
Our day starts in darkness.  
 

I walk the deserted graveyard, awake to the death around me and 
within me…and awake to the light slipping quietly over the tops of the 

trees, startling the birds into song and coaxing diamonds to the 

water’s surface. Awake to the foolish promise offered to God’s people.   
 

Nothing is as it should be. In the shadows of despair the people of 

Israel wake and look out on the land of their captivity. On the surface 
it all looks the same. Familiar sights and yet underneath there is a 

deep unsettledness, a grief and a longing; a homesick heartbreak for 
all that has been. 

 

The people Jeremiah speak to are in exile, stripped from their land, 
their people, their temple and feasts, from the relationships that once 

sustained them - and they have cried out “How will we sing the Lord’s 

song in this strange land”  How will we worship and live as God’s 
people when we are so far from home?  

  
“The temple is destroyed, the land promised to the descendants of 

Abraham is no more. Only a fool would speak now of the God of all 

Israel. Only a fool would proclaim, in the face of the death of all 
expectations, all hopes and dreams, that we shall be God's people.”1 - 

That we will sing and dance together once more, that one day soon the 
sentinels will call and we will go forth and worship God once more in 

Zion. This is Jeremiah’s foolish vision of hope.  

 
Nothing is as it should be. The women arrive to the tomb early, 

perhaps in faith, those who had pondered in their heart the words of 

Jesus that he would rise, perhaps in grief, carrying the dashed hopes 
of their people on their bowed shoulders. They come in secret as the 

new day dawns, leaving the locked doors of the houses, the isolation 
that fear has brought them to after the horror of the crucifixion. They 

come to anoint, to bear witness, to mourn.  

 
Jesus’ body has been destroyed, the future promised to the disciples 

seems to be no more. Only a fool would proclaim, in the face of the 

death of all expectations, hopes and dreams - a Resurrection reality. 
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Nothing is as it should be… we stand on this Easter day aware of our 

homesickness, aware that we have been stripped of our relationships, 
our touchstones, our patterns of worship and our dreams of how 

things would be, we are isolated, tired, confused and uncertain about 

what the future might hold. In the midst of all that we carry and the 
suffering that surrounds us, only a fool would proclaim, in the face of 

the death of all hopes and dreams a joy-filled Easter celebration.  

 
John Holbert lifts up the question on our hearts as he says “How can 

we shout hallelujah to the Risen Lamb when countless brothers and 
sisters are sick and dying? Is there not something wrong in such 

celebration?  

No! We must celebrate the foolishness of God, most especially when 
celebration seems so incongruent. The Easter God announces to us: I 

have loved you with an unending love.  

 
We sing Our Hallelujahs despite a world that is hardly inclined to sing 

and finds very little to sing about. We sing because we know that there 
is another way, a world where death is not the final word. Like 

Jeremiah we need to look squarely in the face of the world's horror and 

hopelessness. We need to shout “Christ is risen!” Because the God who 
raised Jesus from the dead, loves us with an everlasting love and will 

always, always continue to be faithful to us.”2  
 

The women come to the tomb and just like the shepherds at Jesus’s 

birth an Angel greets them and says do not be afraid. Do not be afraid, 
Jesus is not here, he is risen.  

  

This is the Easter message, the Easter proclamation. All of the despair 
and death of the cross, all of our lost hope, our own impatience, 

violence and fragility, all the ways we have not measured up to the 
demands of this time have been taken to the grave. And Jesus, the 

human creature and God of all creation has burst the bonds of death, 

the rocks literally crack in jubilation, the temple veil splits, the dead 
are raised and the earth rejoices for Jesus is alive, which means love 

and hope and grace and a renewed creation have begun and begin 
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again every time we let the resurrection hope roll away the stones of 
our despair and let light stream in!   

 
And we come with fear and great joy to clasp the feet of Jesus planted 

on this holy ground of Easter and we hear the message that Jesus is 

alive and goes before us. Even when we cannot see the way ahead, 
even when nothing is as it should be, we can clasp the foolish love of 

our God, knowing that we are promised that God is with us, because 

exile is not the end of the story.  
 

Homecoming, feasting, dancing, creation’s renewal and God’s 
everlasting abiding presence are the end and beginning of this story.  

 

And while this happened definitively once, in the fleshy resurrection of 
Jesus, we know that we are daily invited to practice resurrection. “It’s 

just death and resurrection, over and over again, day after day, as God 

reaches down into our deepest graves and with the same power that 
raised Jesus from the dead wrests us from our pride, our apathy, our 

fear, our anger, our hurt, and our despair.3  
 

Nothing is the same, our day starts in darkness, and yet we are closer 

than ever to that first Easter morning, for it is in the shadows of the 
graveyards we walk that we encounter the light of the risen God. 

Nothing is the same nor will ever be the same for Christ is risen in the 
very midst of our own isolation and uncertainly, our fear and grief and 

longing. And that light is beckoning us forward -To be people of joy 

and resurrection hope for this world right now. 
 

So let us we risk that foolish proclamation with Jeremiah and Mary, 

with the doubters and the zealots, that Christ has risen! That God 
loves us with an everlasting love and will never ever let us go. Today, 

let us dance for joy for we know a time is coming when we will hear the 
sweet call to join together in the homecoming feast of Gods beloved. 

 

Christ is risen! Alleluia Thanks be to God! Amen. 
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