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Easter Sunday 2016 

Readings and reflections 

Reverends Caitlin O’Brien & Carolyn Patierno 

 

John 20:11 – 16 

  

Mary stood weeping outside the tomb.  As she wept, she bent over to look 

into the tomb; and she saw two angels in white, sitting where the body of 

Jesus had been lying, one at the head and the other at the feet.  They 

said to her,  

 

“Woman, why are you weeping?”   

 

She said to them:   

 

“They have taken away my Lord, and I do not know where they have laid 

him.”   

 

When she had said this, she turned around and saw Jesus standing there, 

but she did not know that it was Jesus.  Jesus said to her,  

 

“Woman, why are you weeping?  Whom are you looking for?”   

 

Supposing him to be the gardener, she said to him,  

 

“Sir, if you have carried him away, tell me where you have laid him and I 

will take him away.”   

 

Jesus said to her, “Mary!”   

 

She turned and said to him, “Rabbi!”   

 

 

 

 

 

Carolyn:  I always wonder why the angels in this story ask Mary why she is 

weeping.  How can they ask?  How could they not know?   

 

And for that matter, how about Jesus?  How can he ask Mary why she is 

weeping?  Is he teasing her?  Neither the angels nor Jesus call her by her 

proper name.   
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“Woman, why are you weeping?”   

 

Until finally Jesus calls her by name: 

 

“Mary!” 

 

Not surprisingly, it is not until Jesus calls Mary by name that she recognizes 

her teacher.  The veil lifts.   

 

She is able to see Jesus standing before her.   

 

“Rabbi!”   

 

We wrap ourselves in the silky but confining tendrils of change for a whole 

host of reasons: because we are growing up and finding our place in the 

world or because our heart has been shattered.  Either way, we are 

called, in the words of the poet, to “practice resurrection”.  (Wendell 

Berry)  But many Unitarian Universalists suspiciously circle around this idea.   

 

But think about it: we work so hard to rise up anew.  With resolute 

acknowledgment we reckon with the truth:  our old self will not do.  Our 

old self no longer works.  We hew from the rock our greatest strengths and 

sculpt new features inspired by new learning.  That is what life requires of 

us:  new life that is born of experience. 

 

We practice resurrection.   

 

And finally, we rise up, stronger to be sure, but not without vulnerability 

that lingers around the edges.  We head home for Easter.  As we get 

closer we are met with the scent of good food, maybe a ham in the 

oven.  The table is set.  We cross the threshold of our family home and we 

realize:  

 

No one recognizes me.   

 

No one understands who I have become.   

 

No one knows why I needed to claim this new version of me.    

 

When I returned home for Easter at the age of twenty-one, I had had my 

first peek into a world beyond the one in which I had been raised.  

Fortunately, that world had not shattered me.   Indeed my childhood was 

the too-rare one:  loving, safe and secure.  But I knew I needed to take 

flight and so I did … much as I loved my family.  
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So I when I returned and crossed the threshold I was no longer Catholic.  I 

was a freshly minted feminist, a vegetarian, with a new style, and a head 

full of big ideas.  I sat across from my uncle – one of the smartest people I 

know – blathering on about God knows what, waiting for dinner to be 

ready – most of which I would not be eating because – and it bears 

repeating I’m a vegetarian now – all while smoking … a clove cigarette.  

Uncle Andrew waited patiently.  Bided his time and then at the perfect 

moment, “You know what, Carr?  How about we just stick a few of your 

clove cigarettes into the ham?”    

 

My uncle called me by my name and while who I was becoming was still 

very much in the making, I was reminded from whence I came.  My uncle 

called my name using a strategy heavily leaned upon in my family system: 

he busted my chops.  (That’s what we called it in New Jersey.) 

 

Easter reminds us of life born again.  Easter reminds us that in the wake of 

terrible devastation, new hope rises up.  We are reminded that although 

blinded by grief, our loved ones call us back to life by calling our names. 

When we emerge changed from new experiences we practice 

resurrection, those we love will look into our faces and call us by our 

names:   

 

Meghan!  Chris!  Sean!  Caitlin!    

 

Caitlin:  My dad would sometimes wake us up by blasting music.  On 

Easter Sunday, it was Handel’s Messiah.  Imagine you’re deep in slumber 

and you’re jolted out of bed by this: (snippet of Hallelujah chorus).  It was 

startling, but kind of magical.  And it went nicely with the rest of the day’s 

magic, 

 

 which had followed a Lenten season of soulful connection  

to Jesus’ story…his suffering and his bravery.    

 

Easter Sunday -- I remember how the tinsel in our baskets sparkled 

on the dining room table.  I remember lilies and daffodils.  And 

though I’ve been a vegetarian for 14 years now, I still love the smell 

of that baked ham on Easter. 

 

Still loving the smell of something I don’t eat anymore is kind of a 

metaphor for my Catholic memories in general.  I hold dear the essence, 

but the daily bread I’ve chosen in Unitarian Universalism works better for 

me.   
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And as I see it, your faith path is ultimately about what works… 

to help you build a bridge to deeper connections  

beyond yourself (divine or not).    

 

 

Your end of the bridge has to plug in to your unique shape  

To give you a container for your values,  

inspiration to live into those values,  

and a community to walk with 

you.   

 

A couple weeks ago, close friends and I celebrated our 20-year 

anniversary of having met in a Catholic volunteer corps.  Waiting at the 

airport for our flights home, a devout Catholic man sat next to us. The 

conversation was friendly and familiar at first (where’d you go to college?  

Oh, gotta love those Jesuits, etc.)… 

 

  

..but when he learned we weren’t all practicing Catholics anymore, 

he said something about communion (remember, middle schoolers, that 

we talked about communion last week: it is the sharing of bread that re-

enacts Jesus’ last supper, and it is a very important ritual in many Christian 

communities); he said because I don’t receive it anymore, I had turned 

away from Jesus.  

 

(Deep breaths, Caitlin)   

 

I told him I don’t see faith in that black or white way. 

Attempting the high road of a smile, my heart beating a mile a minute, I 

told him I believe there are many ways up the mountain,  

many bridges to the beyond.   

I told him that I carry Jesus’ story with me in my ministry  

and in the mothering of my children.  

 

As we all gathered our bags to scramble to our gates, I sensed him 

looking for my eyes.  When I looked at him, he said, “God bless.”    

 

Here’s the thing:  Nobody, not a stranger at an airport,  

not a loved one who knew you when, can tell you  

if the faith of your upbringing lives on within you or not. 

 That’s yours to discern, your story to tell. 

And I encourage parents of children to make a point of 

telling your faith story to your children.  They want to hear it. 
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When Easter rolls around, I see it as my holiday.   

I love hearing the readings, the smells and the sounds  

that have formed me as a person from Spring to Spring.    

 

Like Farfellina, I think I see Easter as an old friend who looks a little 

different to me now.  A friend who reminds me of home,  

  but is taking me somewhere new.  

 

And for me, that somewhere new is about holding  

the precious story of Jesus while also looking around the world  

at what other faiths and cultures are up to this time of year.   

 

It’s the March equinox (Rev Carolyn will demonstrate with this fabulous 

globe).   

 

This week, the sun shines directly on the equator 

 making the length of day and night almost 

equal.  

 

Our position toward the sun brings about fall for the southern 

 hemisphere below the equator,  

and spring for us in the northern hemisphere.   

 

 

Pagan communities celebrate fall in the south through May-bun, and 

celebrate Oh-stara in the North.  

  

People all over the world mark this plantetary shift 

 through their faith and culture. 

 

From Lee-choon in China  

 

to O-higan in Japan  

 

and Holi in India,  

 

No-ruz in Iran, and Passover in Israel,  

 

people are naming this season  

and hanging their most precious stories and rituals upon it.   

 

Harmony Day in Australia, 

  

Independence Day in Namibia,  
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Human Rights Day in South Africa,  

 

and the Day of the Sea in Bolivia.  

 

The dates of all of these holidays are calculated  

according to the March equinox,   

a simultaneous world-wide response…   

 

And here in the United States,  

folks like you are reaching into their roots  

           to celebrate these holidays, …feeling called by name to do so.    

 

I love the Easter story.  It’s a part of me.  It’s mine.  It moves me.   

 

And so does this bird’s eye view of a world  

responding in a million languages to the seasonal movement  

of forces much greater than us.   

 

In my humble, imperfect mind, I figure that if there is God,  

this is the view that this God takes in every spring,  

never landing and staying with one particular culture or story, 

but becoming known to all of us through all of it.   

  

 

Caitlin:    It is Easter morning at All Souls:   

 

Carolyn:  Hear us calling your name.  

 

 

 


