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St. Christopher’s Episcopal Church 
Carmel, Indiana 
 
When was the last time you had a “WOW” moment?  You may ask, “What is a “WOW” 
moment?  By my definition, “WOW” moments are events or happenings that make you stop, 
stand up, and take notice.  They knock you off your pins.  They can be holy and awesome.  
They can be evil and tragic.  Whatever the case, they make you reflect on life, or question 
your beliefs, or pray to God, or rejoice, or cry. 
 
What are some of my “WOW” moments?   
Watching Neil Armstrong take that first step onto the surface of the moon in 1969 was a 
“WOW” moment.  “One small step for man, one giant leap for mankind.”  It was difficult to 
believe that a human being was actually walking on the moon.  I was glued to the television.  
It was an awesome achievement for the human mind and spirit. 
 
Another “WOW” moment occurred while watching the USA Olympic Hockey Team defeat the 
mighty Soviet Army team at the Winter Olympics in Lake Placid in 1980.  The date was 
February 22, 1980 to be exact.  I was jumping up and down in my living room in front of the 
TV.  It was an unbelievable achievement.  A bunch of amateurs and collegians beat a team of 
seasoned professionals 4-3 in what has become known as the “Miracle On Ice.”  The Soviets 
were considered unbeatable back then.  
 
Perhaps the most significant, blessed, two “WOW” moments occurred as I was experiencing 
the birth of each of my daughters.  Being present in the delivery room and watching this new 
life come crashing into the world was awesome.  This life was so fragile and yet so tough to 
get through the delivery process.  I stood in silence and thanked God.  I paused to ponder the 
implications of being not just a responsible husband, but a responsible parent.   
 
And then there is 9/11, September 11, 2001, the tragic and evil side of “WOW” moments.  I 
was numb watching the film of the twin towers come down.  We were all numb.  Normal 
routine stopped.  A sense of disbelief and pervasive sadness enveloped me.  In the first few 
hours of the event I kept asking three questions.  How could this be?  What is the world 
coming to?  This can’t be real, can it? 
 
On Easter Day our gospel tells the story of the ultimate “WOW” moment in recorded human 
history, the discovery of the empty tomb.  
 
In the gospel today, John tells us that Mary Magdelene went to the tomb by herself.  We 
assume that she went to grieve and pray.  Luke tells us that Mary Magdelene, Johanna, and 
Mary the mother of James came at first light with spices to perform the customary anointing 
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of the burial rite.  Mark tells us that Salome was also with the two Mary’s as they came to 
anoint Jesus’ body.   
 
The point is that it was the women in Jesus’ entourage who were entrusted with the task of 
body preparation and mourning for the crucified Lord.  There had been no time to do what 
was traditional Jewish custom after the crucifixion.  The body had to be taken down and 
entombed in haste.   It could not remain on the cross as the Sabbath began at sundown. 
 
In each of the four accounts the discovery of the empty tomb is greeted by the women with 
fear and uncertainty.  Who has taken the body?  Where have they taken him?   When 
confronted with such a disturbing reality we humans often assume the worst.  They never 
once consider the promise Jesus made to all his disciples “that on the third day he would 
rise.” 
  
All of the gospel writers tell us that one or more messengers appear to reassure the women.   
“He is not here!  He has risen as he told you?”  These words of reassurance seem initially to 
have little impact.  The women are overcome with amazement and, no doubt, quite numb.      
They flee from the tomb and run to tell the men what they had experienced.  As you would 
imagine they were greeted with disbelief. 
 
In John’s gospel, Mary Magdalene is the first human to encounter the risen Christ.   When she 
discovers the stone rolled away she runs to get Peter and the others.  They come, witness the 
truth of her account, and return home not knowing what to think.   
 
Mary remains behind to weep and grieve.  Jesus appears.  Mary does not recognize him.  She 
thinks he is the gardener and asks if he might have any idea who took the body and where 
they took it to.  Jesus speaks her name and she immediately recognizes him.  “Go” he says 
and tell the others I am returning to the Father.  She runs to Peter with this new message.  “I 
have seen the risen Lord.” 
 
How many times did Jesus tell his disciples that he would suffer many things at the hands of 
the chief priests, that he must be killed, and on the third day be raised to life?  He told them 
countless times!  And yet when the “WOW” moment came, initially no one remembered.  
Perhaps it was too good to be true?  Dare we even think it?  You want to grab them all and 
shake them and say remember, remember, remember what he said! 
 
On the mantle in my family room there sits a small brass clock.  It keeps relatively good time.   
On the back of the clock is an inscription.  The clock was a gift to my father from Grace Church 
in Providence.  It was given to him in thanksgiving for 24 years of continuous service on the 
Vestry.  For any of you who have served on a Vestry, can you even imagine what it would be 
like to serve for 24 years?!   For 10 of those years he served as Warden of the parish.  It is 
mindboggling! 
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In these final years of my father’s life, when his memory has gone and his body has broken 
down, that clock helps me to remember him as he was.  He was a man whose faith and 
service to God was a priority in his life.  He was a person of great talent and compassion.  
That small clock is an outward and visible sign of sorts.  It points me to a truth that is no 
longer self-evident.  To remember the truth about who my father was is to remain hopeful, 
thankful, and joyous. 
 
Jesus told us to gather often to break bread, share the cup, and remember him.   
In John, Chapter 14, he tells us to remember that he will prepare a place for us in paradise 
and that he will return to us and escort us to that place himself.   
And of course, he repeatedly reminds his disciples and us, throughout the pages of Scripture, 
to remember that he will suffer and be raised.   
He asks us to remember, remember, remember.  He asks us to never forget the power of God 
to forgive and to save. 
 
Our presence here this morning is our affirmative response to Jesus.  Yes Lord, we remember!   
We will never forget your tender love for the human race. 
We will never forget the sacrifice you made to impart to us the gift of eternal life, a gift we 
could never deserve or merit. 
We give thanks today for the definitive “WOW” moment in human history, the resurrection.  
It is God’s great finale to the drama of reconciliation. 
We will praise God’s holy name to highest heaven this day and forever more. 
 
Alleulia, Christ is risen!  The Lord is risen indeed! 
Salvation is ours.  Sin and death are put to flight!   
“WOW”!  It knocks me off my pins. 
 
AMEN. 
 
   
     


