
The Real April Fool 

Read John 20:1-18 

 I’m not trying to dump cold water on anyone’s Easter parade, but before I 

talk about life, I need to talk to you about death.  Everybody dies.  It is the perfect 

statistic: one life, one death, every time.  Death happens. Sometimes people die 

heroically.  We’ve all heard of soldiers who have thrown their bodies on top of a 

live grenade to save the lives of their comrades.  We’ve stood in awe of the first 

responders who rushed in to save lives and who died when the World Trade 

towers were turned into a fiery, crumbling inferno of glass and steel.  We’ve given 

thanks for men like Todd Beamer, the hero aboard United Airlines flight 93 who 

shouted, ”Let’s roll,” taking control away from the terrorists who planned to take 

thousands of lives by crashing the jet somewhere in our nation’s capital city of 

Washington, D. C.  Jesus said, “No one has any greater love than this, that one lay 

down one’s life for one’s friends.” 

 These hero stories are inspiring, but also exceptional.  Most deaths are not 

heroically chosen.  Death just happens.  Some die young in an accident or due to 

an act of violence.  Some die of disease.  Some die of old age as a worn out body 

simply loses the strength to go on.  I suppose some people die of a broken heart.  

And some may die of a broken spirit, simply losing the will to live.  Some take 

their own lives and some take the life of another.  Some claim the right to choose 

who will live and who will die.  Some argue that every one of us should have the 

right to die through assisted suicide.   

To those without faith in Jesus Christ, death, when either foisted upon us 

by circumstances or chosen by us for some reason, for all of us, death marks the 

end.  For unbelievers who walk by sight, not by faith, when you’re dead, you’re 

dead.  End of story.  On to the next generation, the next life, the next march 

through futility to extinction. For believers, death not only marks the end; it also 

inaugurates a new beginning. 

 Before the first Easter, people were subject to the “life-long bondage to the 

fear of death,” as Paul put it.  Any notion of immortality was rooted in wishful 



thinking or fanciful mythology.  Some had mystical insights that caused them to 

believe that life goes on after death but they had no tangible evidence to bear out 

what they believed.  Easter changed all that. Let’s dig into this a little deeper. 

 Let’s go to the theater and take a front row seat for a moment and watch 

the ministry of the serpent, of Satan. 

 Scene one takes place in God’s as yet unspoiled creation, in the Garden of 

Eden.  As yet there was no sin and no death.  God had looked upon all that God 

had made and said, “That’s very good!”  Then we read this in Genesis 3: 

 Now the serpent was more crafty than any other wild animal that the Lord God 

had made.  He said to the woman, “Did God say, ‘You shall not eat from any tree 

in the garden’?”  The woman said to the serpent, “We may eat of the fruit of the 

trees in the garden; but God said, ‘You shall not eat of the fruit of the tree that is 

in the middle of the garden, nor shall you touch it,’” But the serpent said to the 

woman, “You will not die; for God knows that when you eat of it your eyes will be 

opened, and you will be like God, knowing good and evil.” 

 The liar says, “You will not die.”  The one who never lies says that you will.  

How we wish Eve had believed God rather than the snake.  How I wish the same 

thing for me and for you.  The outcome of human sin and pride and disobedience 

to God was, is, and always will be death. 

 Scene two.  We find ourselves transported into the harsh Judean wilderness 

where Jesus has fasted for forty days and forty nights.  In other words, he stands 

on the very brink of death by starvation.  Satan arrives to work him over, 

tempting him to make bread out of stones, supernaturally solving his hunger 

problem, tempting him to grab the power to save the world, all for one low price 

of worshipping the devil, and here’s the part I want to focus on this morning: the 

devil tempts Jesus to play Russian roulette with death.  He took him to the 

pinnacle of the Temple and urged him to cast himself down so that God could 

make good on his promise to send angels to the rescue.  All the religious people 

will be impressed Jesus.  Jump!  Jesus dispatches him: “Get lost Satan.” 



 Scene three.  The end is near.  And Jesus is trying to prepare his disciples, 

his closest friends, for what is about to happen.  He knows they won’t understand 

but he gives it a shot, knowing that they will remember his words in hindsight and 

will be strengthened by them.  Jesus tells them he is going up to Jerusalem where 

he will be arrested, tortured, and executed.  Peter jumps to the head of the class 

as usual and says, “This will never happen to you, not if I have anything to say 

about it.”  Jesus responds, “Get behind me Satan, you are not on God’s side.”   

What the devil is going on here?  You’d think Satan would want Jesus dead.  

You’d think he would take great delight in Jesus’ suffering, death, and burial.  The 

devil is no dummy.  Maybe he was on hand when Jesus brought the widow’s son 

back to life as he was being carried to the cemetery to be buried. Jesus would 

have understood that this widow’s son was the only one standing between her 

and destitution.  As a widow, she would have relied upon her son to provide for 

her.  Jesus’ showed great compassion upon her by reversing her son’s death. 

 Maybe Satan was there the day that Jesus called Lazarus out of the tomb 

after four days dead.  Jesus showed great compassion not only upon Lazarus but 

upon his sisters, Mary and Martha.  This family had been some of Jesus’ closest 

friends.  Jesus did for them what any good friend would do if was in their power. 

Jesus demonstrated power over death when he chose to do so. And though 

both of these acts of resuscitation were extremely impressive, neither of them 

changed the world except for the immediate families and close friends. Jesus 

came to change the destiny of all who would come to him by faith.   

Maybe even the old serpent was beginning to suspect that death as a 

weapon was not all it was cracked up to be.  It’s as though when the drama of 

salvation reaches this point that the last thing Satan wants is for Jesus to die. He 

may not have known the whole plan but he knew enough about God to become 

nervously suspicious that killing Jesus might not be the smartest way to go.  But it 

was too late.  Jesus on his own had set the forces of death in motion and would 

command that even death would serve his ends.  



In this life or death struggle, we’ve moved from naïve pride that says we 

won’t die, through presumption that says God will never let us die, and on to 

denial that insists that dying is a great evil to be resisted at all costs.  Whole 

industries from medicine to cosmetics are enlisted in the service of delaying and 

even denying death its due.  Jesus seems to be working from an entirely different 

script. Jesus would soon settle the issue of what or who is in charge around here, 

life or death.  He would soon transform his own death into the doorway to 

greater life.  Death would become the prelude to resurrection. 

Some people insist upon the right to die to end so called meaningless 

suffering.  Jesus exercised his right to endure the most excruciating (the word 

means out of the cross) suffering and then his right to die, not to end suffering, 

but to defeat death through resurrection. 

 Scene four.  Just as Satan had used Peter as his mouthpiece before, was it 

the devil now, recognizing that Jesus was gaining the tactical advantage in their 

contest who commandeered the voices of the passersby and the religious leaders 

at the foot of the cross?  Matthew 27:39 says this: 

Those who passed by derided him, shaking their heads and saying, “You 

who would destroy the temple and build it in three days, save yourself!  If you are 

the Son of God, come down from the cross.”  In the same way the chief priests 

also, along with the scribes and the elders, were mocking him, saying, “He saved 

others; he cannot save himself.  He is the King of Israel; let him come down from 

the cross now and we will believe in him. 

Even a common criminal, dying alongside Jesus kept deriding him and 

saying, “Are you not the Messiah?  Save yourself and us!”  Luke 23:39  In hindsight 

we now know that had Jesus saved himself, not one of us would be.  God works in 

wondrous ways. 

It must finally have dawned upon Satan that his evil plans were beginning 

to backfire upon him.  With his ultimate weapon, death, disarmed, he has been 

left with the weapons of lies and deceit and lust and greed with which to entice 



people to waste their lives in futile pursuits born of hunger and pride. He 

continues to stalk the world with his jealous rage. 

 Jesus died so that you and I might live.  He died to give us the victory over 

death that only he could win.  Then he turned around and gave what he’d won to 

us who believe.  What greater gift could he give? 

I’d like to conclude with an urgent message. I know many of you, perhaps 

most of you, have experienced the death of someone you love up close and 

personal.  I know you’ve felt the desolation brought on by loss and absence and a 

grief almost too hard to bear.  Just because death has been defeated doesn’t 

mean it doesn’t hurt.  It doesn’t mean it lacks enough teeth to bite and scar our 

souls and turn our lives inside out, at least for a season. 

I’ve been a pastor for nearly forty years now.  I’ve conducted over three 

hundred funerals.  I preached at the funeral of my father and my mother and 

numerous other family members whom I dearly loved.  I sang through tears and 

pain at the funeral of my youngest son, now thirteen years ago.  I have ministered 

to members of two congregations that I loved dearly and I have witnessed the 

faithfulness of God in bringing comfort and consolation to many, many people.   

 But I am sad to say that I’ve witnessed something else.  I’ve seen looks of 

incomprehension of the Gospel on the faces of far too many who as far as I could 

tell had no belief, either through ignorance or obstinacy who have said like 

Thomas before his encounter with the risen Christ, “Unless I see….I will not 

believe.”  From the pulpit, I have felt the deadness and even the resentment 

toward the Gospel.  Death can make people angry, cynical, and bitter.  I’ve felt the 

inner jibe from hearts that think to believe such a story as ours makes one 

nothing better than an April fool.  Death can render a person unable to trust in 

anything good.  Death can empty an unbelieving soul of the capacity to live 

thankfully.  The blessings of God’s sustaining love remain locked away and out of 

reach to those who refuse to believe.   

For such there is no condemnation from me, only compassion.  I pray that 

the Good News of Christ, crucified, dead, buried, and risen will somehow 



penetrate their defenses and fill them with new life from God, a life that 

overcomes death and leads into eternal joy and vibrancy in God’s presence 

forevermore.”   

We who believe are to be like the women who went to the tomb on the 

first Easter.  They were directed to go tell the Good News to any and all. Jesus 

later directed all his disciples to do the same, giving them the great commission to 

go into all the world and preach the Gospel.  In short, if you’ve seen something, 

say something. In the end, the miracle of Easter makes an April fool out of the 

devil and death and despair in all its guises.  On this first day of April, don’t be a 

fool.  Repent and believe the Gospel. 

 

 

  


