
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

An Empty Tomb 

Phillip was born with Downs Syndrome.  He was a pleasant 
child but increasingly aware of the difference between himself 
and other children. 

Phillip went to Sunday school faithfully every week.  He was in 
the third-grade class with nine other eight-year-olds.  His 
teacher was sensitive to Phillip’s needs, as he helped this 
group to love each other as best they could, under the 
circumstances. 

The teacher had a marvellous idea for his class over Easter.  
He gave an egg container to each child and asked them to go 
outside, find the symbol for new life, put it into the egg 
container, and bring it back to the classroom.  Then they 
would open and share their new life symbols and surprises. 

One by one, they ran all around the church grounds, 
gathering their symbols, and returned to the classroom, where 
they put all the egg containers on a table and gathered 
around, as the teacher began to open them.   

In the first was a flower, which was greeted with oohs and 
ahs. 

In the second was a little butterfly.  Which was greeted the 
same way. 

The third contained a rock.  Some said "That's crazy!  How's a 
rock supposed to be like new life?"  But the smart little boy 
who'd put it in there spoke up: "That's mine, I knew all of you 
would get flowers and buds and leaves and butterflies and 
stuff like that.  So, I got a rock because I wanted to be 
different.  And for me, that's new life."  They all laughed.  

The teacher said something about the wisdom of eight-year-
olds and opened the next one.  There was nothing inside.  
The children said, "That's not fair. Somebody didn't do it right."  
Then the teacher felt a tug on his shirt, and he looked down.  
“It's mine,” Philip said.  “It's mine.”  And the children said, "You 
don't ever do things right, Philip. There's nothing there!"  "I did 
so do it right!"  Philip said.  "I did do it right.  The tomb is 
empty!" 

There was silence, a very full silence.  From that time on, it 
was different.  Philip suddenly became a part of that group.  
They took him in. He was set free from the tomb of his 
differences. 

Philip died not long after.  His family had known since the time 
he was born that he wouldn't live out a full life span.  At his 
memorial service, nine eight-year-old children marched up to 
the altar, not with flowers but with empty egg containers. 

Unknown 

Mark 16:5-7  5As they entered the tomb, they saw a young 
man dressed in a white robe sitting on the right side, and they 
were alarmed.  6“Don’t be alarmed,” he said.  “You are looking 
for Jesus the Nazarene, who was crucified.  He has risen!  He 
is not here.  See the place where they laid him.  7But go, tell 
his disciples and Peter, ‘He is going ahead of you into Galilee. 
There you will see him, just as he told you.’” (NIV) 
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