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It was the greatest moment in the life of Pompey the Great—one of the most powerful men of the Roman Republic. His 
name has endured for over 2,000 years for good reason. At just 23, he launched a remarkable military career that would 
reshape the known world. 
 
Pompey distinguished himself on three continents. In Europe, he secured victories in Spain and helped suppress the slave 
revolt led by Spartacus. In Africa, he defeated Rome’s enemies so decisively that his troops began calling him “Magnus”— 
“the Great”—before he was even 26. 
 
But his greatest achievements came in the East. Given command over the Mediterranean, Pompey eliminated the pirate 
threat in just three months, restoring vital trade routes. He went on to conquer powerful kingdoms, annex Syria, and 
reorganize vast regions stretching from the Black Sea to Egypt. By the end of his campaigns, Rome’s territory and wealth 
had expanded dramatically, and its dominance was firmly established. 
 
All of this led to the defining moment of his life. In 61 BC, Pompey was granted a triumph—the highest honor Rome could 
give a general. We think of a triumph being a victory. But a Roman Triumph was an event. It was an event that lasted two 
days. For two days, Rome was filled with spectacle. Wagons carried gold, jewels, and treasures from the East. Captured 
kings and princes walked in chains before cheering crowds. 
 
At the center of it all was this young 26-year-old named: Pompey. He was riding in a golden chariot, wearing a cloak said 
to have belonged to Alexander the Great. It was a powerful image: the greatest man in the world, parading through the 
greatest city on earth. Yet, in all that celebration, there was a sobering tradition. Standing behind him in the chariot was a 
slave, holding a golden crown above his head. And again and again, the slave whispered in his ear: Memento mori—
“Remember, you are mortal.” You are going to die. He would be reminded of a truth no victory could change: his glory 
would fade. His life would end. He was going to die. 
 
We might not be a conquering hero and enlarging bigger empires. Remembering our mortality is part of being human—
and it’s something we cannot escape. Memento mori is whispered to us again and again: in a loved one’s diagnosis, in 
bodies that age and wear down, in a near-miss on the road, or in a late-night phone call that shatters the silence. 
 
It is a sobering truth: no matter how important, how beautiful, or how deeply loved you are, the day will come when your 
breathing stops and life ends. And what makes death so painful is its finality—its seeming irreversibility. 
 
That’s exactly where we find the two women early that Sunday morning in our Gospel. They carried out a somber task—
arms filled with spices, hearts weighed down with grief—as they made their way to the tomb to anoint the body of their 
teacher, Jesus. They had witnessed his crucifixion, seen his lifeless body laid inside, and heard the stone grind shut over 
the entrance. They had hoped he was the Messiah. But now he was dead, and with him, all their hopes seemed buried. 
 
But when they arrived, something was wrong—the guards were gone, the stone rolled away, the tomb standing open. 
Then an angel, shining like lightning, said, “I know you are looking for Jesus, who was crucified.” In other words: you’re 
looking for the wrong thing. 
 
He lifted their eyes and hearts to the place where a body should have been—but wasn’t. “He is not here; he has risen, 
just as he said.” They came expecting a dead Jesus, but he was alive. Just as he said. Jesus had told them, prepared them—
but while they believed his suffering, they had not believed his resurrection. 
 
The resurrection proves that Jesus keeps every promise he makes. And God gave these women a remarkable gift of grace: 
as they ran from the tomb, Jesus himself met them. Not a vision or a memory—the very Jesus who had been dead and 
buried for three days now stood alive before them. They could take hold of his feet, and they worshiped him. 
 



His death had been necessary to pay for the sins of the world. He took on flesh to give his life as the ransom that frees us 
from sin and death. And now that the price was paid, his next words confirmed it: “Go and tell my brothers.” This wasn’t 
repetition—it was something more. 
 
He had something new to say. The disciples had failed him—after promising loyalty, they ran and left him to suffer and die. 
How would they face him now? But Jesus’ resurrection changed everything. “Go and tell my brothers,” he said—words 
that spoke forgiveness they hadn’t dared to ask for. This was grace. Not only are you forgiven—you are family. And those 
words are for you too. 
 
Yes, we are broken people who have lived in ways that could make us bow our heads in shame. But the risen Son of God 
looks at you and calls you what he has made you: my brother, my sister. No sin in your past can separate you from your 
Savior. No weakness in your present is beyond his forgiveness. No failure in your future will cause your brother to turn you 
away. The resurrection declares that God keeps every promise he has made: “I will forgive your wickedness and remember 
your sins no more.” And Easter proves it. 
 
In September 61 BC, at the height of his glory, Pompey the Great heard the whisper: Memento mori. Just thirteen years 
later, the conqueror of three continents was murdered on a beach in Egypt—betrayed, beheaded, and left behind. No 
mortal can conquer death. That’s why we follow no mere man. 
 
What difference does Easter make? Without it, Jesus of Nazareth would be just another dead man. But the resurrection 
changes everything. It proves that Jesus keeps every promise he made. He said he would rise—and he did. He said his 
death would bring us forgiveness—and it has. And that means his greatest promise to you is true: 
 
“I am the resurrection and the life. Whoever believes in me will live, even though they die.” 
 
This is his promise to his brothers and sisters. Yes, we still live in a sin-broken world. We still hear the whisper, remember 
“you are mortal” – you will die. But that is not the end of the story. We may be mortal now, but one day we will not be 
mortal. The same Spirit who raised Jesus from the dead lives in you. And if he raised Jesus, he will raise you. We do not 
have a voice behind us whispering about death—we have the Spirit within us proclaiming what only Easter can make true: 
you will live. You will live. You will live. 
 
Christ is risen. He is risen indeed. Amen. 


