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Easter Sunday

First reading
“Sunrise” by Mary Oliver
You can
die for it—
an idea,
or the world. People

under the lashes
of my own eyes, and I thought
I am so many!
What is my name?

have done so,
brilliantly,
letting
their small bodies be bound

What is the name
of the deep breath I would take
over and over
for all of us? Call it

to the stake,
creating
an unforgettable
fury of light. But

whatever you want, it is
happiness, it is another one
of the ways to enter
fire.

this morning,
climbing the familiar hills
in the familiar
fabric of dawn, I thought
of China,
and India
and Europe, and I thought
how the sun
blazes
for everyone just
so joyfully
as it rises
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Second reading
Luke 24:1-12
But on the first day of the week, at early dawn, they came to the tomb, taking the spices that they had
prepared. They found the stone rolled away from the tomb, but when they went in, they did not find the
body. While they were perplexed about this, suddenly two men in dazzling clothes stood beside them. The
women were terrified and bowed their faces to the ground, but the men said to them, “Why do you look for
the living among the dead? He is not here, but has risen. Remember how he told you, while he was still in
Galilee, that the Son of Man must be handed over to sinners, and be crucified, and on the third day rise
again.” Then they remembered his words, and returning from the tomb, they told all this to the eleven and to
all the rest.
Now it was Mary Magdalene, Joanna, Mary the mother of James, and the other women with them who told
this to the apostles. But these words seemed to them an idle tale, and they did not believe them. But Peter
got up and ran to the tomb; stooping and looking in, he saw the linen cloths by themselves; then he went
home, amazed at what had happened.
What is not to love about this day? Glorious sunshine, fragrant flowers, joyful music, lots of good food, and for
most ministers I know, a sigh of relief. Another cycle of Lent has passed. We have crossed a threshold from our
liminal space into what Mary Oliver calls the “familiar fabric of dawn.” Stepping into the full spectrum light of
a beautiful Easter morning—it does something to the psyche as well as the body. It brings healthy energy and
hope. It inspires children and adults alike. It renews our confidence in the future. It lifts our spirits, and allows
us to aspire to new heights, new pursuits, and new relationships in a way that other holidays do not. In some
sense, it dazzles us, in the same way that a group of women were dazzled in an empty tomb and a couple of
men in shining clothes who asked them a simple question, “Why do you seek the living among the dead? Did
he not tell you how it was going to be? Why are you surprised?”
Easter morning follows a time of intense self-knowledge and spiritual practice. Perhaps we’ve tried some new
things during the last six weeks that we’d like to hang onto. Maybe there is a healthy habit or two that might
just hang around. Perhaps the seeds have been planted for a new way of life, one that we’ve grown
accustomed to, one that we are willing now to nurture and tend to. Where New Year’s resolutions tend to fail,
the habits of Lent often have a much higher success rate. How fitting it is then, that California is blazing right
now. Instead of a drought-ridden conflagration, this time it is ablaze in beautiful flowers. The desert has
become a sea of roses, and the parched ground has rivers running through it. The earth is rejoicing with an
intensity of relief that has seldom been seen in the last decade, and on this Easter morning, perhaps we
should consider its invitation to do the same. Like the earth, we may have been groaning over our own
drought, the drought in human values that is taking its toll not only in the human family, but the entire family
of creation. We have come into the proximity of a tomb of our own making, an earth that groans under the
weight of environmental catastrophe. In the words of Rachel Carson, “In nature, nothing exists alone.” I might
add that in nature, nothing exists for our use alone. We are part of an ecosystem that is not of our own
making, the product of a long evolution of life, one that we’re clearly in the process of devolving. We may
come here today with our weeping and our spices, thinking that there is little to be done, until the dazzling
angels ask us the very same question, “Why do you seek the living among the dead? Did you not know it
would be this way? Get up and go. Tell somebody. Do something.”
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We should not ignore the fact that this year, of all years, Easter Sunday is immediately followed by Earth Day,
the day when we are conscious of the interconnectedness of all things. I love how Mary Oliver says that the sun
blazes for everyone just so joyfully as it rises under the lashes of her own eyes. On a blazing Easter morning, on
a day when everything is new, when an immovable object has been rolled away and we’re reminded of how
things are supposed to be, this is the moment when we can stop being dumbfounded, stop worrying about the
others who mock what we are saying, and just get busy living differently. Go tell his disciples he is risen as he
said. Stop with the weeping. Do something different.
The beauty that surrounds us today, and the joy that emanates from us in this moment, should serve to
remind us that there is a light in our souls, and energy of purpose that ignites our faith and propels us into
action. This is no time for a burial. Oh no; far from it. Earth is a community of interconnected living things that
are mutually dependent on each other for life and survival. The earth is capable of suffering injustice at the
hands of humans, and it will actively resist them in its own struggle for justice. So let us not be surprised in any
way when a day of resurrection and gladness puts a spring in our step and gives us new energy. The earth is
not an unlimited resource for our own expenditure. It is part of us, and we are part of it. When these women
at the tomb understood what was going on, they went and told a skeptical crowd of men, only one of whom
went running to see for himself. Simon, whom Jesus called Peter, was never the same again. This shy
impoverished fisherman who cowered in denial, became the mighty voice of Pentecost, brave and unswerving
in his commitment and devotion.
Last evening Tripp and I watched a film entitled “On the Basis of Sex.” If you have not seen it, you should. Talk
about a skeptical crowd of men! It is the true story of a young Ruth Bader Ginsburg unable to get a job in the
male-dominated law firms of the 1960s, and as a law professor finding her voice in a U.S. district court, igniting
the flame of gender equality that refuses even now to be extinguished. It is also the story of her husband,
Martin Ginsburg, a gifted attorney himself, whose strength of character far exceeded his ego. Like Simon Peter,
he found it possible to listen to the women and to take them seriously.
In the poetic voice of D.H. Lawrence come these words:
When we get out of the glass bottles of our ego,
and when we escape like squirrels turning in the cages of our personality
and get into the forests again,
we shall shiver with cold and fright
but things will happen to us
so that we don't know ourselves.
Cool, unlying life will rush in,
and passion will make our bodies taut with power,
we shall stamp our feet with new power
and old things will fall down,
we shall laugh, and institutions will curl up like burnt paper.
Easter isn’t just another holiday, you see. Earth Day isn’t just another liberal tradition driven by the culture of the
seventies. Both are expressions of a cycle of life of which we are inescapably a part. Both call us to get up and run.
Celebrate it. Tell somebody. Release people from their dead ends and tell them all is not lost, that they should
never give up. Death, we learn today, is but a momentary separation, soon to be swallowed up in victory.
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