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Scripture:  Luke 24:1-12 

 

 

 It sounded to them like a fantasy.  They’d all been through a lot the last few days, 

some of them were bound to crack under the pressure of fear and grief.  Surprising, 

though, that it was these women.  They had seemed so determined when they left at 

daybreak.  They were resolved to go and do what had to be done for Jesus.  They sure 

didn’t seem on the edge.   

 

 From where the disciples sat, the idea that Jesus was alive was just too much of a 

fairy tale to be believed.  But Peter found things just as the women had said.  Who knew?  

Maybe it was a happy ending after all. 

 

 Let me tell you another story with a happy ending.  I knew a man once who spent 

most of his adult life battling alcoholism.  It didn’t get really bad until he was about 50.  

From then on he was drunk nearly all the time.  His children lost respect for him.  His 

wife learned to get along without him.  He lost job after job.  There were nights that he 

spent in motels near his home because he was too drunk to go back.   

 

 He went through all sorts of injuries and indignities.  He was picked up one night 

on the highway and had to spend the night in a drunk tank.  He was in an accident once 

that left him banged up and badly shaken, his car totaled.  One time he was fired from a 

job where he had a company car; he had to take a cab ride about 150 miles back to his 

house.   

 

 He tried over and over to get help.  He went through several detox centers.  He 

went through a few inpatient recovery programs.  Nothing would stick.  Nothing seemed 

to help.  The best he could do was about six months sober and he was off the wagon 

again.   

 

 Well, this went on for about 12 years.  He was nearing retirement age; he was at 

the end of his rope professionally.  So he went for a job in another state in a last ditch 

effort to get his life back on some kind of reasonable track.  When he arrived at the office 

he learned the position had been eliminated.  He had come all that way for absolutely 

nothing.  His family didn’t hear from him for 3 weeks.  For 3 weeks he just dropped off 

the map. 

 

 But something happened to him in that time.  Something that left a mark on him 

he would never forget.  He knew he had to go home.  But he knew he couldn’t go back 

drunk.  So he made arrangements to put himself in detox.  The night before going he 

stayed up all night in a cold sweat, sipping a beer, nursing it all night long, to control his 

shakes.   

  



 The next day he went into detox.  Two weeks later he returned home and he was a 

changed man.  He never drank again.  He was truly sober.  He reconnected with his 

family.  He attended church with his wife.  He attended AA, eventually becoming a 

sponsor for others.  He was a man who had died and had been brought back to life.  He 

was resurrected. 

 

 Not a day went by that he wasn’t thankful for the new life he received.  All the 

bitterness, all the self-delusion, all the fear and grief just melted away from him.  It was 

an unbelievable transformation.  So unbelievable, in fact, that some in his family had 

trouble accepting it.  There was always an element of suspicion for them.  But he 

understood.  He didn’t blame them.  Sometimes he had trouble believing it was true 

himself.   

 

 Resurrection can leave us feeling that way.  Happy endings are hard to accept 

sometimes.  Because we’ve become so used to things ending badly.  But here was a 

happy ending.   

 

 Well, a few months after his experience in the motel room, after achieving 

sobriety, he was diagnosed with cancer.  It was predictable.  He would tell his family, 

“You can’t abuse your body with all the drinking and smoking I did and not expect 

something to go wrong.”  There were treatments which helped for awhile. But eventually 

the cancer returned and took over.  The last ten years or so of his life were spent 

struggling against the effects of this cancer that would eventually take him. 

 

 Now that sounds like a sad ending, I know.  But I don’t think it is.  You see, life 

isn’t a fairy tale; the resurrection isn’t a fairy tale.  My friend didn’t live happily ever 

after in those last years.  He wasn’t always happy.  But he was always joyful.  And he 

was always grateful.  Nothing, no amount of discomfort or radiation or chemotherapy, 

none of it could rob him of the new life he had received.  And that, too, was pretty hard to 

believe for those who saw him as his condition deteriorated; hard to believe that in the 

midst of his weakness and difficulty he could be joyful and hopeful and grateful. 

 

 That’s what resurrection does to us when we experience it firsthand.  It doesn’t 

make the difficulties of life go away; it doesn’t make life a fairy tale.  It transforms us.  It 

gives us back the joy and gratitude we’re created for.   

 

 Well, that’s my resurrection tale.  Believe it or not as you wish.  I know what I 

saw.  And I suspect that some of you have resurrection tales of your own to tell.  Not 

everyone will believe you.  And you yourselves may find, at times, that the deaths you 

have endured and the resurrections you have received are hard to believe.  But you know 

they’re real.  You have seen them, and you can tell the tale. 

 

 Thanks be to God for the resurrection of our Lord.  He is risen indeed and so are 

we. 

 

Amen 


