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“The Morning When Fear Lost Its Voice” 
The Rev. S. Shane Nanney ~ April 5, 2026 

Acts 10:34-43 and Matthew 28:1-10 
 

There is a story about a church Easter egg hunt that went a little sideways. 

The children were turned loose across the lawn with their bright baskets and 
fierce determination. Within seconds it looked less like a wholesome church 
activity and more like a competitive sport. 

But the best moment came when a little girl picked up a plastic egg, opened it, 
and frowned. It was empty. 

She held it up and said, “Excuse me… somebody forgot the chocolate.” 

The volunteer smiled and said, “Oh honey, sometimes the eggs are empty.” 

The little girl shook her head. “That’s not how Easter works.” 

And you know something? She was right. 

But maybe it’s not that God simply fills empty things like a jar being topped 
off. Maybe it’s something closer to the fact that we are the ones who cannot 
stand the emptiness. 

We rush to fill it. 

We fill silence with noise. 
We fill grief with distraction. 
We fill uncertainty with worry. 

We are not very good at empty. 
And yet this is where Easter begins. 

An empty tomb. 
A quiet dawn. 
A space where something used to be—and now isn’t. 

And instead of rushing to fill it, God lets the emptiness speak. 

And what it says is this: what you thought was the end… is not the end. 
The empty tomb is not God filling a space. It is God opening one. 
Making room for something new. 
Something alive. 
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Early in the morning—before the world had fully woken up—Mary Magdalene 
and the other Mary walked toward the tomb. They were not expecting a 
miracle. They were expecting grief. 

They were going to a grave. That’s all. 

And then the earth shook. 
An angel appeared. 
The stone rolled away. 
And the angel said: 

“He is not here… for he has been raised.” 

The text says the women left the tomb with FEAR AND GREAT JOY. 

Which is exactly how most important moments feel. 

Fear and joy mixed together. 

That is Easter faith. 
Not perfect certainty. 
But trembling hope. 

As the women run to tell the others, Jesus meets them on the road. 

Not in a temple. 
Not in a palace. 
Just on the road. 

And the first word he says is simple: “Greetings.” 

Not a lecture. 
Just… hello. 

The risen Christ meets them exactly where they are. 

And then he says two things that carry the whole weight of Easter: 

“Do not be afraid.” 

And “go and tell my brothers and sisters.” 

First: “DO NOT BE AFRAID.” 

Fear seems to be our default setting. 

We worry about the future. 
We worry about whether we are enough. 
We worry about whether the world is coming apart at the seams. 
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And the women on that first Easter morning had every reason to be afraid. 

The ground had shaken. 
An angel had appeared. 
The tomb was empty. 
Everything they thought they understood about the world had suddenly 
changed. 

Fear would have been the most natural response in the world. 

But Jesus says, “do not be afraid.” 

Fear is loud—but it is not in charge anymore. 

The cross looked like the end. 
The sealed tomb looked like defeat. 
The silence of Saturday felt like the final chapter. 

But Easter tells a different story. 

Then comes the second instruction: “GO AND TELL MY BROTHERS AND 
SISTERS.” 

Those words matter. Family. 

Not because they were perfect. 
Not because they got everything right. 

But because love had already decided. 

These were ordinary people—confused, afraid, trying to understand. 

In other words… us. 

And the risen Christ doesn’t return to sort people into winners and losers. He 
comes to gather people back together. 

Easter doesn’t come with a grading system. It comes with an invitation. 
And then he sends them: “go and tell.” Go and tell their story. 

The first Easter sermon is preached by two women running down a dusty road 
with more wonder than words. 

They had seen the risen Christ. That was their story. And that was enough. 

And ever since, the story keeps being told: 
We thought hope was dead… but we were wrong. 
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Which means Easter is not just something we celebrate. It is something we 
carry. 

Every act of kindness tells the story of Easter. 
Every moment of forgiveness tells the story of the resurrection. 
Every time hope is chosen; the story is told again for those who need something 
to hold onto. 

So, the message is simple: 

DO NOT BE AFRAID. 
GO AND TELL. 

Let me finish with one more story. 

A teacher once gave her class plastic eggs and told them to find something that 
represented life. 

They came back with flowers and leaves and tiny discoveries. 

But one egg was empty. 

“Why is it empty?” she asked. 

A little boy said, “Because the tomb was empty.” 

And at that moment, they all understood. 

Because Easter is not about everything staying the same. 

It’s about the stone rolling away. 
The tomb standing empty. 
And life—unexpected, joyful life—coming to meet us. 

And when it does, Jesus says the same thing he said that morning: 

“Do not be afraid.” 

Amen. 

 


