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 When you’ve been away a long time, the pull of home can be very strong.  In China, Julie 

and I were colleagues with an American Peace Corps teacher named Derek.   Derek enjoyed 

teaching  in China.  He also couldn’t wait to get back to his small Oklahoma home town.  Why?  

He didn’t have a girlfriend waiting for him there, or a lucrative job, or a particularly close family.  

What Derek yearned to return to was his favorite fast food restaurant.  Not McDonalds or KFC, 

which you can find all over China, but an old-fashioned drive-in chain called Sonic.  Being away 

from home had aroused in Derek an intense craving not only for Sonic’s classic Bacon Double 

Cheese, but also for its signature drink:  Mountain Berry Blast Slush.  The large, 32 oz size.  

Derek finally got back to Oklahoma, and he sent us back a photo of himself, leaving the drive-in 

in his car, beaming like a cat, holding his he-man sandwich and jug of slush.  How good it was to 

be home.  

 When you’ve been away a long time—living for years in a distant place, or just going on 

a long journey--the pull of home can be quite strong.  So it was, it seems, for Jesus, after his 

three-day journey.  Since Good Friday, Jesus has been on a journey, and, though short in time, it 

has been an intense one.  An early church tradition says that during those 3 days between his 

death on the cross and his resurrection, Jesus went on a journey all the way to hell.  The historic 

Apostles Creed declares, “He was crucified, dead, buried.  He descended into hell.  The third 

day he rose from the dead.” That’s a rather harrowing cross-cultural journey--from life, through 

death, to hell, and back.  So now, having returned to this world, Jesus seems to want to 

reconnect with home.  That’s what the mysterious young man at the empty tomb in Jerusalem 

tells the frightened women:  “He’s been raised, he is not here, he’s gone ahead of you, to 

Galilee.  There you will see him.”  To Galilee, the northern province of Israel, far away from the 

religious and political capitol of Jerusalem.  Galilee, where Jesus had grown up and always lived 

until the final days of his life.  In Mark’s resurrection story, Jesus does not appear.  No one sees 

him, no one hears him call their name, no one puts their finger into his nail-wounded hands. 

The risen Jesus is nowhere to be found, because he’s returned to Galilee.  For some reason, he 

has gone home. 

 We might have thought that Jesus would at least have shown himself in Jerusalem, 

where he died.  I could imagine the resurrected Jesus striding triumphantly into the palace of 

Pontius Pilate, the Roman governor who had turned him over to the mob that was crying for his 

blood, saying, "Pilate, you made a very big mistake." Or, the risen Christ might have appeared 

on the steps of the great temple, showing himself to those crowds, chiding them for their 

fickleness and betrayal. 

 But he doesn’t.  After his resurrection, Jesus skips Jerusalem altogether.  It seems that 

politics and religion aren’t his thing.  Instead, he heads back to Galilee.  And I wonder why.  

Maybe, after his intense 3-day journey to hell, Jesus felt a sentimental need to reconnect with 



his roots.   Maybe it was important for him to go back and gaze at his childhood house, to drop 

in at the carpenter shop where he once apprenticed, to spend time at the little synagogue 

where his family used to worship.  Maybe Jesus wanted to find some of HIS favorite fast food—

Galilean-style barbecued lamb and flat bread.  Maybe Jesus wanted to revisit the fishing hole 

where had had called his disciples. Or to walk again on that mountainside where he had taught  

those crowds.  Or to stand under that tree where he had called the vile tax collector Zaccheaus.  

Maybe. 

  But I think there was a better reason why the risen Jesus returns immediately to 

Galilee.  That’s because Galilee was a place that was really, well, nowhere, nowhere speciaI.  It 

was a plain, non-descript province with many dusty little Punkeydoodles Corners kinds of 

places, a lot of drab, dull little towns, like Jesus’ town of Nazareth.  We remember how people 

mocked his home town:  “This teacher is from Nazareth?  Ha!  Can anything good come out of 

Nazareth?”   Galilee was usually not a glorious Easter Sunday morning kind of place; it was 

usually just a pretty ordinary Monday morning kind of place—a place of houses and farms, of 

workshops and greenhouses, of schools and offices, of farmers markets and shops.  Galilee was 

full of ordinary people who just did ordinary things, like go to work and raise children, and go to 

school and look for jobs, and pay bills and do laundry, and fall in love and break up, and get into 

arguments and make up, and have fun and get bored, and slow down and retire, and grow frail, 

and die.   Yes, always die.  Galilee was a place where, because of sickness, and brutal Roman 

soldiers, and the occasional invading army, death was too never far away.   It was not 

uncommon for tragedies to happen in Galilee.  It was a place where a tower could fall down 

and kill 18 innocent people—Jesus had mentioned that in one of his teachings.   It was a place 

where a Germanwings airliner could fall out of the sky because the pilot could no longer cope 

with his depression.    

 So that’s Galilee.  Have you ever been there?   It’s not a bad place, just a place that 

would not be on most people’s travel bucket list.  A place you might stay all your life and never 

leave.  Or a place you might leave and return to visit because of some nostalgic memories.  Or 

maybe a place you wouldn’t return to visit, because it has too many memories.  Galilee was also 

the home of those timid male disciples who run away from Jesus when the chips are down.  

And it was the home of those loyal women who come at dawn’s first light to Jesus’ tomb, and 

who discover, to their amazement, that it’s empty, and who learn that Jesus is alive, but he’s 

not there, because he’s on the loose back in Galilee.   

 There’s one more thing about Galilee.  Though ultra-ordinary, it is also the place where, 

when Jesus had earlier lived there, some extra-ordinary things had begun to happen.  In 

German, the word for “resurrection” is “Auferstehung,” which literally means “up-standing,” or, 

“stand up.”  And previously in Galilee, when Jesus had been around, people had begun to stand 

up.  There was a paralytic, a living dead man, who Jesus told to “stand up, take up your bed and 

walk.”  There was Matthew the tax collector, who, when Jesus dropped in at his workplace, 

“stood up, and followed Jesus.”  There was a rebellious son, who, asphyxiated by the stench of 

swine, comes to himself and says, “I will stand up and go to my father.”  “Auferstehung.”  

“Standing up.”  “Resurrection.”   It, too, can happen in Galilee. 



 Recently I read about three real people who I think were from Galilee.   That might not 

be the address they’d put on their tax returns, but I’m pretty sure that’s where they lived.  The 

first was a seven-year-old boy, who was stricken with a fatal and fast growing cancer.   No 

treatment had worked, and hope for his recovery had all but disappeared.  One day, when the 

family and doctors were gathered in his hospital room, the boy spoke up in a clear, crisp voice:  

"What I really want to do is to go home and learn how to ride my two wheeler."   He meant his 

bicycle, which had been a Christmas present.  It had those little trainer wheels attached. But 

before the boy had gained enough confidence to remove the trainer wheels, the cancer caught 

up with him and he was sent to the hospital.  The adults standing around him thought his wish 

touching, but not a good idea—it can’t work, he’s too weak to ride, and why encourage him to 

do something that clearly would not be possible for very long even if he could succeed? 

     But the boy insisted, and so home they went.  Not 30 minutes later, the family was out 

in the yard, the boy on the bike, insisting that his father take off the training wheels and let him 

have a go at it.  So, somewhat anxiously, the father took out his wrench and removed the 

training wheels.  After two false starts and one fall, the boy was able to erratically steer the 

bike. "And now," he announced, “I want to ride it by myself all the way around the block." 

Before anyone could stop him, off he went, up the street and around the corner out of sight.  

After what seemed an eternity to his family, there he came, heading for home, a gigantic 

expression of triumph and satisfaction etched on his face.   

       When the excitement had settled down, the boy retired to his bedroom, his shiny blue bike 

parked in the corner, a gleaming symbol of life.  Then the boy turned to his little sister and said, 

"I won't be needing the bicycle much longer, because I'm going to be with God soon.  So I want 

you to have it for your birthday.  I hope you enjoy it as much as I did."   

        There’s a story in Mark’s gospel where Jesus, too, meets a child, a little girl, who is hovering 

near death.  As with the boy, the wise grown-ups standing around think that there’s no hope 

left for her.  But Jesus takes her by the hand and says, “Little girl, stand up!” I kind of think that 

maybe it was Jesus who told that little boy to “stand up,” for a little while.  Why couldn’t he 

have?   Because, as the young man at the tomb has told us, Jesus is alive, and he is on the loose 

in Galilee. 

  The other two persons I read about are quite different from that little boy.  They are 

two women named Gloria and Matissia.  The maps call their homeland Colombia, but I’m sure 

they really come from Galilee.  The Latin American nation of Colombia has seen 50 years of civil 

war, and over 200,000 have died from the violence. In the capital city of Bogata, the Teiuciqijo 

Mennonite Church has opened its doors to refugees fleeing to the city from rural areas where 

the fighting is happening.  Gloria, a middle-age member of the church, led the way in showing 

hospitality.  Gloria had no big degrees, she lived in a little rundown, rented apartment.  But she 

worked tirelessly to help those refugees find clothing, housing, jobs, and most of all, hope, hope 

to stand up in their difficult circumstances.  In photos Gloria often had a tea-toweled arm 

around someone.  In his earlier life, back in Galilee, Jesus had also given the sick and the lame 

and the lepers and the sinners the power to stand up against the forces of exclusion and death 

that had made them physical and spiritual refugees.  Do you think that maybe Gloria, in helping 



her refugees to stand up, might have been in touch with that same Jesus?  Why not?  Because, 

as the desolate women at the tomb learn, Jesus is alive, and he’s on the loose in Galilee. 

 And then, as with Jesus, death struck Gloria.  One Saturday night, on her way to the 

church, she was hit by the presidential motorcade barreling through an intersection, and died.  

(Like we’ve noted, tragedies are not uncommon in Galilee.)  That’s where Matissia comes in.   

Matissia was the wife of the pastor of the Teiuciqijo  Mennonite Church.  Just before Gloria’s 

funeral was set to begin, who should show up at the church but President Alvaro Uribe of 

Colombia, and his wife Lina Maria.  They wanted to attend Gloria’s funeral...I guess they were 

feeling a little responsible.  As always, they came surrounded by heavily armed guards.  

Matissia met them at the door.  “Thank you for coming,” she said, “you are most welcome here.  

But you need to know that we are people of peace.  We never have weapons in this building, 

ever.  Please come in and join us, but the guns must stay outside.”  “That’s impossible,” the 

bodyguards said.   “Alright,” replied Matissia.  “Then you may not enter.”  President Uribe and 

his entourage withdrew to the parking lot to consult.  They returned.  “We want to attend the 

funeral,” they said.  “We will leave our weapons outside.”  So they entered the church, and sat 

down, unarmed.    

 In his earthly life, Jesus had stood up against violence.  In Gethsemane, when his chief 

disciple, Peter, unsheathed his sword to slay Jesus’ crucifiers, Jesus told him to “put that sword 

away.”  I wonder how Matissia found it in her to “Aufersteheng!  Resurrection!  stand up!” to 

the president of Colombia, and to tell him to put his swords away.  I can think of no other 

reason but that Jesus must have been holding her hand, and giving her the words to speak and 

the courage to speak them.   Because, as we by now know, Jesus is not dead, but he’s alive, and 

he’s on the loose in Galilee.  

 To the frightened and incredulous women at that empty tomb, the young man says:  

“Your’re looking for Jesus, who was crucified?  You’ve come to the wrong place.  He is not here.  

He is not here because he has stood up, he has broken open hell, he has risen.  And now he’s 

gone back to Galilee, your Galilee.  That’s where you’ll find him.  That’s where he’ll find you.” 

 The Lord is risen!  And he has gone ahead of us, to Galilee. 


