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Series: Victorious Secrets - Resurrection to Ascension 
Sermon: The Guards - The Greatest Story Ever Sold!

Matthew 28:11-15  
While the women were on their way, some of the guards went into the city and reported to the chief priests
everything that had happened. 12 When the chief priests had met with the elders and devised a plan, they gave
the soldiers a large sum of money, 13 telling them, “You are to say, ‘His disciples came during the night and
stole him away while we were asleep.’ 14 If this report gets to the governor, we will satisfy him and keep you
out of trouble.” 15 So the soldiers took the money and did as they were instructed. And this story has been
widely circulated among the Jews to this very day.

Sermon
I’ve messed up.  A lot.  Maybe you have to.  My first day, ever working at a church, was 26 years ago.  All I had
to do was lock up the place at night.  Simple as that.  Walk around, check everything out, and lock the doors.  At
10 p.m., I do my walk around.  Big church.  And then I go to lock the doors.  And the door latches won’t lock. 
My key, although it makes the clicky noise, doesn’t move the bars.  I fritzed with that thing for an hour, still
can’t get the doors to lock.  I had one job to do.  And I failed.  I found some rope and duct tape, and I was able
to granny knot the doors together so they really couldn’t open from the outside, not even with a key.  And I went
out a side door.  The next day, the staff couldn’t get in because of my contraption.  That was close to my last day
on the job.  They showed me later how to lock and unlock the doors with a screwdriver, much like our front
doors here, but my 17 year old brain didn’t know that back then.  I had one job to do, and I blew it.

Have you ever had that kind of epic fail?  Where you had one thing to do and you also made a mess of it?  God
bless the internet, because now you can relish in other people’s mistakes and not feel so bad about your own. 
Here are a few of my favorite Epic fails A.K.A., You only had one job to do:

You only had one job to do.  In reading what happened after the Resurrection, I kinda pitied the poor guards
who were there to secure the tomb.  They had one job to do, and they blew it.  The religious leaders had asked
Pontius Pilot for a guard to make sure that the Disciples didn’t steal Jesus’ body, and the guards where supposed
to be on guard for several days.  This guard detail was between 4-16 soldiers.  And you would think that it
would have been easy to secure the location of a dead guy.  Apparently not.  Especially when angels are
involved.  In the Resurrection story, it says this: Suddenly there was a violent earthquake, and angel of the Lord
came down from heaven, rolled the stone away and sat on it.  His appearance was like lightning, and his clothes
were white as snow.  The guards were so afraid that they trembled and became like dead men.

Apparently, after the guards had regained consciousness, at least some of them had started back to Jerusalem. 
They came into the city and reported to the chief priests all that had happened. First, notice that this takes place
at the same time that the women are returning from the tomb.  Second, notice that it is only some of the guard. 
There are a couple of possible reasons for this. The guard had been frightened out of its wits by the earthquake
and seeing the angel and some of them may have simply fled after they had recovered enough to walk – run –
away. They had enough and would have preferred to take their chances as deserters than experience anything
like what they had just seen again. In addition, even if none of the guard had run away, they could not all return
to Jerusalem together without risking attracting Pilate’s attention, which is something they did not want to do. 
Remember that these soldiers were under orders to guard the tomb through the third day. If they abandoned their



post before that time, it would be insubordination that could result in being put to death.  Third, notice that they
report to the chief priests instead of Pilate.  Matthew records that they had been put under the authority of the
chief priests, so it would be proper for them to give their first report to them. In addition, as already mentioned,
they would have been afraid to report directly to Pilate for fear of being put to death for failure to accomplish
their mission of guarding the tomb of Jesus.  Fourth, notice that the guards tell the chief priests all that had
happened.  They did not make anything up. They did not make excuses for themselves, for what excuse could
they make? They were risking their lives no matter what they did, for if the chief priests did not believe them
and became angry, then they could have those soldiers put to death for negligence of duty. The soldiers
thought the truth to be their best defense, so they told them all that had occurred. That would have included the
earthquake, the angel and the missing body of Jesus.

And when they had assembled with the elders and counseled together, they gave a large sum of money to the
soldiers, and said, "You are to say, ‘His disciples came by night and stole Him away while we were asleep.’"
And if this should come to the governor’s ears, we will win him over and keep you out of trouble."  And they
took the money and did as they had been instructed; and this story was widely spread among the Jews to this
very day.

This is what is surprising to me in the whole story.  The chief priests now call for the elders, the Sanhedrin, to
assemble so that they might figure out a plan to deal with this situation. Notice that there is no questioning of
the soldiers about what happened. Their story was taken at face value to be the truth. This lack of challenge to
the soldiers’ story demonstrates that they believed the soldiers. What they had been told was the truth.  This
story should have shaken them to the core and resulted in their repentance on the spot. This was an obvious
great work of God and it demonstrated that Jesus’ claims were true. But they refuse to recognize the truth. They
are blinded by their own sin and instead develop a plan to try and deny the story. They bribe the soldiers to assist
them by lying about the situation as a damage control measure.

They believed, but needed to keep the appearance of unbelief.  Life is so much easier if you don’t believe. 
Believing in Jesus messes up your world.  It messes with your life.  Honestly, there are moments that I wished I
wasn’t a Christian.  Can I hear someone yell out, “blaspheme!”  This Christian walk is hard.  I love worship, but
every single Sunday.  I drive to church on Sunday morning as our neighbors are packing up the car to head to
Seaside.  I love to give, but that tithe check could turn into a bass boat over time.  We have an understanding
deep within that the church doesn’t care for drinking, or smoking, or gambling, or sleeping around, or if you go
back several generations, against dancing, or card playing, I even once read an old timey sermon against
pitching horseshoes.  Man, my life would be so much easier if I didn’t have to follow all of these rules!  Just
think, a life without judgement or scorn, a life without obligations or responsibilities.  Believing in Jesus messes
up your world.  But so do a lot of things.

This year marks our 20  anniversary.  And when we started dating, I discovered that having a girlfriend messesth

up your life.  All of a sudden, I had to share my time between family, friends and a soul mate.  Life changed, for
the better, but it changed.  All of a sudden, I had to remember someone else’s birthdays, and being a part of a
whole other family.  Holiday traditions were changed.  I couldn’t play basketball 5 nights a week anymore, or
have 100% control over the car radio.  It messes with your life.  Lord knows, it messed with hers too.  My
family is insane.  It would be so much easier if I could just pick the color of the living room paint, or not explain
to anyone why I bought a jet ski.   Life got a lot harder.  But my life is better, and it’s worth it.

We had our first baby five years after we got married.  I discovered that having kids messes up your life.  Your
days are no longer your days.  Your nights are no longer your nights.  This thing needs your constant attention.  I
honestly bought stock in Pampers because I wanted a little piece of the action of what we were spending on



diapers.  And now were are in the chauffeur stage of parenting.  Life got a lot harder.  But my life is better, and
it’s worth it.

Believing in Jesus is hard.  Living for him is hard.  But my life is better, and it’s worth it.  I’m happy to be a
Christian.  I’m happy to be in the Truth.  Yes, there are days when one may question if it’s all worth it.  Life
would be easier if I was like one of the religious leaders and guards - yes I believe, but I’ll sweep it under the
rug and just pretend that it doesn’t really matter.  But it wouldn’t be real.  Or meaningful.  Or joyous.

When you dedicate your life to Him, you take on the burden of fighting for what is right, of loving justice,
practicing mercy, of walking humbly with your God.  Of loving your enemies as yourself.  Of being salt and
light.  You take on the burden of forgiving others, of showing kindness, of helping those who cannot help
themselves.  Someone even once asked Jesus, what do I need to do?  Jesus said, you have one job, one job to do. 
Love God and love your neighbor as yourself.  Sounds like two jobs, but you really can’t do one without the
other.

I won’t lie.  Being a Christian is difficult.  But I can tell you this: If you believe in Jesus, life gets a lot harder. 
But life gets better.  And it’s worth it.

And the family of God said, AMEN! 


