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How dare we? 

 

How dare we come into this church on this Easter morning with our shouts of “Alleluia! Christ is 

risen!” How dare we proclaim resurrection, new life, in a world like this? How dare we? 

 

I sometimes wonder what in the world any of us could possibly say that will make the news of 

Easter have any meaning for anybody. Just because we say it, why should anyone believe it? Log 

onto the internet, or pick up a newspaper, or turn on the radio or television, and wonder: does the 

Christian message of resurrection have any credibility in our world? I expect I’m not the only 

person here to wonder about that from time to time. Take a look around “across the world, across 

the street” as one of our hymns suggests, and just try to find evidence of any reason why we 

should make such an audacious claim. 

 

And yet here we are, proclaiming the “good news” that Christ is risen from the dead, alleluia. 

How dare we? How dare we be so presumptuous as to think we can offer the immediate or far-

flung world any kind of message of hope, let alone speak of something as radical as 

“resurrection”? What in the world do we think we’re doing, proclaiming new life? Maybe we 

should all just go home, have a nice Easter meal, and call it a day. 

 

I expect most of us didn’t come here this morning thinking that we were doing something 

particularly bold or daring. It’s not so difficult, after all, to participate in this liturgy, to see and 

smell the flowers and the incense, to view the beauty of the church, to hear the glorious music 

and sing the beloved hymns – all of it due to the efforts of many, many people! I don’t mean to 

suggest that any of that isn’t important or meaningful – it certainly is.  

 

But the rubber only hits the road when we leave here (and I’m not speaking of what happens 

when we drive home in our cars). You see, far too many people believe that the true meaning of 

Easter is only limited to an event that happened two thousand years ago; or they think that 

resurrection is about going to heaven when we die. We can hardly blame them; after all, for too 

long the church has preached and taught that the afterlife, and not this life, is the point of 

following Jesus; worse still, too many in the church have focused on individual salvation at the 

expense of the common good. We have not done a very good job of preaching and teaching how 

to live like Jesus for the salvation of the world in this life.  

 Resurrection isn’t something that began and ended on a hill and in a tomb outside 

Jerusalem.  

 Resurrection isn’t what keeps us from the wrath of everlasting hell.  

 Resurrection is about new life in the here and now; new life not only for those who call 

themselves Christians, but for all of creation.  

There are some who would be surprised to hear that because sadly, the public face of Christianity 

in our time seems to say otherwise, often portraying our faith tradition as judgmental, mercenary, 

and hypocritical, failing in love and disinterested in justice.  

No wonder the Church’s joyous acclamation “Alleluia, Christ is risen!” so often rings hollow. 

The world around us is a horribly troubled place, locally and globally; far too many people are 



coping with far too much grief and poverty and warfare and oppression. Yet we keep on 

proclaiming resurrection. How dare we? 

  

This past Monday evening I, along with hundreds more from our diocese and beyond, 

participated in an event called CROSSwalk. If you are a member of St. Giles you’ve seen it 

promoted for weeks in our parish emails. Those of you not on our email list may have seen 

footage of it on television newscasts or websites. We walked 4 miles, from St. James Cathedral 

at Huron and Wabash – an area of the city that speaks privilege, wealth, and reasonable safety – 

to the lawn at Stroeger Hospital, where most of the young victims of gun and other violence in 

the city of Chicago are brought and from which far too many of them are not released alive.  

We stopped along the way at Daley Plaza, and again at Old St. Pat’s Roman Catholic Church. 

We prayed, we sang, we heard testimonies from the grief-stricken parents of some of the 

region’s young victims; and we resolved that this would not be a once and done event, something 

we could all do and then go home and feel good about. Rather, we resolved that CROSSwalk 

would be the beginning of an intentional, concerted effort for Christians to speak against, and to 

engage in action to end the root causes of, the senseless, systemic violence that has claimed the 

lives of so many of the young residents of our urban neighborhoods, most of them young men of 

color.  

 

We undertook this walk at the beginning of Holy Week and yes, the shadow of Good Friday 

loomed over us. Crosses, some of them homemade, led and accompanied us. More than once the 

sentiment was expressed that each time someone takes up a weapon and commits an act of 

deadly violence, Christ is crucified all over again. But we resolved to begin to bring Easter hope 

to a segment of our region’s population for whom Good Friday is an ongoing experience. 

 

Jesus was born into a violent world; he lived, taught and ministered in a violent world; and he 

died at the hands of a violent world. Yet in all of that, he never stopped loving, he never stopped 

reconciling – even to the point of forgiving his killers as he was dying on that cross – and he 

never, ever, ever stopped speaking truth to power. In all the history of the world there has never 

been a more effective or convincing statement of truth to power than Jesus’ death and 

resurrection. And that, my friends, is how we dare. 

 

That is how we dare to be the message of hope for all those who, like Mary Magdalene, come 

weeping to whatever “tomb” houses their dead hopes or vanished dreams or tragic losses; their 

worst fears, imagined or realized. We dare not do otherwise. Because if there’s one thing Jesus’ 

resurrection proves it’s that God isn’t done with us or our world. God will never be “done” with 

us. 

 

So we persist. We keep coming back, not just today but week after week (because after all, the 

good news is an ongoing message). We come back because we believe we have something to 

offer a hurting and hurtful world; a bit of healing, a shred of hope, And because we also believe 

we have words of truth to speak to power. Having seen the risen Lord we know that death is not 

the final word; that violence, injustice, war, poverty – all those horrible “powers” that afflict the 

world – are not part of God’s plan and will not ultimately triumph. 

 



 “By the grace of God,” Paul writes to the Christian in Corinth, “I am what I am and his grace 

toward me has not been in vain.” Neither has God’s grace to us been in vain; it is by that grace 

that we are what we are and who we are. By the grace of God we, like Mary Magdalene, can go 

forth and say “I have seen the Lord.” By the grace of God, we can dare to hope, and to proclaim 

resurrection; to bring Easter to a Good Friday world.  

 

New life doesn’t come easy. It takes work, and commitment, and the patience and faith to 

understand that God’s purposes are not accomplished overnight, or over the space of a single 

person’s lifetime. But those divine purposes will be accomplished. And so, by the grace of God, 

we dare to go forth into God’s world and proclaim: 

 

Alleluia, Christ is risen! 

The Lord is risen indeed. Alleluia! 

 


