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Sunnybrook United Church 
Our Vision: 

Being - Belonging - Becoming 

Living our lives with compassion, commitment, purpose, and meaning.  Creating a warm and 

welcoming intergenerational community of faith, while challenging one another to learn and 

grow 

 

Our Mission: 

We are a community seeking to follow Jesus the Christ. We gather in large and small groups to 

worship, celebrate, encourage and comfort one another. Living our faith, we walk humbly with 

God, caring for all with love and compassion, and pursuing justice.   

 

 
Figure 1 "The Empty Tomb," stained glass window in St. Elizabeth Catholic Church, Columbus Ohio, photo by Nheyob. Usage 

licenced under Creative Commons Attribution-Share Alike 4.0 International license. 

 

ORDER FOR PHYSICALLY DISTANT WORSHIP 

April 12, 2020 – Easter Sunday 

 

CENTERING AND CANDLELIGHTING    

 

THE STORY OF EASTER (JOHN 20:1-10) 

20 Now on the first day of the week Mary Magdalene came to the tomb early, while it was still 

dark, and saw that the stone had been taken away from the tomb. 2 So she ran and went to Simon 

Peter and the other disciple, the one whom Jesus loved, and said to them, “They have taken the 

Lord out of the tomb, and we do not know where they have laid him.” 3 So Peter went out with 

the other disciple, and they were going toward the tomb. 4 Both of them were running together, 

but the other disciple outran Peter and reached the tomb first. 5 And stooping to look in, he saw 

the linen cloths lying there, but he did not go in. 6 Then Simon Peter came, following him, and 

went into the tomb. He saw the linen cloths lying there, 7 and the face cloth, which had been on 

Jesus' head, not lying with the linen cloths but folded up in a place by itself. 8 Then the other 

disciple, who had reached the tomb first, also went in, and he saw and believed; 9 for as yet they 

did not understand the Scripture, that he must rise from the dead. 10 Then the disciples went back 

to their homes. 
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♫OPENING SONG: “This Easter Celebration” by Carolyn Winfrey Gillette 

(permission granted during the pandemic).  
 

This Easter celebration  

is not like ones we've known. 

We pray in isolation,  

we sing the hymns alone. 

We're distant from our neighbors  

— from worship leaders, too. 

No flowers grace the chancel  

to set a festive mood. 

 

No gathered choirs are singing;  

no banners lead the way. 

O God of love and promise,  

where's joy this Easter Day? 

With sanctuaries empty,  

may homes become the place 

we ponder resurrection  

and celebrate your grace. 

 

Our joy won't come from worship  

that's in a crowded room 

but from the news of women  

who saw the empty tomb. 

Our joy comes from disciples  

who ran with haste to see — 

who heard that Christ is risen,  

and then, by grace, believed. 

 

In all the grief and suffering,  

may we remember well: 

Christ suffered crucifixion  

and faced the powers of hell. 

Each Easter bears the promise:  

Christ rose that glorious day! 

Now nothing in creation  

can keep your love away. 

 

We thank you that on Easter,  
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your church is blessed to be 

a scattered, faithful body  

that's doing ministry. 

In homes and in the places  

of help and healing, too, 

we live the Easter message  

by gladly serving you. 
 
Tune: Samuel Sebastian Wesley, 1864 ("The Church's One Foundation") Text: Copyright © 2020 by Carolyn 

Winfrey Gillette. All rights reserved.Email: carolynshymns@gmail.com New Hymns: www.carolynshymns.com 

Permission is given for free use. It can be used for online worship or in online written communications from a 

church to its members.  

 

THE STORY OF EASTER: (John 20:1-10) 

Early on the first day of the week, while it was still dark, Mary Magdalene came to the tomb and 

saw that the stone had been removed from the tomb. So she ran and went to Simon Peter and the 

other disciple, the one whom Jesus loved, and said to them, ‘They have taken the Lord out of the 

tomb, and we do not know where they have laid him.’ Then Peter and the other disciple set out 

and went towards the tomb. The two were running together, but the other disciple outran Peter 

and reached the tomb first. He bent down to look in and saw the linen wrappings lying there, but 

he did not go in. Then Simon Peter came, following him, and went into the tomb. He saw the 

linen wrappings lying there, and the cloth that had been on Jesus’ head, not lying with the linen 

wrappings but rolled up in a place by itself. Then the other disciple, who reached the tomb first, 

also went in, and he saw and believed; for as yet they did not understand the scripture, that he 

must rise from the dead. Then the disciples returned to their homes.  
 

OPENING RESPONSES:  

Once captive  now free! 

Once despised  now praised!  

Once tortured now released.  

Once alone  now among friends.  

Once dead now alive! 

Christ is risen! He is Risen Indeed!(X3) 

Halleluiah! (X3) 

 

OPENING PRAYER:  
Giver of life, you did not make your people to be confined. You made us to be free.  

This Easter Sunday, as we worship with confined bodies, Let us yet live with unconfined 

spirits, unlimited hope, unrestrained joy.  

Keep us from thinking of our rooms as tombs where joy dies;  

Help us avoid treating the homes we are staying in as graves where hope is buried.  

Instead, help us see ourselves in the story  

- of how life bursts forth from the tomb 

- of how spring breaks forth from the earth,  

https://l.facebook.com/l.php?u=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.carolynshymns.com%2F%3Ffbclid%3DIwAR0zKuP0Q4GZiJ3DZuAK8jDPmvgLV2d12R6PQmLfVS-73KVW6FULkK8AX0s&h=AT0DKuKS0masuqQhW75Q3cLZkF5D31HIB0Q0g9ahP4tBbL1a2MclvSzD0bGp0f4VYIyIX4Av9SzCjskLycXYMAGA2vYzE2RC5QI3wvwKUJPj4iclVgFulrL4gCANhHxW0YGf3d4SfwlqjKLVtA&__tn__=-UK-R&c%5b0%5d=AT1C6IzMC4qH1pqMrBtIU0SNgj2HwrZfZ9AEXieGan4Y2UwCd6pjxVme7G_o_3eFjKkVOW7Ahdok2Mpn14qeWbXPMp6bgoZmtCoOCMI9rXMmWIAqfjSwCHlfgCPV3BelUQl_gUF8snfZWdLSkj0xpOW8o3L2ZmzDzu2-ywuSx4JgnOw85GI2C_5oqf04kDo
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- of how a chick breaks out from an egg, 

- of how new possibilities emerge from each moment.   

Like the first disciples,  

we are often anxious and worried about what we do not expect.   

Open us this day to the joy of new life,  

 and where hope has been long buried 

  may your love break forth into full blossom.  

 These things we pray in the name and spirit  

of the One who transformed our worst fears into joyous new life,  

and who taught us to pray saying… 

 

THE PRAYER OF JESUS 

 

SCRIPTURE READING:   
Reading the Bible is like looking out of the window and seeing everybody on the street shading their eyes with 
their hands, pointing up and very excited about something hidden from us by the roof. Something is happening 
that we can’t see happening. Or something is about to happen. Something beyond our comprehension has caught 
them up and is seeking to lead them on “from land to land for strange, intense, uncertain, and yet mysteriously 
well-planned service.” – Karl Barth, The Word of God and the Word of Men, 63 

John 20:11-18 

Mary stood weeping outside the tomb, and as she wept she stooped to look into the tomb. And 

she saw two angels in white, sitting where the body of Jesus had lain, one at the head and one 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.” Having said this, she turned 

around and saw Jesus standing, but she did not know that it was Jesus. Jesus said to her, 

“Woman, why are you weeping? Whom are you seeking?” 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 in Aramaic, “Rabboni!” 

(which means Teacher). Jesus said to her, “Do not cling to me, for I have not yet ascended to the 

Father; but go to my brothers and say to them, ‘I am ascending to my Father and your Father, to 

my God and your God.’” Mary Magdalene went and announced to the disciples, “I have seen the 

Lord”—and that he had said these things to her. 

MINISTER’S MESSAGE: “Leaving Fear Behind”  
In his message, our minister offers an informed but personal interpretation of a passage from the Bible. This 
interpretation is intended to assist, not replace, our own creative engagement with the Bible as a means through 
which God may be communicating with us. 

Early in the morning on the first day of the week, the story goes, Mary Magdalene went to the 

tomb to do the things we need to do when someone we love has died, to cherish, to cleanse, to 

anoint him with tears, to handle him with love. Still numb with grief, she arrives to find the tomb 

had been disturbed, the heavy stone which kept out both the animal and the human scavengers, 

rolled away, the tomb empty.  She assumes the most obvious explanation: the container of her 

grief has been smashed and looted, the violence of his death compounded by the desecration of 

his resting place. It would be as if one of us, our grief still fresh, went to the local cemetery to 
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visit the grave most precious, and found some vandal had flipped over the gravestone and spray 

painted vicious slurs on it, assaulting the memory of one we loved. She runs, stumbling in her 

frantic grief, back to the other disciples, “They have taken away my Lord, and I do not know 

where they have laid him!”  

 

As if the violence of Good Friday was not enough, this is the assurance that beyond the worst of 

their fears, there is more, a horror they had not even imagined. Perhaps this is a story that you 

recognize. Perhaps you have had that experience of a horror beyond the worst of your fears. 

Perhaps you were expecting the challenges of aging, but not the dementia that robs age of any 

dignity. Perhaps you were prepared for the challenges of raising teenagers, but not for the 

addiction that made relationship an impossible struggle. Perhaps you knew that the cancer would 

bring pain, but not these endless sleepless nights. Perhaps you were prepared for the annual flu, 

but not for this disruption of everything. Perhaps you were prepared for the worst of your fears, 

only to discover that there is horror in life beyond your fears.      

 

Here is what is really good news about the Easter message. It does not trivialize our fears, or the 

reality of horror in our lives. Easter is not wishful thinking; it is not the power of a positive 

attitude. Easter follows Good Friday without erasing its horror. When the risen Christ appears to 

his disciples, he is still wounded. The holes in his hands and side are still present. Easter is the 

good news that beyond the violence of Good Friday, and the terror evoked by an empty tomb, 

Sunday still brings new life.  

 

We live in a world filled with bad news, and not just this spring either. Every spring, and every 

other season too. The bad news keeps coming, over and over, threatening to overwhelm us with 

its regularity. That is why we need to keep hearing the good news again, learning it over and 

over again. We need to hear again and again that death, though real, does not have the last word, 

that darkness, though challenging, is powerless before light, that violence, though horrible, is less 

powerful than love, that evil is less important than goodness, that hate is less potent than love.  

 

Nine years ago, Northeastern Japan was hit by a powerful earthquake and tsunami. It was a 

disaster beyond imagining that swamped a heavily populated area. But then it got worse. A 

nuclear power plant melted down and contaminated much of the surrounding area with 

radioactivity. It was a horror beyond people’s worst fears. In the aftermath, people were 

constantly encouraging one another to hang in there. In Japanese the phrase is gambette kudasai 

(pronounced “gam-baht-tay koo-dah-sigh”). It means “hang in there, hold on, be persistent, 

endure in spite of the trouble.”  

 

From people on the street to television anchors on the evening news, people were saying over 

and over again, gambette, hang in there, hold on, endure. But some people were so overwhelmed 

that they simply could not cope, and the pressure to hang in there caused many people to break 

down to the extent that they need psychiatric care. The horror overwhelmed their capacity to 

endure.  

 

And then one television commentator announced he was not going to ask people to gambette 

anymore. He said, instead, that he had started to say amaete kudasai (pronounced “ah-my-eh-tay 

koo-dah-sigh”). This expression politely encourages people to let themselves be held up by the 
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kindness and concern of others rather than trying to carry the weight of this tragedy all by 

themselves. It means something like, letting yourself be nursed, like a baby nursing at its 

mother’s breast. A United Church minister who worked in the area said that it reminded him of 

the Psalm which says "As a child lies quietly in its mother's arms, so my heart is quiet within 

me,” (Psalm 131.2, TEV) and of Jesus’ words "Come to me, all you that are weary and are 

carrying heavy burdens, and I will give you rest" (Matthew 11:28)  

 

As the days passed and people continued to live in cramped conditions without adequate 

supplies, as they became more aware of what they had lost and the difficulty or impossibility of 

returning to the life they once knew, as a feeling of helplessness grew, as the weight of the 

burdens they were carrying became more and more apparent, the people of Japan needed this 

assurance that they did not need to bear this burden alone, that they could lean on the strength of 

others, a strength that would sustain them through the worst of times.  

 

Like them, we need at times, to be reminded that there is a goodness which is stronger than evil, 

a love which is stronger than hate, a light stronger than darkness, and a life which is stronger 

than death.  

 

The story of Easter starts with fear, the fear of disciples locked in a room, hiding from the 

possibility that they would meet the same fate that met Jesus. Fear is isolating and 

disempowering. Fear is often used in politics, media, and religion, because it is a very powerful 

motivator. Appealing to our fears buys votes, sells products and promotes a self-centred religion. 

Fear appeals to the worst in us, rather than the best. But the risen Christ appeared to those 

disciples as to Mary, with a hope beyond the worst of our fears, a hope that addresses our fears at 

the root, a hope that can cope with the horror of the world, a hope in a power beyond our fears, a 

power beyond our worst nightmare. The risen Christ reveals a hope that nothing in all creation 

will be able to separate us from the love of God, a love which bears us up like a nursing mother 

bears up her child.  

 

There are many today who are reacting to the COVID pandemic in fear, trapped in their anxiety. 

The workers in the grocery stores bear the brunt of their stress, as they lash out in anger at the 

least provocation. What would it mean to leave fear behind? What would it mean to stop just 

trying to survive and to really stake our lives on what we think to be good and true and just and 

beautiful and worthy? What would it really mean to act out of the best of who we are?  

 

Yesterday, on the way to the grocery store, we noticed a line of cars decorated with balloons. I 

had an idea what it was, so we pulled over to let them pass, and then we joined the parade. Many 

of the cars had strings of letters in the back windows spelling out “Happy Birthday.” And sure 

enough, pretty soon we drove past a house where a family stood out on their driveway, waving, 

and we honked and waved, helping children who couldn’t have a birthday party still have a 

memorable day. While some are responding to the pandemic with fear, anxiety and stress, others 

are claiming a love that is stronger than fear. They are telephoning those who are isolated, 

finding new ways to communicate, banging pots and pans on the doorstep every evening and 

putting hearts in their windows as a sign of support for health care workers, shouting their 

encouragement from balcony to balcony, setting up sound systems on their front sidewalks and 
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playing dance music, sparking block dance parties. This pandemic brings out the worst in some, 

but it brings out the best in so many more, and it is inspiring.   

 

Cormac McCarthy’s novel The Road is a story that has stayed with me. Some of you may have 

seen the movie. It is the story of a father and his small son are constantly on the move, travelling 

through a bleak, grey, wasted land where nothing grows, and a nuclear war has devastated 

everything. The father and son are alone, "each the other's world entire" (p. 5) They live for each 

other, and nothing else. There is nothing to eat, and the father and the son spend their days 

scavenging, trying to find anything that might provide nourishment, and trying as well to avoid 

the murderous roving bands which see them as possible nourishment. The world is divided into 

good guys and bad guys, and they don’t know any other good guys. They live in fear, and they 

have lots of reasons to fear. “Trust no one,” the father repeatedly tells his son. The bad guys 

often pretend to be good guys, and you can’t take the risk that someone who at first appears 

friendly might turn on you. The father’s constant message is, “Trust no one but yourself and 

me.”  

 

But the father is sick, and there comes a point at which the father can no longer go on, but the 

son must. The father must take his last breath, trusting that "Goodness will find the little boy. It 

always has. It will again" (p. 236). And it does. Goodness does find the little boy, but in order for 

the little boy to receive goodness, he must unlearn fear. He must learn that without trust, life is 

just surviving. With trust, life hums with mystery and meaning. Even in the face of the horror 

beyond our worst fears, goodness finds us. It always has. It will again. Watch for it. It is 

searching for you. And it will ask you too, to leave your fears behind.  
 

♫HYMN: “The Risen Christ” Voices United 168 [reprinted with permission under One License # A-715266]. 

The risen Christ, who walks on wounded feet from garden tomb through darkened city street, 

unlocks the door of grief, despair, and fear, and speaks a word of peace to all who hear. 

  

The risen Christ, who stands with wounded side, breathes out his Spirit on them to abide 

whose faith still wavers, who dare not believe; new grace, new strength, new purpose they 

receive. 

  

The risen Christ, who breaks with wounded hand the bread for those who fail to understand, 

reveals himself, despite their ling’ring tears, enflames their hearts, then quickly disappears.  

  

May we, Christ’s body, walk and serve and stand with those oppressed in this and ev’ry land, 

till all are blessed and can a blessing be, restored in Christ to true humanity. 

 

INVITATION TO SHARE – If you are able, please consider how you can support your church 

and the agencies helping those who are struggling financially in this time.  

 

OFFERING 
Whether you are able to offer a little or a lot, the amount of your gift is less important than the spirit with which 
you give it. If you are able to become a “cheerful giver” (2 Corinthians 9:7), your whole life will be more joyful. If 
you are feeling a little tapped out, your presence here is gift enough in the eyes of the Lord.– Ross Smillie 
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CELEBRATIONS AND CONCERNS (Please feel free to write celebrations and concerns in the 

book before the service, if possible) 

 

PRAYERS OF THE PEOPLE 
Almighty God,  

through the rising of your Son from the grave, 

you broke the power of death 

and condemned death itself to die. 

As we celebrate this great triumph  

may we also make it the model for our living. 

Help us to identify in our lives 

all that needs to die— 

harmful relationships, 

tired habits, 

fruitless longings. 

Resurrect in our lives faith, hope, and love, 

as surely as you raised Jesus Christ 

from the grave. 

And hold in your loving embrace, all those threatened and suffering from this current 

emergency, especially those who are consumed by fear. For in the name of the one who broke 

the power of fear and death we ask it. Amen.  

 

♫HYMN: “Now the Green Blade Rises” VU # 186 [reprinted with permission under One License # A-715266]. 

Now the green blade rises from the buried grain, 

wheat that in dark earth many days has lain, 

love lives again, that with the dead has been: 

love is come again, like wheat arising green. 

 

In the grave they laid him, love by hatred slain, 

thinking that he would never wake again, 

laid in the earth, like grain that sleeps unseen, 

love is come again, like wheat arising green. 

 

Forth he came at Easter, like the risen grain, 

he that for three days in the grave had lain, 

raised from the dead, my living Lord is seen, 

love is come again, like wheat arising green. 

 

When our hearts are wintry, grieving or in pain, 

your touch can call us back to life again, 

fields of our hearts, that dead and bare have been, 

love is come again, like wheat arising green. 

 

SENDING FORTH & BLESSING  
May we open our hearts to mysteries along the way 
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Greet fellow pilgrims with welcome and grace 

Move lightly and simply through the day 

May we give thanks for the Earth, our fragile home 

For all our relations who have gone before  

And for all who will follow ...  

We are not alone 

May the spirit and blessing of the One who is love –  

Holy One among us, all around us, and within us – 

Be with us this week,  

and surround us with love. Amen.  
 
 

 


