
  Sermon for Sunday 30th April 2017, 3rd Sunday of Easter @ CCSY. 

The importance of storytelling in the 21st century  

We humans love stories.  Storytelling is what links us to our past, and 

provides a glimpse into our future.  Since humans first walked the 

earth, they have told stories. 

How ever we define it, storytelling serves to impart the wisdom, values 

and behaviors of one generation to succeeding generations, and to 

amaze, inform, enlighten the minds and hearts of those whose good 

luck it is to hear, see or somehow experience a really great story. 

For the past several weeks we’ve had a wonderful collection of stories – it all started with Holy Week, then the 

climax of Easter Day, and since then stories of Jesus’ resurrection appearances to Thomas and the other disciples and 

today, his appearance to those on their way to Emmaus.  Right now it seems we are in the very middle of a 

storytelling bonanza.  Certainly, the members of our parish Education For Ministry group have reason to feel that 

way.   We have just recently concluded the important work of telling each other our own stories – our Spiritual 

Autobiographies as they are called in EfM.  Telling our individual stories to each other is something that sets EfM 

apart from other programs of theological education for lay people.   

Telling our spiritual biographies, the story of our coming to faith, the story of the formation and maturation of our 

faith is not specifically for the benefit of others in the group.  Certainly there is the possibility of learning for 

ourselves something from another’s story and certainly sharing our stories builds a really strong sense of 

community.  But in telling our own story there is the opportunity to reflect on our own journey, to recall the ups and 

downs, the dark patches and the happy times and explore their meaning. 

Successive tellings of our story each year give us a chance to reflect on the growth that occurs in our steadily 

maturing faith and shows us where we have grown through learning, praxis, praying and sharing over the preceding 

year. 

This past week Australia has similarly remembered the stories of ANZAC, especially of those who made the supreme 

sacrifice in defence of our freedom and values.  Within family gatherings, within gatherings of soldiers, sailors and 

airmen and women, in Church services and at marches and ceremonies of remembrance across the country and 

overseas we have met to retell the stories and to reflect on what they mean today.  Even were I able to walk on the 

turf of Lone Pine Battlefield….…..”How can I really know what happened here?”  Well, I wasn’t there, was I?  But I 

can know what happened by reading and listening to the accounts and stories of those who were. 

Stories of ANZACS inspire our imaginations and if we don’t have all the exact details correct, what does it matter?  

We can see the impact of those stories in a variety of ways .  The stories themselves are seeds…..seeds which grow 

and change form and in so doing move us to compassion, and action.  Hopefully to work towards preventing such 

atrocities in the future.  What does it matter if we don’t have the details completely accurate and verifiable?  We 

have ample evidence of their impact on the lives of people to see that they tell of events which call for a response by 

each one of us. 

I have visited places where Jesus is recorded as having been born, and grown up, and walked and talked and died 

and was entombed and rose again from the dead..   How can I know what really happened in these places?   I read in 

my bible accounts of these events and places…….  Like the stories we have been reading these past three weeks….  I 

believe these things are true.  That these things happened.  But; there is always a “but”! 

For our understanding and interpretation of the past we rely on witnesses.  Witnesses tell us either what they want 

us to hear, or they give us their perspective of what actually happened.  In the case of the Holy Sepulchre in the 

centre of the Old City of Jerusalem it was Queen Helena, mother of Constantine, who decided that was the site of 

Jesus’ tomb.  Ruins and historic sites can give us some structure to what happened, but they need interpreting 

assisted by the accumulated accounts of witnesses.    So how do we know what actually happened?  More 

importantly, do we really need to know?   As I get older I find I am much more interested in the questions, than I am 

in the answers. 



Here we are on the third Sunday of Easter retelling the stories surrounding Jesus’ resurrection because the lives of 

those first witnesses were radically transformed.  The women, who were the first to experience that startling news, 

told others, and they told others and that message has continued to be shared ever since.  And the message has 

continued to turn people’s lives upside down ever since.  Just like it did for the two disciples on the road to Emmaus. 

The resurrection of Jesus touches us also.  We are here this morning , remembering (or as we are fond of saying at 

EfM re – membering) something which happened in the past but also something which still affects our lives, our 

thinking, our words, our actions, our hopes and dreams and all of our relationships.  Jesus’ resurrection brings a 

revolutionary change to how we think about life and death. 

Physical death is no longer the last word.  When those whom we love die, Jesus’ resurrection changes how we think 

of every death.  When we think of our own mortality, Jesus’ resurrection changes how we view that inevitability.  It 

changes how we think about what it means to be alive.  Having a broader canvas for life than just a small piece of the 

picture which is our physical life, changes how we see the effect of our actions, the limits of them, the importance of 

them, and the unimportance.  When we consider our connection with God, who raised Jesus, it changes how we see 

his death.  Pain and suffering were not the last word.  For Him. Or for us.  

This is the invitation.   This is what the witnesses tell us.  This is what rippled into their lives and the lives of those 

who they told.   It matters little whether we know exactly what happened.  We need to think about what these 

events mean. 

My dear friend Bishop John Bayton is fond of saying “Is the Bible true?  Wrong Question!  Ask what it means”.  It 

does not matter that we don’t have a photograph of the empty tomb.  It does not matter that we were not there 

and cannot prove what happened on that morning.  It does not matter because the invitation to us is not to be 

THERE then.  The invitation is to be HERE now, letting the ripples touch us, encountering Jesus, being touched by 

those invitations, to radically re-think life and death and God and relationship.  This I think is what Jesus is getting at 

when he says to the two disciples “Oh, how foolish you are, and how slow of heart to believe……”. 

The witness of the women who began to share all this is not just in their words.  It is in their lives. They became 

people who others looked at and said ‘There is something different about you, something more peaceful, something 

more grounded, something more WHOLE.  Tell me what happened!’  So they did.  And the witness rippled outwards. 

‘Christ is risen!’ is a declaration about the past but also about the present, our present, our perspective, our hope, 

the core of how we face life and death and the journey.  May we be so filled with that joy that people will ask not 

‘what happened back there, back then’ but instead will be asking each of us ‘what happened to you!?!’,……………   

‘what happened to you!?!’ 

The two on the road to Emmaus knew Jesus in the breaking of the bread.  It is my prayer this morning that we, 

having heard the story, might also know him in the breaking of the bread…… at this table. 
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