
Rev. Dr. Michael Wilson 

April 12, 2009 (Easter Sunday) 

Mark 16:1-8 

Malcolm Gladwell says that a tipping point is that magical moment when an idea, trend, or social 
behaviour crosses a threshold, tips, and spreads like wildfire. 

Early on the first day of the week, according to the Gospel of Mark, Mary Magdalene, Mary the 
mother of James, and Salome arrived at the tomb of their friend Jesus. They were carrying with 
them a jar of aromatic oils used for anointing the dead for burial. What happened next is 
mysterious but one thing can be said for certain and that is something tipped and with those three 
women, began to spread like wildfire. 

Gladwell say that many factors create a tipping point including the character of the messenger 
and, what he calls, the stickiness of the message. The message of Jesus tipped early in the 
morning on the first day of the week having been brought about by his courageous entry into 
Jerusalem in the face of mounting opposition, the temple table turning tempest, the betrayal of 
Judas, the determination of his enemies, the abandonment of his friends, the impotence of Pilate, 
and the mania of the mob. 

But you might wonder, Why hadn’t the message of Jesus tipped before this? After all Jesus was a 
messenger of compelling character and we are here to testify to the ‘stickiness’ of his message. 
Yet, the calling of twelve to leave their fishing life and to serve as companions and witnesses for 
three years did not cause the message of Jesus to tip. 

The teaching of parables, those short, clever stories which begin with memorable lines like “a 
sower went out to sow” or “a man was traveling down the road from Jericho when he was set 
upon by thieves…” those parables did not cause the message of Jesus to tip. 

The remembering of those who had been forgotten and the acceptance of those who had been 
rejected did not cause the message of Jesus to tip. 

Freeing those who were held captive by demons and addictions did not cause the message of 
Jesus to tip. 

Causing a crippled man to pick up his bed and walk, a blind man to see, and a bent over woman 
to stand up straight did not cause the message of Jesus to tip. 

Feeding 5000 people with a few loaves of bread and a couple of fish, which seems to me to be no 
small feat, did not cause the message of Jesus to tip. 

Event the death of Jesus by itself, and death most definitely has the power to bring about 
transformation and motivate people to change, the death of Jesus did not cause the message of 



Jesus to tip or the women arriving at the tomb early in the morning on the first day of the week 
would NOT be carrying a jar of aromatic oils to be used for anointing bodies for burial. 

Something else had to happen. Something not seen before. 

There is a story of a tour group going through one of those large art galleries in Europe . The tour 
guide leads them to each painting and explains what they should look for. They stop before a 
large canvass and the sign in the corner says that the title of this painting is “Checkmate.” In the 
middle of the paining is a chess board on a table and on one side sits Mephistopheles across from 
Faustus from Dante’s Divine Comedy. The devil looks delighted and victorious. Faustus looks 
dejected and defeated. The tour group continues down the hall not noticing that one member of 
their group has remained behind. He is staring deeply into the painting, pacing back and forth in 
front of it. The tour leaves turns a corner and disappears down another corridor. A short time 
later they hear a sound from a distance. It is their lost member running towards them. He is 
shouting something “The King has another move. The King has another move.” He gets closer 
and his voice is full and excited, “The King has another move! The King has another!” Catching 
his breath he explains to the group that his name is Sergei and he is from Moscow . He is a chess 
grandmaster and he has seen something in the painting that even the artist missed, the King has 
another move. 

With apologies to Malcolm Gladwell, the message of Jesus ‘tips’ early in the morning on that 
first day of the week because it is so much more than an idea or a trend or an invitation to social 
behaviour. The message of Jesus is an experience that when we have run out of ideas, when we 
have exhausted all of our resources, when even our hope is all but lost, God has another move. 

One thing I remember about the checkmate story is the reaction of a man in this congregation 
when I first heard it and shared it twelve years ago. He was not an effusive man, given to bursts 
of excitement but he came up to me and said “I love that story. Where did you find such a 
wonderful story?” A couple of years after that this same man wrote me a letter saying he was 
leaving the church and wanted no contact. He could not resign himself to a position on a social 
issue the church had taken and he was despondent over the direction the government was going. 
He broke off all contact. Within a few months we got wind that he was ill. I tried to reach out. I 
used all the tools I have at my disposal, I phoned, I wrote, I left messages, I offered to visit but in 
the end I came to accept that we had irreconcilable differences. I thought the game was over. 
Later that year I was in the hospital visiting someone else and learned what room this man was 
in. I walked and found him sitting in a chair, the disease had caused his neck to swell and he 
could not speak. He had a tray laid out before him and on it a pad of paper. In his hand, a pencil. 
As soon as he saw me he began to write and the first thing he wrote, “Can we forget what 
happened before?” Two weeks later two men from this church took him communion in the 
hospital and a few days after that he died peacefully. 

There are times when all our hopes and dreams and prayers and efforts have failed us and we 
think that it is over. It is then we experience that it is not. God has another move. 

Early in the morning on the first day of the week, Mary, Mary, and Salome went to the tomb of 
Jesus. They carried with them a jar of aromatic oils. Something mysterious happened that led 



them to spread good news like wildfire. I wonder what happened to that jar they held in their 
hands. I imagine that it was left on the ground, tipped over. When you have seen the triumph of 
life over death, the tools of burial seem trite. 


