
 Once upon a time, in a faraway land, there lived a prince. He 

was a good prince, even a great prince, but he was also an unusual 

prince. He was not handsome, he was not rich, and he had no castle 

in which to lay his head. This prince spent his days traveling around 

his kingdom, moving from village to village, sharing meals with his 

people and telling them stories to help them live better lives as the 

faithful subjects he knew them to be. Along the way, the prince picked 

up some followers, just a few at first, but then more and more. People 

came from across the land just to see him and to hear what he had to 

say. Soon the prince decided that he needed some help in spreading 

his stories, and so he invited twelve of his followers to serve as his 

footmen by traveling across the kingdom and serving the people they 

met in the prince’s name. The footmen were honored and happily 

accepted the prince’s invitation. In their service, they did whatever 

the prince asked them to do – going ahead of him to different villages 

to share his stories, helping to feed the people who were hungry, 

offering healing to those who were poor and sick. The footmen were 

loyal servants to the prince, although, truth be told, at least three of 

them really considered themselves valets, and one of those sometimes 

even imagined himself as head butler.  

 And it wasn’t just footmen who served the prince. There were 

maids, too, who followed him. They, too, repeated the stories they 

heard the prince tell, and they invited other maids to join them. The 

prince’s retinue soon grew very large, filled with earnest followers, 

footmen and maids and valets and that one self-appointed butler, all 

traveling about the kingdom and telling the prince’s tales. 

 There was one story the prince told that made little sense to 

the footmen and the maids, and it was the one story that he repeated 

more than any other. The story always started the same way – whether 

the prince was sitting on a wide plain or walking along the road from 

town to town, he would pause and look at his footmen and maids 

with a serious stillness. Let these words sink into your ears, he would 



say. One day soon, I will be betrayed and I will be arrested. I will be 

mocked and tortured, and eventually I will be killed. But on the third 

day, I will rise again. The footmen and maids did not understand this 

story. They did not see how this story would help them live better 

lives as the faithful subjects they were supposed to be. How could they 

be faithful subjects if their prince were dead? But the prince would 

say no more. He hung his tale in the air like an unanswered question, 

like a fable with no clear moral. 

 And of course, the prince was right. One night, as all of them 

were visiting the capital, there came an ominous knocking at the 

door. One of his footmen had betrayed him, and the prince’s enemies 

were there to arrest him From that moment, all was chaos. The 

footmen ran in all directions, flying around the kingdom in a blur of 

panic, denying that they had served the prince, denying that they even 

knew him, even though their livery clearly bore the seal of his house. 

The maids scattered, too, although they didn’t go quite as far and 

managed to creep their way back in time to watch their prince be 

mocked and scourged, tortured and killed, just as he said he would.  

 It was at this moment that an evil witch arrived upon the 

scene. The witch had been in the kingdom for a long time, ever since 

the prince had first begun his travels by spending 40 days in a bleak, 

lifeless part of the kingdom known as the wilderness. The witch had 

tried to convince the prince not to start his journey at all, but the 

prince had resisted the witch’s various temptations, and so the witch 

had withdrawn from him, waiting to reappear until an opportune 

time. And now was that time. There was nothing the witch needed to 

do to the prince – the cruel ambition and fears of human beings had 

done all to him that could ever be done – but there was something 

the witch could do to the prince’s followers. And so the witch crept 

up behind the maids, who were watching their prince hanging on a 

cross, and as they were distracted by the sounds of his slow and 

painful death, the witch cast a silent and sinister spell. Let them 



forget, the witch whispered with her foul breath. Let them forget the 

end of the story. The maids’ eyes went blurry and then blank, and 

when their prince had breathed his last, they left the city, repeating 

to each other the story their prince had told them so many times – 

that he would be bound and taken, tortured and killed. And 

then…and then something else, they said to each other. But the 

something else was exactly what they couldn’t remember.  

 Just in case you were wondering, the end of my little tale isn’t 

exactly canonical. There is no part of any of the four Gospels that 

talks about the women at the cross being cursed by an evil spell, 

although there is plenty to hint at the fact that evil was there lingering 

in the shadows. But I can’t think of any other reason why the maids 

– the women disciples of Jesus – act the way that they do. They come 

to the tomb at dawn ready to find their prince, not risen, but very 

much dead. They are doing what good women in the first century 

were supposed to do when a loved one died – they were going to his 

tomb to anoint his body and prepare it for a holy burial. But they are 

doing it because they expect him to be dead.  

 Even when they arrive and see that things at the tomb are not 

as they expected, they still can’t remember the end of the story. The 

stone is rolled away, they go inside, their prince is not there. And yet 

not one of them turns and says to the others, “My sisters, maybe he 

is risen from the dead, as he said!” No, they stand there in stunned 

silence, looking all about them with anxious, darting glances, as if 

perhaps the body of the one they loved might suddenly appear in the 

corner, or behind them, or in the shadows. They are lost in a 

collective amnesia. They simply cannot remember. 

 But suddenly two men in dazzling clothes shatter the 

darkness. The women fall on the ground, still perplexed and now 

terrified. And the men – the angels – look down upon them and with 

great joy and great love deliver the message with which they were sent. 

Why do you look for the living among the dead? He is not here, but 



has risen. And then the angels say what turns out to be the magic 

word: remember. Remember how he told you, while he was still in 

Galilee, that the Son of Man must be handed over to sinners, and be 

crucified, and on the third day rise again. And with that, the spell is 

broken. The women remember – they remember it all, the beginning, 

the middle, and the end of their story. Christ has died, but Christ is 

also risen, as he said. The women remember, and everything is 

changed. 

 The Church has been doing this same thing for thousands of 

years. For she knows that when we go about our lives, living the arcs 

of our own stories, losing them, and finding them again, it is 

terrifically easy for us to forget how these stories end. After all, the 

middle is so all-consuming. Who can remember the end of the story 

when there are bills to be paid and children to raise and love to find 

and parents to bury and forgiveness to seek and Creation to save and 

injustice to right and hearts to be mended and the poor to be served 

and love and loss and pain and joy and boredom and blah and the 

everyday subplots of the middle? The Church knows how easy it is to 

forget. And so every week, every day in this place, she tells the whole 

story again, right here, at the altar: this is where we come from, this 

is how God made us, this is how we went astray, this is how God 

chose to save us, this is the Son God sent, these are the words he 

spoke at supper when he took bread and broke it and gave it to his 

disciples. And then the Church speaks the magic, miraculous words: 

Do this in remembrance of me. Remember. Remember. 

 My friends, our stories do not end in darkness. They end in 

light, eternal light that has been in existence since the first day of 

Creation, that shone upon the people of God in the wilderness, that 

led the wise men to the manger, that was born inside the heart of tiny 

child, that glowed through the gloom of the cross, that burst forth 

from the empty tomb. On the third day he rose again. This is the end 

of our story, the end and the beginning. When we remember, 



everything is changed.  

 So when you find yourself forgetting, come here. When you 

find yourself unsure of the end of your story, come here. When you 

find yourself losing track of who you are and whose you are, come 

here. When you find yourself overwhelmed by all the very real evil 

spells of this world – racism, poverty, intolerance, violence, 

oppression, ignorance, prejudice, greed, lies and lies and lies – come 

here. When you find yourself swimming in the fog of a collective 

amnesia that tells you that the only end of your story is more of the 

sorrow of the beginning, come here. Come here and hear Christ 

speaking to you the word that makes all the difference – remember. 

Remember. What could we do together if we all heard that word every 

week – remember. What Good News could we share with the world 

if we all gathered each Sunday to remember the end of our story. That 

on the third day, he rose again, as he said. And for us and for all the 

world, everything is changed.  
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