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The world woke Sunday and nothing had changed. 
The virus still menaced, the people, estranged. 
 
“Pooh pooh to the saints,” the world was grumbling. 
“They’re finding out now that no Easter is coming. 
 
“They’re just waking up! I know just what they’ll do! 
Their mouths will hang open a minute or two, 
And then all the saints will all cry boo-hoo. 
 
“That noise,” said the world, “would be something to hear.” 
So it paused and the world put a hand to its ear. 
 
And it did hear a sound coming through all the skies. 
It started down low, then it started to rise. 
 
Each saint in each nation, the tall and the small, 
Was celebrating Jesus in spite of it all! 
 
“It came without bonnets, it came without bunnies, 
It came without egg hunts, cantatas, or money.” 
 
Then the world thought of something it hadn’t before. 
“Maybe Easter,” it thought, “doesn’t come from a store. 
Maybe Easter, perhaps, means a little bit more.” 
 

The Schulze family sent this poem by Christian 
Education blogger Kristi Bothur this week, and 
when I read it, I thought “this is exactly what I’ve 
been thinking this week!”….but put to such witty 
Dr. Suisse rhyme.  

My thoughts this week started coming with a 
headline in the New York Times that grabbed my 
attention that read; If Liquor Stores Are Essential, 
Why Isn’t Church? 

This headline captures the remarks of a Kentucky 
district court official who, after allowing a drive-in 

Easter service to take place in a church parking 
lot, stated: “If beer is essential (thump) so is 
Easter!” 

This got me thinking about what constitutes 
Easter…what allows and doesn’t allow us to have 
one?  Of course Easter would come whether 
these good folk of Kentucky met for a drive-in 
service in a parking lot or not, but what makes 
Easter, Easter? 

I know some of us celebrated Easter by 
decorating eggs as usual.  Some of us watched 
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our Easter service by Facebook or the link that 
was emailed. Some of us held Zoom or Facetime 
gatherings with family and friends.   

But the truth is, Easter is even much bigger than 
all of this, and really, if we are paying attention, 
the risen Christ is resurrected for us all the time, 
through many means, not just one day a year. 

Whether we notice it or not there is a reason to 
celebrate the risen Christ every morning. 

When I visited Varanasi India I was struck by the 
Sadhus on the Ganges. Every morning they sound 
the conch shells at sunrise as religious pilgrims 
come down to the water to repent and take 
notice of the sacred in their midst.  

I think we here in the United States do something 
when we go to camp. Linda Buchs-Hammonds 
sent a note this weak about a small deep, deep, 
blue marble that she was given many years ago at 
a camp vesper’s service to help her remember 
her commitment to care for the Earth. She has it 
to this day. 

We humans seem to need small blue marbles to 
hold and remind us of the living Christ; the tactile 
reminder of the wisdom shared and the ministry 
we’re called to. 

That day on the road to Emmaus Jesus appeared 
to those disciples, spent the night, and it wasn’t 
until he broke bread with them that they caught a 
glimpse, just a glimpse, that Christ was actually 
with them. And then the most astounding thing, 
to me, is that then he disappears.  

It seems he’s with them just long enough for 
them to realize what he is calling them to do. 

Often it takes us even more than a day and a 
night. 

If we are honest, I think most of us are more likely 
to find ourselves like the disciples at the 
beginning of this passage: preoccupied, afraid, 
caught up in the many ways Jesus had not done 
what they had expected. They were busy 

wondering what had happened to this king who 
was supposed to liberate the nation of Israel—so 
stuck on this shortsighted view that they didn’t 
even see the living Christ in their midst.   

How many times do we get stuck in our 
expectations…our dreams our disappointments?   

I’ve tried to stop comparing what would have 
been if we hadn’t had COVID-19.  If we had had 
Palm Sunday with a Palm parade or Maundy 
Thursday with the amazing service that Aaron and 
Mary Kay were planning with songs from Les 
Miserable or the Youth Sunday that would have 
been today and now postponed to May 17. 

Our High School seniors won’t have graduation 
parties and none of our Youth will be going to 
Prom, although I heard that some schools are 
trying to stream DJ’s live on Facebook even 
though kids don’t have Facebook anymore, only 
their parents do! 

But a stunning thing happened while celebrating 
the 50th Anniversary of Earth Day this week. I 
began to see Easter like I’ve never seen it. I saw 
Easter all around me—as I was asked to watch the 
earth more carefully.  I saw more birds than I ever 
have in our back yard in NE Minneapolis.  

We’ve heard about the canals clearing up in 
Venice and the skies clearing and stars appearing 
in New Delhi.  The frantic activity of our everyday 
lives has slowed to almost a screeching halt… 

And what I was calling an induced Lent has 
become an induced Easter of awareness to the 
life that had been waiting for the chance to heal, 
and redeem, and liberate itself.  

On Wednesday, I crawled on top of our church 
building for my newly established Facebook Live 
lunch hour devotional.  It was a glorious sunny 
Earth Day morning, and as I sat next to our solar 
panels, I realized how much life and death has 
gone into them.  So much death has had to come 
to inspire us to bring about these new 
technologies, these new ways of being and living.  
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These solar panels come after the death of 
hundreds of species, floods, and forest fires, all 
amounting to a clear cry for repentance; for a 
turning toward a new way of living that we are 
just starting to dare to live.  

The panels themselves take in the brilliant light 
and blessing of God, and the source of all life. 
They absorb and take it in, and then, make 
manifest this light. They take in this life giving 
force and share it with the world—cranking it out 
back into the grid—into the web of life that brings 
light and water to our sinks, and keeps our food 
cool, and our houses warm.  Every kilowatt is 
literally a resurrection of light that could have 
died, but instead was shared with a grid of new 
life.  

These are the kinds of ideas you get when you 
read scripture on the roof!        

But isn’t it miraculous what we can do if just for a 
glimpse we see the ways of the living Christ in our 
midst and the invitation and calling; not the awe 
inspiring, holy Hannah, blowing your mind, I need 
to go tell someone, kind of presence that sits 
waiting for us on a rooftop, or along a road, or 
just around the corner. 

Christ’s presence is ready to appear, even if in just 
a glimpse; enough for us to drop what we’re 
doing as those disciples did and in the middle of 
night go, running to tell us; “Christ is alive!” Every 
bird and every star I imagine, would love to tell 
us, “Christ is alive and breathing.” 

And in this strange and unusual time we have the 
chance, just maybe, as the skies clear to see a 
little farther than we have for a long time, and 
breathe a little deeper, air that is a little cleaner. 
And possibly see into our future just a little 
further.  

On Friday for my lunchtime devotional I read a 
newly published Children’s Story about Greta 
Thunberg, the 15-year-old who started the 
climate strikes that are observed by young people 

all over the world in front of government 
buildings every Friday.  

Last September, hundreds of thousands of youth 
across the world rallied as Greta Thunberg 
showed up on the shores of New York to appear 
in front of the United Nations grand assembly. 
She came by solar powered boat, across the 
ocean to wake us like a prophet from this next 
generation.  

Her rally cry was clear; “I am one of the lucky 
ones, people are suffering, people are dying, 
entire eco-systems are collapsing and all you can 
talk about is money and fairy tales of eternal 
economic growth…how dare you!”  

And now as the economy slows and sends ripple 
effects out to us all, will we take this chance to 
see, maybe some of us for the first time, how 
much we need an Easter? Will we see how 
essential it is to pause, and see how death might 
bring about new life and a way forward for 
resurrection? Will we see how we need 
resurrection to fuel new economies of hope; 
economies that take into account how much we 
are entirely attached to one another whether we 
like it or not?  

Because at this time, reminders of that thread 
that connects us together is even more vibrant 
than ever.  

We are no exception; a virus doesn’t see borders 
or GDP.   

Now that the night skies are clearer, now that gas 
is cheaper, and the junk mail has ceased to fire 
hose us with the life of a zealous economy.  As 
the dust of our busy lives settles, do we see each 
other clearer?   

Will we stop to take in the view, reach into that 
darkness and find what is there, deep in the 
night? We will find EMTs and nurses working 
round the clock.   We’ll find great suffering, and 
pain and turmoil; angry people protesting, 
children striking. And deep beneath it all, I 
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believe, we’ll find a great longing for Easter. For 
Easter sunrise wisdom and trumpeter swans 
blasting a jazz symphony, calling us to attention.   
We will find a longing for an Easter that will wake 
our compassion and see like we’ve never seen 
before the intricate web of life we are apart. 

Perhaps we’ll even find how the beautiful holy 
chorus of angelic solar light can somehow 
miraculously fuel a better future for us all. 

At the edge of breaking that thread that weaves 
through us, and when tugged, reminds us…You 
are standing with us, O God, on that road to 
Emmaus, in all of creation you sing to us; through 
the birds and the air and the wild flower.   

Through Mother Earth you keep your loving arms 
around us. We’re sometimes a little slow because 
we learn in glimpses. Thank you for breaking your 
body for us—maybe this time we’ll remember. 
Amen. 

 


