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Do you have trouble each year figuring out when Easter is? You are not alone. But whenever it is, it is the most important day of the year for the church, more important than Christmas! Now it seems that Easter is gradually being taken over by commercialism, too. A few years ago I read that the Russell candy company is now making chocolate cream-filled crosses. This new product is for those who won’t buy a chocolate bunny! After all, the cross is more orthodox than the bunny.
It’s no wonder we’re all confused about this resurrection thing and the meaning of Jesus’ life. The cross is not only an important piece of jewelry—I myself have a couple that are very important to me—but now it is a major attraction in the candy industry which has really grabbed on to Easter.

In the cartoon THE FAMILY CIRCLE the two children have found their Easter baskets and are enjoying them. One asked, “Who colored all these eggs?” To which his sister replied, “The Easter bunny.” “Who gave us the jelly beans?” “The Easter bunny.” “And the chocolate rabbit?” “The Easter bunny.”

Obviously, there was nothing beyond the reach of the Easter bunny. The family attended Easter services and heard the preacher say, “They came to the tomb and saw that the stone had been rolled back. Who could have done this?” To which the little boy jumped up in a pew and said, “The Easter Bunny!” (Dr. John Bardsley)
If only we could all recapture the innocent joy and hope of a child at Easter time!
We claim to value life in America, but we seem to know more about death—the war in Iraq, Afghanistan, Pakistan, the killings at the American Civic Association center in Binghamton, N.Y. The list could go on and on. We don’t have much time for resurrections. 

Several years ago, The Saturday Evening Post ran a cartoon showing a man about to be rescued after he had spent a long time ship-wrecked on a tiny deserted island. The sailor in charge of the rescue team stepped onto the beach and handed the man a stack of newspapers. “Compliments of the Captain,” the sailor said. “He would like you to glance at the headlines to see if you’d still like to be rescued!” 

Sometimes the headlines do scare us. Sometimes we feel that evil is winning, but then along comes Easter, to remind us that there is no grave deep enough, no stone heavy enough, no evil strong enough to keep Christ in the grave. (James W. Moore, Some Things Are Too Good Not To Be True, Dimensions, 1994, p. 80.)

And we are the ones—the ones who come to church today to make a witness—we are the ones who must point out resurrections to the hopeless, even the little tiny resurrections. We are the ones who must not “shuffle along, eyes to the ground, absorbed with the things right in front of us.” We are the ones who must “Look up, and be alert to what is going on around Christ—that’s where the action is. See things from his perspective.”

“If you’re serious about living this new resurrection life with Christ, act like it. Pursue the things over which Christ presides…Your old life is dead. Your new life, which is your real life—even though invisible to spectators—is with Christ in God. He is your life. When Christ (your real life, remember) shows up again on this earth, you’ll show up, too—the real you, the glorious you.” 

“…the real you, the glorious you.” Aren’t we here this morning because, somewhere, down deep inside, we believe not only in Christ’s glorious resurrection, but also in our own? And don’t we really want that glorious self to emerge from its cocoon now, and not wait for pie in the sky later? 

I ran across this startling truth the other day in Megan McKenna’s book, And Morning Came, (p. 71).  In it she says, The farther we get from the actual historical person of Jesus and his time, the more we know about Jesus and the more we understand the truth of the scriptures—because we are recipients of 2000 years of faith, love, and life lived in the power of the Spirit of the risen Christ. That comment really turned my head, because many of us are tempted to wonder what meaning can some event, 2000 years ago, in a very different time and culture, have for us today?  But think about it this way—2000 years of little and big resurrections. 2000 years of Jesus appearances in everyday life! 2000 years! So why should it still be such a mystery? And now we are the ones to live our own glorious resurrections and point out the resurrections all around us to the hopeless.
A man named George was accustomed to driving his wife, Rosie, to church every Sunday. And every Sunday, they parked in the same spot. George and Rosie had been married for forty years and they loved each other very deeply. They did everything together. They were inseparable in almost every area of their life, except one. When George drove his wife to church Rosie went in and George remained in the car, where he would read the Sunday paper.

Rosie died, and for many Sundays after, church members looked wistfully at the parking lot because George’s car was no longer seen there. Several months later, on Easter Sunday, George’s car again appeared, and George went into the church.

The preacher delivered a stirring resurrection sermon and then, as was his custom, invited the members of the congregation to respond. No sooner had the words left his mouth than George stood up and with deep emotion said firmly, “Rosie lives!” And then he began to sing: “My wild Irish Rose, the sweetest flower that grows . . .” One person joined in, then another, and another. Finally, everyone present was joyfully singing what someone later described as “The most beautiful Easter hymn ever sung in our church.”

George came to know first hand the meaning of resurrection, here and now.

In a sermon, Johnny Ray Youngblood, pastor of a church in Brooklyn, says: “Every time I see a man put down his bottle, there’s a resurrection goin’ on. Every time I see a woman go back to school, there’s a resurrection goin’ on. Every time I see a man hug his son, there’s a resurrection goin’ on.” (Samuel Freedman, Upon This Rock: The Miracles of a Black Church (Harper Perennial, 1994),

One family found themselves participants in a resurrection. The family was standing on the sidewalk in front of their home, watching firemen swarming in and out of the house. A grease fire had severely damaged the kitchen, and smoke was now infiltrating everything else they owned. They watched in dismay as the fire was put out—holes in walls, scorched beams, destroyed dishes—a real mess awaited them.

Suddenly a pizza delivery car pulled up next to them at the curb, and a young man hopped out, bearing a large pizza. The father of the family looked annoyed and said, “I’m afraid you’ve got the wrong address—obviously none of us ordered a pizza. Besides,” he added ruefully, “my wallet was in my jacket ... in the kitchen.” The pizza guy smiled, and shaking his head, said, “Oh I know you didn’t order this, but I saw you all standing here, and I had to do something. There’s no charge. Just try to take it easy and have something to eat.” Astonished, the family watched as the delivery man quickly returned to his car and sped off. (The story comes from Dennis C. McCarthy, The Loyalty Link [New York: John Wiley & Sons, 1997].)

Not earthshaking, not world-changing. But truly a witness of Christ’s Spirit in our midst. We can recognize the spirit behind this simple compassionate gesture and proclaim, “We have seen the risen Christ.”

The power of God’s love, a love that was able to break the bonds of death itself, is a power that works however and wherever it will in this world. The Spirit of divine love that raised Jesus from the grave does not let little things like race, sex, age, sexual orientation, nationality, tribe or creed interfere with the powerful stream of its grace. The risen Christ can appear wherever he wills; the risen Christ can make use of whomever he wills; the risen Christ can work whenever he wills.

To be sure, being a witness to Christ’s resurrection takes as many forms as there are heartbeats on this earth. The humble offer of a free pizza or the heroic risk of one’s own life for another; a hand held out to steady the steps of the very young or the very old; a hand held out to seal with a handshake a vow of peace between enemies; a helping hand to hammer and nail together a Habitat for Humanity home for the homeless. 
Scott Leckman is a surgeon in private practice.  Following the Tsunami of December 26th, 2004, Dr. Leckman took off to work with Project HOPE, a non-governmental organization that was chosen to work in the area aboard the US Navy Hospital Ship, Mercy.  He shared these words from the Indonesian Interpreter in a thank you speech to Project HOPE and the Mercy Ship Crew delivered March 14, 2005:
You’ve done healing of the body, but many of you might not be aware that the people that you’ve been treating, many of them are really among the poorest people.  They eat chicken once a year, or maybe they get fish twice a week.  That’s good.  Usually it’s just a bowl of rice and chili peppers and hot spinach.  And there has been conflict for many years, and they’re just in between—the army burns their houses and extorts them, and then the separatists kidnap them and extort them and burn their houses, and they get caught in the crossfire.  And you know you don’t have much value, and when people like that go to the hospital for treatment, they have to wait, not just a couple of hours, but maybe a couple of days.  They’re not treated with any great respect.  And then they come in here, they see you being so rich and powerful, and you treat them with so much gentleness and so much courtesy and so much kindness and it has been  enormous for their sense of self-worth and they feel valuable . . . in many cases, you see people who’ve lost their leg, and they’re leaving and smiling and they have such a sense of their self-worth.  And I don’t know how we can ever thank you. In Indonesian we say “terima kasih” which literally means accept love.  Because what it is to thank someone is to give a bit of love.  Please do accept our love.  Thank you.
2000 years of resurrection stories, and still going strong:

· Mothers from Connecticut collecting goods for children and delivering them to Appalachian single moms.
· Women knitting blankets for babies of single moms to go home from the hospital

· Women in this church and community quilting healing blankets for persons facing cancer and other serious illnesses

· The stories of resurrection in this church alone would take years tell. 

We are the ones—the ones who come to church today to be a witness—we are the ones who must point out resurrections to the hopeless. We are the ones who must live out our own true selves, our glorious resurrected selves, now today. We are the ones who must share our own resurrection stories with others who are still hiding in the tomb, afraid to step out into the fresh air, even though the stone has been rolled away. We are the ones who are beneficiaries of God’s death-defying love; thus we are the glorious ones who can live in the world in such a way that anyone can see and hear love and resurrection power.

Morning Edition, April 10, 2009 · Camilo Jose Vergara has seen the face of God all across America — and he's photographed it, too. 

The photographer has taken hundreds of thousands of pictures, many of them focusing on the different ways that Americans depict Jesus. Vergara says that it was the variety of the images that initially drew him to the subject.

"There were Christs that were white and blue-eyed, and there were Christs that were African and there were Christs that were clearly Latino," the artist explains. "Some of them were very accomplished pieces of work, and some of them were very rough. And, you know, I like them both."

One photograph in the series shows a giant Jesus of Nazareth airbrushed on a wall, carrying a cross. In the foreground, a homeless man hunches over a shopping cart, pushing with determination. 

Vergara found images of Jesus in the roughest urban areas: from Skid Row in Los Angeles to the streets of Camden, N.J. 

"Many of those images had been placed in some of the most dangerous places in America by ministers or priests [who] thought that putting the image of Christ there was a deterrent that was going to stop people from committing crime," Vergara says. "You don't mess around with Christ too much. You know, Christ still has power."

"The idea that you hear often repeated is that the church doesn't matter," Vergara observes. "What matters is that the people come together and pray to God as a community and as a group of people."

Winnie the Pooh and Piglet take an evening walk. For a long time they walk in silence. Silence like only best friends can share. 

Finally Piglet breaks the silence and asks, "When you wake up in the morning, Pooh, what's the first thing you say to yourself?" 

 "What's for breakfast?" answers Pooh and then asks. "And what do you say, Piglet?" 

Piglet says, "I say, I wonder what exciting thing is going to happen today?" 

So if you're serious about living this new resurrection life with Christ, act like it. Pursue the things over which Christ presides. Don't shuffle along, eyes to the ground, absorbed with the things right in front of you. Look up, and be alert to what is going on around Christ—that's where the action is. See things from his perspective. 

Look for all those glorious resurrections and celebrate!

Christ is risen!
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