   Could there have ever been a more crucial time for that advice than that first, Easter Sunday, nearly 2,000 years ago?   On Friday, the followers of Jesus had seen him die, a victim of human fear and indifference.   They had taken Him down from the cross, prepared His body for burial and laid Him in a borrowed tomb.   Then Mary Magdalene, early in the morning of the third day, found His tomb empty.   Thinking that someone had stolen His body, she ran to tell His friends what she had found.   Can you imagine the emotions that must have been surging through all of them?   Fear, anger, disappointment, bewilderment – Was He really the Son of God?   If He was, why did God let Him die?


Why did the leaders of our faith resist His ministry?   What are we to do now?   Are we to die the death He died?   To say that their faith was challenged at that point, would no doubt be the ultimate understatement of all times.   The One who one week earlier had been hailed as King was now dead and His body had vanished.   How can all of this be so?   Not knowing what to do, the followers of Jesus returned to the site of His tomb to see for themselves.   At first all they found were the linen wrappings that had covered His body.   Frightened, disillusioned, in shock, all but Mary stumbled back to their homes.   She, however, stayed, weeping outside the tomb.   Suddenly two angels appeared and asked, “Woman, why are you weeping?”


Her reply, “They have taken away my Lord, and I do not know where they have laid Him.” - utter, seemingly paralyzing despair.   Obviously, Mary Magdalene did not understand what had happened.   Though she had heard the Scripture that prophesied He must rise from the dead, she could not connect that promise with what she was experiencing.   A crisis of faith?   Maybe, maybe not.   For whatever reason she did not leave with the others.   Something was different.   Might not her continued presence – even if prompted by utter, paralyzing despair – be what Wesley counseled as continuing to preach faith?   And might not what soon followed be that faith taking hold of her again?   For you see, when she turned from the angels, there stood Jesus.   And when He called her by name, “Mary”, she saw and understood that it was indeed her teacher, her Lord.


Each and every Easter Sunday is about our faith, once again, taking hold of us and putting us back on track.   If we have taken advantage of the Lenten Season, we have, no doubt, discovered that our faith is not all we want it to be.   We know that we are not always responding to each other as our Lord responded to us.   We know that our relationship with God is not all it could be.   We know that we are not always good witnesses of what we say we believe.   We know we need to get back on track; and we know we need help to do that.   Then comes Easter Sunday and we are reminded of the unforgettable words of the 121st Psalm –



“…from whence cometh my help?




My help cometh from the Lord…” 

Jesus is Risen!   The promises of our faith, once again, ring loud and clear.


Today may be the first time you have been in a church in months, or even years.   For a few, it may be the first time you have ever set foot in such a place.   You may be convinced that whatever faith you once had, or never found, is gone forever.   You may be convinced you are so far off the track, there is no way to put you back on.   Know this, a lot of folks in this Holy space can identify with that feeling.   Most of us have lost our faith, somewhere along the road of life.   It can be a desolate feeling.   It can, if we are not careful, lead us to question the very value of our faith.   Yet, if we can keep our head up, our eyes open and our feet moving, invariably we will stumble upon what we may first think is an empty tomb and there, lo and behold, we will discover what we thought we had lost.


We will discover Jesus and our faith with take hold of us again and we will be back on track.   Easter is the fulfillment of the promise Jesus made to His disciples when He told them,



“I must go to Jerusalem and undergo great suffering



…and be killed…and on the third day be raised.”

Jesus was the fulfillment of God’s promise to send a Messiah among God’s people to rescue us from ourselves – in other words, to put us back on track.   Jesus is our Lord and Savior.   Easter Sunday is His story and thanks be to God it can be our story.   If we are going to

“make disciples of all nations, baptizing them in the

name of the Father, and of the Son and of the Holy

Spirit and teaching them everything I have

commanded you,”

our faith will have to be on track.   This Easter proclaims that promise.

Alleluia, Christ is risen!

The Lord is risen indeed, Alleluia!

