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Today… Easter Sunday falls in the midst of a global pandemic. 

It is unlike any east in our common history 

A deadly beast is hiding in plain sight 

There is no defense… except to hide in our homes… 

When we do venture out…  

We’re sheathed in masks… gloves… long sleeves… glasses… 

Armed with virus killing wipes… if we can find them… 

Afraid to touch any surface… praying…  

Lord, don’t let me bring this beast home. 

In grocery stores and pharmacies… 

people roam quietly, patiently, separately… 

Get too close… and warning bells go off inside our heads. 

So we shop patiently… the crowds are light… there is room to move… 

 

The beast attacks ferociously…  

spiked fevers… aches… hallucinations…  

Stealing the breath from its victims in a terrifying way.  

With no cure in sight… the only thing we can do… is hide away… 

washing our hands… not touching our faces… distancing ourselves. 

hoping to keep the aggressive beast away from our lungs. 

 

Self-imposed isolation… fueled by wall-to-wall news coverage… 

Feeds our already anxious souls… When will it end?  

 

And yet… all around us, we see signs… of spring…  

signs of awakening… signs of hope… signs of resurrection.  

 

Life as we know it may be clamped down for now 

covered in what feels like “funeral clothing.”  

And yet, the world is reborn. 

The sun sparkles on the water… moved by gentle breezes 

Palm trees sway, Sand Hill cranes shepherd babies… flowers bloom… 

God is unwrapping an entirely new landscape of color and life. 
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But for now, we wait. 

I wonder what waiting felt like for Jesus? 

Those three days in the tomb… knowing resurrection was imminent… 

waiting for dawn to come on that magnificent morning 

when the stone was rolled away… 

and the sun streamed through… 

when an angel of the Lord removed the funerary cloth from Jesus’ face 

and the Holy Spirit breathed the breath of life into Jesus broken body 

so it could rise from the dead  

like the Ezekiel’s dry bones in the valley of the shadow of death.  

Three days of darkness. Then… new and restored life...  

Not the same life.  

But a restored, resurrected life. 

 

As we celebrate Easter morning together, 

Physically separated from each other… 

But united in our faith… 

We are invited into a resurrected life 

 

Our old lives are over 

Nothing will be the same 

In the midst of our isolation… 

God is doing a new thing… in us… 

But it is not yet finished.  

Life in waiting is merely that, a time of waiting. 

But also… a time of expectation… 

 

No matter what… that beast has no power over us. 

God’s resurrection breath will raise us up.  

And a new day will dawn.  

Soon.  

Very soon. 
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Mary’s faith kept her expectant and waiting… 

Watching for something new to change,  

something miraculous to happen. 

She may not have known when or how… 

but on that third day…  

she came nevertheless… 

in the darkness 

hoping that God would come through,  

that light would some how break through.  

 

Can even imagine how the realization of resurrection washed over them.  

 

Mary thought that the authorities took his body and disposed of it. 

It took Jesus appearing before them… 

several times… 

to shake them into to knowing… understanding the resurrection.  

So it didn't come all at once.  

 

That's where we find ourselves today. Wary. Uncertain.  

 

When Mary and the disciples realized what happened… 

Life was restored… God’s promise fulfilled… Resurrection was here… 

they found the courage to open the doors and walk out into the light.  

 

And yet, life had changed.  

Never again would Jesus walk the earth as He did before.  

Never again would they sit on the hillsides drawing crowds of people. 

That time had passed. That was before.  

A new life and a new time had dawned,  

and with it, a new kind of spirit, and a new kind of people. 
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No one is ever ready to encounter Easter  

until they have spent time in the dark place where hope cannot be seen. 

Easter is the last thing we are expecting. 

And that is why it terrifies us.  

This day is not about bunnies, springtime and girls in cute new dresses. 

It’s about more hope than we can handle. 

 

We too are resurrection people.  

Be expectant.  

Dawn is coming.  

 

And when it comes 

With face masks removed  

We will breathe freely… safely. 

 

We’ll feel the bustle of people and cars… 

the joy of touching friends. 

Eating… Singing… Praying… Loving... Together.  

 

It will all be new. 

Never again will life be quite the same. 

Experiences of darkness change us.  

Different from before… but renewed and restored.  

wiser and more understanding  

 

more joyful about life 

More appreciative of everything in it.  

 

We become Resurrection People. 

Resurrection is coming.  

The signs are all around us.  

Watch. Wait. And listen for the breath… of God.  
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Breath on me Breath of God 

Fill up my lungs with you 

Protect me from evil here below 

So I can live more like you 


