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Easter Sunday 

  
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. (Luke 24:1-12) 

  

“I am the resurrection and I am life. Those who believe in me, even though they 

die, will live, and everyone who lives and believes in me will never die. Do you 

believe this?” (John 11:25)   

 

 

One time a Sunday school teacher asked his young students, “If I sold my house and my car, had 

a big garage sale, and gave all my money to the church, would that get me into heaven?” “NO!” 

the children all answered. “If I cleaned the house every day, mowed the yard, and kept 

everything neat and tidy, would that get me into heaven?” Once more they all answered, “NO!”  

“Well, then, if I were kind to animals and gave candy to all the children and loved my wife, 

would that get me into heaven?” he asked them. Again, they answered, “NO!” “Well,” he 

continued, thinking they were more theologically sophisticated than he had given them credit for, 

“Then how can I get into heaven?” And a five-year-old boy shouted out, “You gotta be dead!” 

 

Jesus was dead. Of that we can be sure. He died on a Friday afternoon around 3:00 p.m. A man 

named Joseph of Arimathea went to Pilate, the Roman governor of Judea, and asked for Jesus’ 

body. Before the sabbath began, he took the body down from the cross, wrapped it in a linen 

cloth, and laid it in a tomb carved out of rock. The women who had followed Jesus so faithfully 

to the foot of the cross saw where Jesus had been laid. 
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Very early on Sunday morning, at dawn, those same women came back to the tomb, prepared to 

anoint his body. It was Mary Magdalene, Joanna, Mary the mother of James and some other 

women. Their first clue that something was amiss was the fact that the stone had been rolled 

away from the tomb. Then, when they went inside, they saw that Jesus’ body was missing.   

 

They were pretty confused, until two angels in dazzling clothes stood beside them and said, 

“Why are you looking for the living among the dead? He is not here, but has risen. Do you 

remember now how Jesus told you this would happen?” Yes, they did remember and went back 

to the disciples, telling them the good news. But the disciples would not believe them and 

claimed they made it up. All but Peter, who ran to the tomb, looked in, saw the linen cloths by 

themselves and went home amazed. 

 

To logical minds, it doesn’t make sense, does it? It’s just a nice fairy tale concocted by Jesus’ 

followers to keep the whole thing going. After all, dead men don’t go about visiting their friends.  

Then again, maybe this crazy little tale rings a bell. Maybe this implausible story is told because 

something inside us senses that it’s true. The resurrection story reminds us that there is 

something beyond the grave. Death is not the final story. New birth happens in the midst of 

agony, and love cannot be stopped. Easter is the celebration of what our hearts already know to 

be true; that resurrection – life, death and rebirth – is the story of our world, and it is the story of 

each one of our lives. 

 

One of the most wonderful images of resurrection is the butterfly. A butterfly begins its life as a 

tiny egg, which hatches into a caterpillar. After the caterpillar reaches its full size, it forms a 

protective shell called a chrysalis. Inside the chrysalis, an amazing change occurs. The wormlike 

caterpillar first turns into a liquid before becoming a butterfly. The shell then breaks open, and 

the adult butterfly comes out. The insect expands its wings and soon flies off to find a mate and 

produce another generation of butterflies. What kind of amazing God do we have who can make 

such colorful and beautiful creatures! 

 

I don’t understand how it all happens. I can’t explain it. All I know is that one day those pesky 

caterpillars emerge from the chrysalis transformed into butterflies that are completely free. But 

that new life only comes after the death of being held in the chrysalis for anywhere from a few 

days to a year, depending on the species.   

 

I will never forget the six weeks I spent in South Carolina as part of a renewal leave I took 

almost fifteen years ago. The very first day I ran along the beach and was followed by a pack of 

butterflies. I’m not kidding! Hundreds of butterflies were flitting around, flirting with me. There 

was nothing I could do to escape them. They followed wherever I went. I could just imagine 

them saying to me, “Come on, Laurie. Lighten up. It’s time to play. We want to help you find a 

new life and be free.” Every day for six weeks, the butterflies were waiting for me at the beach to 

remind me that I, too, can be transformed.   

 

This death and resurrection is not just something that happened to one man two thousand 

years ago. The resurrection story also gives meaning to the present. In fact, Jesus invites you 

and me to new life every day, as long as we understand that crucifixion comes before 

resurrection. You gotta be dead before you can experience eternal life. Jesus had to suffer and die 
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first. And he died on a cross, one of the most awful methods of execution ever devised. There’s 

no way to water down this gospel. Meaning is found through suffering love. Jesus gave up his 

life so that you and I could have new life in the present.   

 

If we respond to Jesus, if we want this new life, Jesus will change us and readjust our priorities.  

When we claim our birthright as beloved children of God and become part of a faith community, 

we come here to seek comfort, consolation, and hope. But we also get something far better: the 

opportunity for a second chance and the good fortune to reach out to a hurting world by 

embracing our own pain and suffering. We get discipleship. We get the opportunity to carry our 

cross. We get the chance to be crucified with Christ. We get a chance to rise from the ashes of 

our own spiritual death.
1.

 

 

Please, don’t misunderstand. This Jesus did not rise from the dead to fulfill all of our desires. If 

we think Jesus is going to give us everything we want, we’re mistaken. The risen one yearns to 

give us new life, but not new life as we may want it. Jesus did not rise from the dead to stroke 

our narcissistic egos. In fact, if we meet the risen Christ and decide to follow this Jesus, we’ll 

discover needs we never knew we had. 

 

Jesus rose from the dead to rearrange our needs, to transform our desires. Frankly, I don’t think 

Jesus is the least bit interested in your wish for the latest cell phone. He’s not concerned about 

your desire to upgrade your car or your house, or whether you should purchase a Mac or a PC.  

Jesus doesn’t care whether you make a fashion statement every time you walk out the door. But 

Jesus is most interested in what you’re going to do with your life. He is most curious about what 

you are going to do with your money. He can’t wait to see what you are going to do about your 

neighbor who is ill, or about your child who needs someone to listen to them, or about the 

citizens of Flint who have no clean water, or about the millions of refugees in this world who are 

fleeing persecution and violence.   

 

Are you willing to be transformed? Are you willing to die to everything in you that does not 

conform to God’s image? Are you willing to be a wounded healer, to use your pain and suffering 

to care for others and seek justice around the world? Are you willing to leave the safety of the 

chrysalis of your current life and risk becoming a new person? Do you want to be truly free as a 

butterfly? 

 

The resurrection story gives meaning to the present, but it also brings hope for the future.  

The resurrection is not only the pivotal event of the Christian faith; it’s the pivotal event of our 

world. If there were no resurrection, sins would not be forgiven, salvation would not be 

available, death would be the end, and hope would be a fallacy. The resurrection means death 

will not win; violence will not win; hate will not win; racism will not win; those with the most 

toys will not win; those with the most weapons will not win; disease will not win; child abuse 

will not win; terrorism will not win; the powerful will not win. 

 

Life wins. The poor will have their needs met. The hungry will be full. Those who lost loved 

ones last week in the Brussels bombings will be consoled. The depressed will laugh again. The 

rejected will be invited to the heavenly banquet. Those who need a second chance will be 

forgiven. And the prodigal sons and daughters will be welcomed home with open arms.  
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If the truth be told, many of us are scared to death that Easter might be true. Dare we ever think 

resurrection can happen to us? Are we afraid of death, or are we afraid of being raised from the 

dead? Are we afraid of all the busyness in our lives, or are we afraid of what might happen when 

we have time to confront the emptiness of our spirits? Are we afraid of losing our health, or are 

we afraid of the health and wholeness offered to us through Jesus Christ? Are we afraid of losing 

our job, or are we afraid of the unwanted intrusion of the Holy Spirit, which can give us new life 

even if, especially if, we lose our job? As a congregation, are we afraid of the uncertainly of our 

new multi-site at Berkley, or are we afraid of what it might do to our comfortable congregational 

life if we boldly followed God’s call into an unknown future? 

 

Resurrection beings hope for the future. No matter how terrible the past has been, no matter how 

grim the present seems, there is hope for the future. For new life can and does come out of the 

worst of situations. 

 

Have any of you seen the movie Patch Adams? Patch Adams is based on a true story about a 

man who rises from the ashes of his former life to become a physician. Patch Adams, played by 

the late Robin Williams, wants to bring healing and hope to people who are ill by making them 

laugh. He’s a doctor who doesn’t look, act or think like any doctor we’ve ever known.   

 

Patch falls in love with a fellow medical student, but after she tragically dies, Patch is filled with 

anger at God and blames himself for causing her death. As he agonizes over his future, Patch 

hikes out to a cliff overlooking a broad valley. There he talks with God. “So what now, huh? 

What do you want from me, (God)? I could do it. We both know you wouldn’t stop me. So 

answer me, please. Tell me what you’re doing. Okay. Let’s look at the logic. You create (people) 

man. (We) man suffer(s) enormous amounts of pain and die(s). Maybe you should have had a 

few more brainstorming sessions prior to creation. You rested on the seventh day. Maybe you 

should have spent that day on compassion. You know what? You’re not worth it.” And then, out 

of nowhere, a butterfly appears. And with it, new life. Transformation. Hope. 

 

Sometimes, it’s easier just to remain in the chrysalis, isn’t it. It’s a lot more convenient to dismiss 

the resurrection story as an idle tale. No need to change; no need to confront the inner darkness; 

no need to find meaning in the suffering; no need to give up bitterness; no need to die to the old 

life. But in order to experience resurrection, you gotta be dead. In order to be transformed into 

the freedom of a butterfly, you have to be willing to enter the grave of your own darkness and 

rise from the tomb of your pain.   

 

Some of you today may feel as if you are going into the tomb. All you see is hopelessness, 

despair, agony. You want to crawl into that chrysalis so that life can’t hurt you anymore. But 

know that as you lie fallow, God is working in you to bring resurrection and new life. You are 

being transformed. 

 

Others of you are just emerging from the tomb this morning. The shell of your chrysalis cracks, 

and the head emerges. You push your legs out and pull the rest of your body free. You use your 

muscles to pump air and blood through your body and wings. An hour after leaving the shell, 

you’re ready to fly. You’re a butterfly, and you are free.   
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Wherever you are this morning, know this: we are all part of the same process. Death is real but 

is simply a doorway to a new birth. Suffering, humiliation and death are part of the story, but 

they are not the end of the story.   

 

Resurrection means life wins. The poor will have their needs met. The hungry will be full. Those 

who have lost loved ones anywhere will be consoled. The depressed will laugh. The rejected will 

be invited to the heavenly banquet. Those who need a second chance will be forgiven. And the 

prodigal sons and daughters will be welcomed home with open arms.  

 

When you were a kid, did you ever chase a butterfly around the backyard with a net? You also 

had a jar because you wanted to keep it forever. But, if you were lucky enough to snag a 

butterfly in the first place, eventually, your parents told you that you couldn’t keep it, because if 

the butterfly stayed in the jar, it would die. Butterflies are meant to be free. Butterflies are a 

symbol of the new life Jesus offers to you and me through the resurrection. Today, in this place, 

right now: are you willing to be transformed? Are you willing to let go of whatever holds you 

back from receiving God’s grace? If so, then you, too, can be free. Hallelujah, Christ is risen! 

 

 

 

 
 1.“It’s Hard to be Seeker-Sensitive When You Work for Jesus,” William Willimon, Circuit Rider, Sept.-Oct. 2003, pp. 4-5.   

 

 

 

  


