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“KEEPING THE SECRET OF JESUS” 
Matthew 28:11-15 

April 30, 2017 
 

Matthew’s Gospel nears its end with the following story, found in the 

28th Chapter, beginning at the 11th verse.  Two women have come to the 

tomb to dress the body of the crucified Jesus, but an angel has met them 

there instead and told them the good news that Jesus has been raised 

from the dead.  

 Roman soldiers had been sent to guard the tomb so that the body could 

not be stolen and claims of Jesus’ resurrection could not be made by his 

followers.  However, the guards were paralyzed with fear when the 

angel appeared.  Matthew tells us in today’s passage what the guards 

and the authorities did next.  Hear what the Spirit is saying to the 

church! 

 

  Meanwhile, the guards had scattered, but a few of them went into the 

city and told the high priests everything that had happened. They called 

a meeting of the religious leaders and came up with a plan: They took a 

large sum of money and gave it to the soldiers, bribing them to say, “His 

disciples came in the night and stole the body while we were sleeping.”  

They assured them, “If the governor hears about your sleeping on duty, 

we will make sure you don’t get blamed.” The soldiers took the bribe 

and did as they were told. That story, cooked up in the Jewish High 

Council, is still going around. 

 

Here ends the lesson.  May God add a blessing to these words. 
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 “Purple cloth for sale!  Buy my purple cloth!  It is woven from the 

finest threads. See how soft is the material?  Your wife or your 

daughter would love a robe made from this.  Purple cloth for sale!  (she 

peers out into the crowd) 

 Shhh!  Come closer!  Come closer!  Show me your sign.  Show me 

that you are not one of them.  We must keep quiet!  We must keep the 

secret of Jesus!   

 Let me introduce myself; I am Prisca.  Some call me Priscilla.  Paul 

calls me that.  My name is common in first century Roman culture, but 

alas! I am no longer a Roman!  Emperor Claudius, that pig, chased us 

out of Rome a year or so ago.  Said we Jews were causing too much 

trouble.  We Jewish Christian agitators were apparently causing the 

docile, compliant Jews to riot against us.   

And so, Claudius kicked us out of Rome! We had to leave our 

homes, our animals, and our worldly goods behind.  I tell you, the Way 
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of the Cross is hard!  Our discipleship of the risen Christ comes at a high 

price—and we just keep paying! 

Now I sell my purple cloth for a living.  Purple is the royal color, 

you know.  I sell it as purple cloth, but to me it represents Jesus, who is 

Lord.  I sell it out in the market, and when I think it is safe for me to do 

so, I talk to people about him and about his good news for all people.  

Amen.  Alleluia. 

 

Let me back up and give you some context—you’re obviously new 

around here.  Let me see your sign again—ah, yes, the fish.  “Fishers of 

men,” Jesus said.  “I will make you fish for people.”  We fish now for 

souls, guided and spurred on by God’s Holy Spirit.  Amen.  Alleluia. 

One can never be too careful, you know.  We are persecuted here 

in the first century.  It is the year 50, and  Roman spies are everywhere, 

dressed as simple peasants, simple workers, and even as vagrant 
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beggars on the streets.  We never know when one of us will be 

arrested.  Jailed.  Tried as criminals.  Sentenced to hard labor, or 

sentenced to provide amusement for the Romans in their arenas.  We 

can be taken as slaves, but we can just as easily be sentenced to death 

on the cross, as was our Good Lord, God bless his spirit! 

Our churches are threatened, but our numbers are growing in 

spite of the danger.  The more of us they take off the streets, the more 

the Holy Spirit urges us on and brings new converts to the Christian 

Way!  Amen.  Alleluia. 

Then there’s our own brothers, our Jewish brothers.  They don’t 

like us and they don’t want us around.  We share the same God, and 

yet they deny us. I think they are afraid of the good news.   We tell 

them of their own true brother, Jesus, and about how he gave his own 

life that we should live to carry on his work.  He wanted us to spread his 

healing Word within our Jewish religion and also to the Gentiles, but it 
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is as if the Pharisees and scribes do not care!  It is as if…. they wish that 

Jesus had never been born. 

How sad it is to me that our brothers and sisters in faith have 

rejected us—have rejected him.  It is bad enough that the Romans hunt 

us and threaten us and chase us from our homes. We are persecuted 

from all sides, and it is wearing on us, let me tell you truly.  The riots 

were so intense!  We had no time to clear out from our home in Rome.  

We just had to grab our things and leave. 

My husband, Aquila (Ak-wheel-a), is my partner in this ministry.  

He is a leatherman by trade; he makes sturdy tents.  Good thing! For 

we had to use one of them while we traveled from Rome to Corinth.  It 

was such a long way.  Such a long, dusty, dirty way.  It’s almost 800 of 

your miles from Rome down to the south of the Empire’s boot, across 

the Adriatic Sea by boat, and then south again through Macedonia to 

Corinth, our new home. 
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I hated the traveling.  I was so sad to leave my home, my family, 

and my friends.  It made me so sick to think of what had happened to 

us; I thought I would die.  Aquila (Ak-wheel-a) was my rock.  He 

reminded me that we could take our ministry anywhere, that the Word 

of God was needed in Macedonia the same as it is in Rome.  It seems I--

we--are called to be ministers to the Gentiles.  We are to tell the story 

of our risen Christ far and wide. 

 

When we arrived in Corinth and found lodging, we met the most 

remarkable man.  Quirky he is, for he stands barely four feet tall and he 

is not pleasant on the eyes.  He has a brash way about him, strutting to 

and fro as he rants and raves about the Christian Way.  Paul is his 

name, and he calls himself an Apostle now.   He used to be called 

Saul—Saul the Pharisee, Saul the One Who Was Feared by us all. 

We had heard rumors of him even in Rome.  We had been told by 

others to watch out for him in Corinth, for when he sympathized with 
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the Romans, he had our brother Christian, Stephen, stoned to death, 

God bless his spirit.  Stephen was a martyr for Jesus, and Saul had 

ordered him to be executed. This was not a man I particularly wanted 

to meet.  

  Paul is a highly educated Roman Jew.  He is a very tense and 

passionate fellow, sharp of words and resolute of action.  He said he 

had met Jesus on the road to Damascus and that the experience 

changed him forever.  Now he follows the Way of the Cross.  I was not 

so sure of him; his reputation proceeded him, and his reputation was 

not very comforting. 

  

It was not hard for us to find Paul.  He was often seen with his 

compatriot, Silas, in the town squares of Corinth preaching and 

exhorting people to become Christians.  He was busily baptizing 

converts on the one hand, and on the other, daring the soldiers of the 
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Empire to take him on. That man is on fire for the Gospel, and he 

appears to be fearless.   Amen.  Alleluia. 

 You can watch Paul and see that the authorities do not know 

exactly what to do with him.  He has many loyal followers and the last 

thing the Empire wants is more riots. 

We watched him preaching there in the square one night, and 

then we introduced ourselves to him.  He was excited to meet some 

other Romans!  We shared a meal and we shared our conversion 

stories.  I told him that I had hosted a home church in Rome until we 

were found out and chased out of Rome. 

He was so impressed!  It felt good to be recognized by Paul for our 

Christian ministry.  He told us about other women of faith who had 

been serving the Way so well.  He told us about Lydia, Paul’s first 

convert in Europe, a woman who is leading the way in Philippi, further 

north of us in Macedonia.  She hosts a house church, too!  I’m not the 
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only one!  And then, seeing my interest in hearing about other women 

of the faith, he rattled off more names.   

There are:  Euodia (ee-oo-dah) and Syntyche (sin-tish), also in 

Corinth.  I can’t wait to meet them!   Phoebe of Cenchreae (Sen-cree-

ay), Tryphaena (Try-feen-a) and Tryphosa in Rome, Persis and Julia, the 

mother of Rufus, and the sister of Nereus (Near—ee-us), too.   There 

are so many!  My heart leapt for joy as he was telling us of them!  

“Aquila (Ack-wheel-a)!” I exclaimed.  “I am not the only woman in 

Christ’s church!  Amen.  Alleluia!”  I was so happy to meet Paul and 

hear this news. 

“Shhh!”  He warned.  “You must keep quiet.  Ears are everywhere.  

Be careful.”  “Yes, Paul,” I promised, “but I want to shout my joy from 

atop the roofs to the streets below, to the stars above, and right in the 

face of the Romans- (she spits on the ground).  I HATE them.  I HATE 

that we must keep the secret of Jesus.” 
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But we must.  We wear our colors—white for Christ, red for the 

Spirit, and black for our fallen sisters and brothers in the faith.  And we 

wear our symbols, too.  The fish to remind us of our calling and the 

cross to remind us of his sacrifice. 

We skulk around in the shadows and we meet in fear in our home 

churches, huddled together in prayer and in quiet chants and songs, all 

to praise our risen Christ and strengthen our Gospel souls. 

Shhh!  We must keep the secret of Jesus to stay alive. 

Shhh!  We must not agitate the Romans nor openly defy the 

Jewish leaders. 

Shhh!  We must stay alive to keep the Word alive, too. 

 But you?  You out there, you come to the faith from a 

distant century.  You live in a place that allows you to follow your faith, 

to proclaim it openly.  You don’t have to move around under the cover 
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of darkness.  You don’t have to huddle together in fear in your home, 

afraid of being found out.  I am so jealous! 

Look at this room!  It is so beautiful!  It is so alive with Christian 

community.  The Holy Spirit is present in this place-I can feel it, can’t 

you?  The doors are open, the singing is loud, the prayers spoken here 

are for everyone, and the Word is freely proclaimed here. The good 

news lives in this place!    

Amen.  Alleluia!, Sisters and Brothers.  You don’t have to keep 

Jesus a secret! 

Let it be so.   


