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Sermon for Easter Day Year A 2020 
Life and Hope in Pandemic Easter 

 
 
Without a doubt, this is the most unique Easter  
all of us have experienced in our lifetimes. 
Last year on Easter Day, we were gathered  
in the sanctuary where I am now  
preaching to you with only my husband in attendance,  
we were wearing our best clothes,  
sitting in packed pews and listening to trumpet fanfares. 
We were waving ribbon sticks every time we spoke the word, 
Alleluia! 
The sanctuary was filled with the perfume of Easter lilies and 
tulips and azaleas. 
Children hunted for Easter eggs on our church grounds. 
We gathered to celebrate the best and boldest news ever told: 
The tomb is empty! 
Death is undone! 
Alleluia! Christ is risen! 
Christ is risen, indeed. Alleluia! 
 
The news has not changed. 
But the world around us has. 
The pain and suffering that wreaks havoc in our world  
has launched a fresh attack in the form of a new virus. 
Our children are not here to hunt for Easter eggs on our grounds. 
We are not packed into the sanctuary  
waving ribbon sticks and shouting Alleluia. 
Our churches are empty 
and we are shut up in our homes. 
 
I am not the first to suggest that perhaps this Easter Day  
is a lot closer to conditions on that first Easter morning. 
There was no church that day. 
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The disciples were all missing in action, 
and Matthew doesn’t tell us whether they were all together 
or whether they were scattered across Judea  
while they hid in the shadows. 
Unlike the gospels of Mark and Luke, 
Matthew says nothing about why the two Marys were going to the tomb. 
There is no mention of bringing spices to embalm Jesus’ body. 
Were they going simply to weep at the graveside? 
Or is it possible they had an inkling  
that the story of Jesus had not yet come to a close? 
Is it possible the women came to the tomb, 
not in despair, but in hope? 
Is it possible they did not come  
that first Easter morning expecting to find a dead body? 
I don’t have answers to these questions. 
But over the years, I have learned that the gospels seem more intent on 
evoking the right questions than giving us the right answers. 
 
These times demand of us a faith that looks for hope in the graveyard. 
 
This year, Easter comes to us,  
not so much as the triumphant conclusion to Holy Week,  
but as a longing for sunrise in the middle of a Lenten nighttime  
that seems to have not end. 
For many, this Easter will be the promise they cling to as 
the darkness of death overtakes their loved ones or even themselves. 
For most of us, the stark reality of death all around us  
means that Easter will become the strength required to stand in its midst. 
 
And so I say to each of you . . . 
It’s true! It’s all true! 
Christ is risen! 
 
That is the news that needs to be resounded today. 
In some ways it’s the only thing that can be said. 
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That Jesus has been raised from the dead 
is the one piece of news you need to hear today. 
Nothing more. 
Nothing less. 
It’s the same news the angel  
told Mary Magdalene and the other Mary who went to Jesus’ tomb. 
And the angel didn’t tell them once but twice: 
He is not here. 
He has been raised. 
It was true. 
And no sooner had they taken the angel’s message to heart and left the 
tomb, then they saw Jesus. 
They touched him. 
They heard his voice. 
It was all true. 
 
Matthew doesn’t offer much more than that in his account. 
He doesn’t explain how it happened . . . only that it did. 
He is more interested in us living the truth of this story 
than in us knowing the details of how it happened. 
The truth of this story, as he tells it, is earth shaking. 
It changes the ground on which we stand 
and the way in which we live . . . and even how we die. 
 
Only just 11 days ago . . . and I have to admit, that those eleven days 
seem like nearly a lifetime ago now . . . 
a friend shared an article she found that reported that 
Pope Francis and the Archbishop of Canterbury had decided 
together to commute the celebration of Easter until some time 
in May when, perhaps, we could resume worshipping in the our 
sanctuaries with all the pews filled, the trumpets blaring 
and ribbon sticks waving and children gathering Easter eggs. 
I immediately wrote in response that I would be shocked 
if the Archbishop of Canterbury and the Pope would do such a thing. 
Why? Well first, not just because it was April Fool’s Day. 
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But most especially because, every Sunday . . .  
every single Sunday, the first day of the week, 
when the church gathers to worship we are celebrating Easter— 
we are celebrating the resurrection of Christ. 
Christians are an Easter people. 
The One who was crucified is alive, he is risen! 
This means that as the apostle Paul wrote  
Neither death, nor life, nor angels, nor rulers,  
nor things present, nor things to come,  
nor powers, nor height, nor depth, 
nor anything else in all creation,  
will be able to separate us  
from the love of God in Christ Jesus our Lord. 
This is what it means to say that Christ is risen! 
 
To be loved with such a mighty love is truly beyond our 
understanding—just as resurrection is beyond our understanding. 
We can be thankful that such love does not rest on our ability to 
understand nor our ability to love. 
It rests all in the redeeming grace and power of God  
through our Savior Jesus Christ. 
That is the good news of Easter. 
That is the truth that sets us free. 
 
That is why you and I come here today. 
To celebrate the “Day of Days”—the day out of time— 
the day when Christ who is our life was revealed. 
We gather every Sunday to seek the things that are above,  
to set our minds on resurrection and life and 
the truth of Easter—life, light, joy, hope. 
To be reminded that our Lord is the light that darkness can overcome. 
 
The angel’s message to Mary Magdalene and the other Mary 
in today’s gospel is the church’s message to each of us today— 
and every day—perhaps even more so during the Corona pandemic— 
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Do not be afraid. 
He has been raised from the dead. 
 
The story is true. 
We can count on it. 
It’s for you and for me, for your life and for mine. 
It was true yesterday, it is true today, and it will be true tomorrow. 
Sometimes it takes months or even years for resurrection to free us from 
the tomb and pulls us out of the darkness but it will. 
That is the promise of today. 
God never leaves anyone in the darkness of the tomb. 
 
A robust Easter faith is not a flight from reality. 
There was nothing more real than the tomb to which the two Marys were 
drawn on that morning of our Lord’s resurrection. 
But I believe the women sensed what the gospel goes on to tell us: 
the tomb is not the only reality 
and it’s not the last word. 
 
The Easter proclamation is a reminder  
that the threat of death is finally as empty as was Jesus’ tomb. 
That doesn’t make dying easy or erase the pain of grief. 
The apostle Paul does not tell us that death isn’t real, 
but he does tell us that it has lost its fatal sting. 
We are not told that we shouldn’t grieve. 
Rather, we are told not to grieve as those who have no hope. 
We can endure the pain of separation  
we are bound to feel at home on Easter Day  
because we have the joyful expectation  
of being together again at some point in the not too distant future. 
We can endure losing the ones we love  
because we believe they are not lost to the God  
who raised Jesus from death. 
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We can endure the end of our own life 
because we believe that we will remain within the communion of saints 
who anticipate the resurrection of the body and the life everlasting. 
 
We take infinite comfort and joy from the image of  
Jesus breaking death’s gates and leading 
Adam and Eve and all their descendants  
into the sunshine of a new creation. 
 
Yes, Easter is different this year. 
But it is still Easter. 
Our church is empty but our ears of heart are full of the good news. 
 
So hear once again the good news  
and then go and tell everyone you know in word and in deed: 
Do not be afraid. 
Alleluia! Christ is risen! 
Christ is risen, indeed! Alleluia! 
 
 
 
 


