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Message 1: From the Tomb 

 

Night. They tell me it is as dark as 

night when the moon is not out. Inside 

here, this cave carved of stone. Silent. 

They say it is so quiet in here you 

could hear the dead talk. But the dead 

do not talk. They came to lay someone 

here. Someone who had once been 

warm but is growing cold. Could this 

be my company in the silence in the 

dark, in the cold? Could we remain 

together forever? I expect it. – Oh, the 

light! But not from outside, not like 

when they rolled the stone away to put 

the body in. The form that shares my 

space is no longer cold, no longer 

quiet, no longer dark. And what is 

that called, that is coming off of it? 

My stone surface can even feel it, 

even though I do not live, and I do not 

feel, I can sense it. They tell me it is 

...love. And now the stone is away and 

the light shines in the world and not 

just in this tomb.  Everything that I am 

cries out. Every stone that makes me 

who I am cries out, “Blessed is the 

king who comes in the name of the 

Lord! Peace in heaven, and glory in 

the highest heaven!”    

 

I want to tell you a little bit about 

Corrie. Corrie was a wonderful 

woman who lived in Holland with her 

family as a watchmaker. She was born 

in 1892 in Holland. By the time she 

was 48 she had already lived through 

one World War and was also 

experiencing her countries occupation 

by Germany in WW2. Her family was 

very faithful. They read their Bible 

together every morning after 

breakfast. They believed in respecting 

others and that everyone was a 

beloved child of God. They began to 

help Jewish people who came to their 

door trying to escape being rounded 

up by soldiers to be sent to 

concentration camps. They rehoused 

many; many lived in their house. 

They stole ration cards to help the 

people they cared for. In 1944 Corrie, 

her sister Betsie and her father and 

brother were arrested for harboring 

and stealing. Eventually she and her 

sister were taken to Ravensbruck 

extermination camp. It was there that 

we hear this story:    

 

The barracks appeared almost 

identical with the one we had left this 

morning, except that this one was 

furnished with bunks as well as tables 

and benches. And still we were not 

allowed to sit 

: there was a last wait while the 

matron with maddening 

deliberateness checked off our 

documents against a list. 

“Betsie!” I wailed, “how long will it 

take?” 

“Perhaps a long, long time. Perhaps 

many years. But what better way 

could there be to spend our lives?” 

“I turned to stare at her. “Whatever 

are you talking about?” 



“These young women. That girl back 

at the bunkers. Corrie, if people can 

be taught to hate, they can be taught 

to love! We must find the way, you 

and I, no matter how long it takes…” 

She went on, almost forgetting in her 

excitement to keep her voice to a 

whisper, while I slowly took in the 

fact that she was talking about our 

guards. I glanced at the matron 

seated at the desk ahead of us. I saw a 

gray uniform and a visored hat; 

Betsie saw a wounded human being.  

  

And one more story: after being 

moved to Ravensbruck, they 

discovered something about their new 

home: 

 

“Fleas!” I cried. “Betsie, the place is 

swarming with them!” “Here! And 

another one!” I wailed. “Betsie, how 

can we live in such a place?” 

“Show us. Show us how.” It was said 

so matter-of-factly it took me a second 

to realize she was praying. 

“Corrie!” She said excitedly. “He’s 

given us the answer! Before we asked, 

as He always does! In the Bible this 

morning. Where was it? Read that 

part again!” 

I glanced down the long dim aisle to 

make sure no guard was in sight, then 

drew the Bible from its pouch. "It was 

in First Thessalonians," I said. We 

were on our third complete reading of 

the New Testament since leaving 

Scheveningen. In the feeble light I 

turned the pages. "Here it is: 

'Comfort the frightened, help the 

weak, be patient with everyone. See 

that none of you repays evil for evil, 

but always seek to do good to one 

another and to all...'" It seemed 

written expressly to Ravensbruck. 

"Go on," said Betsie. "That wasn't 

all." 

"Oh yes: 'to one another and to all. 

Rejoice always, pray constantly, give 

thanks in all circumstances for this is 

the will of God in Christ Jesus-'" 

"That's it, Corrie! That's His answer. 

'Give thanks in all circumstances!' 

That's what we can do. We can start 

right now to thank God for every 

single thing about this new barracks!" 

I stared at her, then around me at the 

dark, foul-aired room. 

"Such as?" I said.  

"Such as being assigned here 

together." 

I bit my lip. "Oh yes, Lord Jesus!" 

"Such as what you're holding in your 

hands." 

I looked down at the Bible. "Yes! 

Thank you, dear Lord, that there was 

no inspection when we entered here! 

Thank You for all the women, here in 

this room, who will meet You in these 

pages." 

"Yes," said Betsie. "Thank you for the 

very crowding here. Since we're 

packed so close, that many more will 

hear!" She looked at me expectantly. 

"Corrie!" She prodded. 

"Oh, all right. Thank you for the 

jammed, crammed, stuffed, packed, 

suffocating crowds." 

"Thank you," Betsie went on serenely, 

"for the fleas and for" 



The fleas! This was too much. "Betsie, 

there's no way even God can make me 

grateful for a flea." 

" 'Give thanks in all circumstances," 

she quoted. "It doesn't say, 'in 

pleasant circumstances.' Fleas are 

part of this place where God has put 

us." 

And so we stood between piers of 

bunks and gave thanks for fleas. But 

this time I was sure Betsie was wrong. 

(209-210, The Hiding Place. Ten-

Boom) 

 

 

 

...They began Bible studies and saw 

such a difference in the manner of the 

women in their Barracks. Over time 

people’s anger toward one another 

went away. People were kind to each 

other, they looked out for each other 

and even used "thank you" and 

"excuse me", when they could have 

chosen not to. Their attitudes changed 

by hearing the love of God. 

 

Betsie's faith was such that she saw 

God’s goodness working into even the 

darkest of times in her life. She did 

not get angry at her captors but 

thought about what suffering they 

must be enduring to do such harmful 

things to people. She saw every 

circumstance as one she could use to 

give hope to another person.  

She later found out that the reason 

they had so much freedom in their 

barracks even though there were 

many guards posted outside and 

around camp was because of the fleas. 

They would not enter the room 

because of the fleas. And so, they had 

even a reason to thank God for the 

fleas. 

 

Our Bible passage today is one of 4 

stories of what happened after Jesus’ 

death. In this story, at least three 

women went to the tomb with spices. 

Mary Magdalen, the mother of James, 

and Salome. They were going to carry 

out the traditions of burial, to anoint 

the body. They had to wait to perform 

these traditional rituals because of the 

Sabbath. Now that it was over, they 

headed out early in the morning to 

complete the duties. They were 

making plans about how they could 

roll the stone away from the tomb 

when they discovered it was open. 

Shocked, they found men in white in 

the tomb telling them that Jesus was 

not there. "Do not be alarmed; you are 

looking for Jesus of Nazareth, who 

was crucified. He has been raised; he 

is not here. Look, there is the place 

they laid him…. 

16:7 “But go, tell his disciples and 

Peter that he is going ahead of you to 

Galilee; there you will see him, just as 

he told you." 

 

I am sure they were in shock. They 

began their day full of purpose and 

then … not only were their day’s 

plans changed, but how would they 

explain the angels who appeared and 

the absence of Jesus’ body? We can 

almost feel their fear and confusion.  



This scripture ends with “they said 

nothing to anyone, for they were 

afraid.”  

 

I wonder if a part of them needed to 

hold onto this event, to understand it 

better, to cherish it as a moment in the 

making, a part of history. Or perhaps 

they were not ready to let go of the 

physical Jesus who healed them and 

taught them.  

 

We too have a desire to hold on to 

things. We hold on to those we love, 

hold on to the possessions we love, or 

once loved, hold on to the past which 

provided fun, laughter. 

 

There is one thing that Jesus, the 

women at the tomb and even Marie 

Kondo have taught me. It is ok to 

want to hold on, to be afraid of letting 

go, but we can thank the past and let it 

go. We can thank our loved ones and 

let them go. We can move beyond 

separation anxiety to new life. 

 

I told you Corrie and Betsie’s story 

because today we celebrate not only 

the Risen Christ, but also the women 

who had such faith that they did tell 

someone. We would not have the 

stories of Jesus’ resurrection if they 

had not told anyone. We would not be 

having this Easter celebration today if 

it had not been for those women, who 

even though their account ends “they 

went and told no one for they were 

afraid,” we know the story didn't end 

there. Our faith in God matters. Our 

acting out our faith in the world 

matters.  

 

Some days, especially during a 

pandemic it has been like we have 

been in the tomb. Perhaps during 

March and April last year, we took up 

the cross and went to the tomb to be 

isolated.  During this year we have 

had to find the light of God’s good 

news in so many new and unseen 

places. Today we can choose to sit in 

the darkness of the tomb, where 

Jesus’ body no longer remains, or we 

can venture outside. We can stay in 

the gloom and depression of the last 

year or we can open the door to new 

life and new opportunities. We do not 

have to be afraid. Jesus has risen! 

There is good news to share to all! 

Even through the pandemic we can 

choose to look at all the Good that 

God has done despite the 

circumstances.  

 

The scriptures say they went away 

from the tomb afraid and did not 

speak to anyone. We know the story 

did not end there from other accounts. 

The women did tell, word got out and 

it comes to us today. Through their 

fear, their hope, they tell us that Christ 

has Risen. That death does not have 

the last word. That the darkness we 

imagine when we imagine death is 

like the tomb opened with light and 

love entering in. Death cannot hold 

the Christ and it cannot hold us. The 

weight of our sins and mistakes, the 

darkness of broken relationships and 



violence, do not have the last word. 

Our own fears about the past, present, 

or future have no hold on us when we 

know that Christ defeated all who 

would keep him from spreading the 

news of God’s great love and 

forgiveness of us. This worship 

service is a testament to the 

overcoming of death and the 

overcoming of fear.  

 

We cannot let the story end with fear, 

with inaction. We have to finish the 

story with the faith like that of Corrie 

and Betsie, the faith of women like 

Mary, Mary and Salone.  We cannot 

let the world have the last say. We 

must offer hope and love. Amen 

 


