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Mark was a wonderful guy – kind and bright and funny. He was married, with two young 

children. The whole family was active in the life of the church. The congregation knew that 

Mark had health issues – a chronic kidney condition that placed some restrictions – but not 

many – on what he was able to do.  But then, rather suddenly, those health issues grew more 

serious and it became clear that Mark was going to need a kidney transplant sooner than he 

had hoped it would be necessary. His family members were tested; it turned out that his 

mother was a good match, so surgery was scheduled. On a Sunday shortly before that surgery 

date, as Mark and Ruth and the kids were driving home from church, another driver ran a stop 

sign and plowed into their van. Fortunately, no one was seriously injured but there were some 

nervous hours as they waited to hear whether this accident would interfere with the scheduled 

transplant. The good news was that the surgery could proceed as planned. So Mark got his new 

kidney, and both he and his mother recovered well. And that is, in itself, a lovely story for an 

Easter morning. But I’ve only told you that to get to this: 

The following May – less than a year after the transplant surgery – Mark and Ruth and their 

children attended the all-church retreat at Mo-Ranch. A central feature of that church’s annual 

retreat is a Saturday afternoon softball game. Friends, I testify to you today that one of the 

most beautiful things I have ever seen in my life is the home run Mark hit at that softball game. 

It came off his bat with an impressive crack; it soared through the air with the greatest of ease; 

it flew unimpeded toward the trees at the far end of the field while everyone on both teams 

and on the sidelines jumped and cheered and laughed and applauded. 

In the months before his surgery, we had watched Mark’s health deteriorate and his energy 

flag. We had been pleased at the surgery’s success and hoped it would allow Mark to live a full 

life. But I don’t know that any of us had envisioned this moment – a moment breaking through 

all our reasonable expectations to show us a broad new world of possibility. In the middle of a 

softball field, we were reminded that our God is the God of resurrection. 

Long ago, on a Sunday morning, women walked to the tomb where the body of their beloved 

teacher and friend had been laid on Friday. They were going to perform the rituals of death. 

They carried in their hands the burial spices they had prepared, and they carried in their spirits 

the unbearable sorrow that had been imposed on them by the execution of their dear 

companion. The death of Jesus marked the end of so much – his life, yes, but also his ministry 

among the people of Israel who had come to him for healing of body and spirit. His death 

brought an end to his followers’ hope that he was the promised Messiah. His death closed the  
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door they had longed to walk through – the door to the kingdom of compassion, justice, and 

peace which he had proclaimed. 

All these thoughts and losses accompanied the women as they approached the tomb. But these 

thoughts and losses were swept away by surprise and bewilderment when they arrived to find 

the stone rolled away and the tomb empty. Until suddenly the tomb was no longer empty but 

filled with the startling presence and dazzling light of two men who delivered an astonishing 

message: 

Why are you looking for the Living One in a cemetery? He is not here, but raised up. Remember 

how he told you when you were still back in Galilee that he had to be handed over to sinners, be  

Twentieth Century theologian Karl Barth writes that God speaks a decisive “Yes” to humanity. 

That “yes” is expressed most clearly in and through Jesus Christ – the eternal word of God who 

– for us and for our salvation – becomes flesh to dwell among us. 

God’s “Yes” in Jesus Christ affirms human worth and dignity. Reminds us that we are created in 

God’s image and are called beloved by the God who says – Look, I have written your name in 

the palm of my hand. 

Barth also writes that God’s “Yes” to humanity is mirrored by God’s decisive “No” to sin. God’s 

“No”, too, is spoken supremely in and through Jesus Christ, who dies on the cross and is raised 

from death to new, eternal life. The cross is God’s declaration that the world’s fear and cruelty 

will not prevail. The world, in all its fear and cruelty, understands power as might, as a 

willingness to inflict damage on another or withhold benefit from another. The cross challenges 

and subverts and ends that illusion, that flawed concept of power. On the cross, Jesus exposes 

the powerlessness of the world’s power when it is confronted by the vulnerable love that will 

not let us go. On the cross, Jesus utters an eternal, emphatic “No” to sin’s attempts to disrupt 

and destroy human life. The empty tomb is God’s declaration that death will not have the final  

word. The empty tomb proclaims again and eternally God’s “Yes” to humanity. Jesus’ 

resurrection speaks of life – life bursting forth even from a tomb. 

The witness of Easter is that God is a God of resurrection. A God of new life even where it 

seems there is no chance for life. 

Resurrection moments – reminders that our God is a God of life and hope -- can come into our 

lives in surprising ways. 

In 2006, my youngest son, Joe, was a junior in high school and active in the youth group at our 

church. In that church, Youth Sunday was always held on Mother’s Day, the youth always did a 

skit for the sermon, and that year, Joe had one of the lead roles in the skit. While I don’t  
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the content of the skit, I do remember that Joe’s character was a pilot, so he had gotten himself 

a pair of aviator sunglasses and thought he looked pretty good in them. I thought he did too, 

but it’s possible I’m not completely objective when it comes to my children. Anyway, Mother’s 

Day was coming up on May 14 and Joe was really looking forward to being part of the Youth 

Sunday worship service. 

And then, on May 6, my husband, Tom – Joe’s dad – died after a very brief illness. 

Joe still wanted to participate in Youth Sunday, both to fulfill his commitment to the Youth 

Group and to honor his dad. 

I expected I would find it hard to be back in the sanctuary just a few days after the memorial 

service for Tom, but I also knew that church, that congregation, was a place of healing and hope 

for our family, so I supported Joe’s decision to take part in the Youth service. 

On Sunday morning, my daughter Eley and I slipped into church just as worship started. We 

carefully sat in a completely different spot in the sanctuary from the pew where we had sat so 

often with Tom.  

The children’s choir – made up of pre-school and elementary students – sang the Introit. As a 

tribute to mothers, they sang The Wind Beneath My Wings. You may, hearing that song title, 

think I’m about to tell you a story of inspiration and encouragement– and I am, but not, 

perhaps, a standard story of inspiration and encouragement. 

There were not very many members of that children’s choir. Some of them had not learned the 

words to the song very well. Some of the singers knew the words but had not learned the tune, 

which made for interesting rhythms and counterpoints in their shared vocals. Those who knew 

both words and tune each chose a personal key in which to sing. The choir director was the 

perfect embodiment of an anxious presence as she tried to get the children situated on the 

chancel steps and then lead them through a song that was clearly several levels of difficulty 

beyond their ability. Those children sang with such heart. They gave it their all. It was precious 

and sweet and musically, it was very, very bad.  

I got the giggles. Then I glanced at Eley and she got the giggles. I imagine that everyone sitting 

in the pews behind us saw our shaking shoulders and thought we were weeping, overcome 

with the sadness of our loss. But instead we were caught up in shared laughter – surprised by 

joy – reminded in the midst of our sadness that life bursts out all over the place – even on the 

chancel steps where a children’s choir is making a glorious mess of a poignant song.  

I had worried that it would be unbearable to return as a new widow to the church where I had 

spent so many hours with Tom. That introit made it so easy. It was a reminder that life is not 

about perfection but about being present to God’s grace. 
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I want to be very clear that I was not laughing at the children’s choir. I love children’s choirs 

generally and I knew the children in that choir and so I loved that choir specifically and 

enthusiastically.  

I got the giggles because that song, The Wind Beneath My Wings, was too much for them. It 

was too hard. 

And yet – and yet. 

They marched right into that song and were so wonderfully present within its space. They were 

so marvelously, vibrantly, exuberantly alive in their singing. 

For me, that moment was God opening a door into hope. I had just entered a season of grief 

that was too much for me. It was too hard. 

And yet – and yet – 

Those precious children on the chancel steps raising their voices in song invited me to see that 

even in the depths, God acts to bring light to the darkness, to bring new life where there is 

sorrow and despair, to send dazzling angels with good news even into the tombs where we 

expect to find only death. 

Grieving women walked toward a tomb on a Sunday morning, expecting to perform a last, 

loving service for the teacher and friend whose death was too much for them, too hard. When 

they arrived, they found not the dead body they expected, but bright angels who had come to 

bring the astonishing, incredible, precious news that their beloved teacher and friend was – on 

that Sunday morning, on this Sunday morning, and eternally -- the “Living One” who has been 

raised up from death. 

Christ is Risen! 

Alleluia! 

Amen. 

 


