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So many years had passed since that first Easter morning, God wanted to see how well people 
were responding to Jesus’ message of love.  To find out, God sent an angel to earth to report on 
how things were going.  The angel was away for a few days and came back with the following 
report: “Things are a mess down there.  They can’t get along, they treat one another unkindly.  
About 95% of them are misbehaving.”   
 
God was disappointed and decided to send a second angel just to confirm that this was accurate.  
A few days later came a second report.  “Yes, they is a lot of turmoil down there.  Wars, hunger, 
violence.  They don’t listen, they constantly fight, they lose their tempers.  Only about 5% are 
living faithfully.” 
 
God was disappointed.  But rather than punishing the evil doers, God decided to try something 
different.  He would write an email to the 5% who were living faithfully and lovingly.  It was a 
chance to encourage them and inspire their ongoing faithfulness. So God composed an email and 
sent it to those good folks.  And do you know what it said? 
 
What, nobody in here got one?   
 
So that is my April Fool’s Easter prank for the morning.  From here on out, I think you can 
believe what I will tell you.  And let me say that despite that attempt at humor, I think God has 
much to be pleased about when looking at humanity.  Though we are not perfect, there is a lot of 
goodness to be found.   
 
An example of that this week came from Cassie Warren and Jesse Jones who are engaged to be 
married in a few months.  They recently sent out their wedding announcements, including one to 
a relative in Eugene, Oregon.  Unfortunately, they sent it to the wrong address.  In most cases the 
recipient might ignore the letter or return it to the sender.  This anonymous recipient chose 
another option.  They sent the rsvp card back with a note that read, “I wish I knew you---this is 
going to be a blat.  Congratulations---go have dinner on me.  I’ve been married for 40 years.  It 
gets better with age.”  They included a crisp $20 bill with the letter.   
 
From time to time you hear encouraging things like this.  Thoughtful deeds.  Kind actions.  
Caring expressions of love.  Such deeds are example of human goodness that gives us hope and 
encouragement. 
 



We need those moments.  Because we also hear the negative side of things.  And quite often, the 
negative events are shouted loudly.  They garner the front page of the newspaper, the bulk of the 
evening news.  Gun violence.  Hunger.  The opioid crisis.  Poverty.  The list goes on.  They can 
be highly discouraging.  And that is compounded by the personal difficulties we face. 
 
Writer Anne Lamott was reflecting upon her mother’s progressing Alzheimer’s Disease and 
disappointing social events happening around her when she commented, “We’re Easter people in 
a Good Friday world.”  I like that phrase.  It is an indication that even amid the darkness of Good 
Friday, which can seem overwhelming, we are a people of hope. 
 
That is the message of that first Easter and the message we proclaim this morning.  John’s gospel 
makes it clear that this story begins in the dark.  Mary has been awakened early.  Or maybe she 
was never able to fall asleep to begin with.  Given the horrors that she and the other women who 
stayed by the cross had seen, her grief may have made sleep quite difficult.  Maybe the memories 
of Good Friday so tormented her that she couldn’t even close her eyes for fear that the images, 
the dreams that could not be controlled, would return.  And so she tossed and turned until finally 
she decided she couldn’t wait any longer.   
 
She arose while it was still dark and went to the tomb.  She took with her the spices to anoint the 
body.  All Mary is trying to do is give Jesus a proper burial.  If she is aware of the obstacles 
ahead, she isn’t worrying about them now.  There is a large rock blocking the entrance to the 
tomb, a rock so substantial that she would be unable to move it by herself.  There are guards 
posted at the entrance to prevent intruders.  Mary doesn’t seem concerned about these 
impossibilities that lie ahead.  Sometimes hope is stronger than the obstacles we face. 
 
When she gets to the tomb, it is not as she expected.  The stone has already been rolled aside.  
And the guards are nowhere to be found.  Mary runs to tell Peter and the beloved disciple what 
she has seen.  Imagine her frantic pounding on the door, the breathless attempts to explain what 
she has seen.  When she is able to finally tell them about the tomb, they too race to its entrance.   
 
Once there they discover it to be exactly as Mary described.  The stone has been rolled away.  
They walk inside and discover that the tomb is empty.  Not only that, the graveclothes of Jesus 
have been neatly folded.  I like the observation of Frank Honeycuttt, a Lutheran pastor, who 
noted how odd it is that the first thing Jesus did after being raised from the dead is tidy up the 
tomb!  Like a thoughtful houseguest, he has risen and neatly folded everything. 
 
Peter and the other disciple depart from the tomb and it is written that they believed.  But what 
exactly did they believe?  Did they believe that the body had been stolen?  Did they believe that 
he never died?  Did they believe that he had risen?  We are given no details.  Only Mary is 
persistent enough to remain at the tomb waiting for an explanation. 
 
After it is quiet once again, Mary is greeted by two angels who explain what has happened.  
They have come to comfort her.  Her crying has been heard by the angels themselves.  “Why are 
you weeping?” they ask.  And she explains that someone has moved the body.  She only wanted 
to anoint the body for a proper burial.  She just wanted to do what was right.  When she explains 
this through her tears, she turns to find another person with her.  Thinking him to be the 



gardeners, someone who might know what had happened, she says to him, “Tell me where you 
have laid him.”  He speaks one word that is so powerful, it cuts through her grief, it slices 
through her tears, it mends her broken heart.  He says one thing.  He calls her by name.  “Mary.”  
And in that instant she recognized him.  It was Jesus, raised from the dead!  He is risen!  And she 
becomes the messenger to all the world; the first to convey this good news. 
 
Hope has been restored.  Death has been defeated.  Life has come again.  It is the message we 
proclaim on this holy day.  Where once there seemed to be darkness and despair, now there is 
reason to rejoice.  Not only do we get to receive that good news, we get to be messengers of that 
to all the world.  We have the privilege of being Easter people in a Good Friday world.  We get 
to proclaim a message of hope.  We witness the dark places of the world believing that light will 
shine there as well. 
 
In one of the early churches I served, the lay leader, Joe, asked I would stop by from time to time 
to visit his mother.  Thelma was a resident at the local nursing home and Joe went by to see her 
every day.  By the time I arrived, Thelma’s dementia had progressed to the point that she didn’t 
know the people around her.  Joe was just a nice guy who came by to eat lunch with her or to 
talk to her, but sadly, she didn’t know him as the son she had lovingly raised. 
 
I led a monthly service at the nursing home and would always look for Thelma and chat with her.  
Although she had no idea who I was, she was always quite gracious and friendly.  We would end 
our talks with a prayer before going our separate ways. 
 
I wished I could have known Thelma in her younger days.  People told me that she had an 
incredible singing voice.  Some said that she gave up a career in singing to move back to that 
small town with her husband.  There were a lot of great stories about her. 
 
One day while visiting the bank, which also served as the historical society in that small town, 
the teller told me of a letter she had received in the mail.  It included a postcard from the 
Methodist Church, probably from the early 1900’s.  The standards were pretty loose in the 
historical society and she asked if I would like to take the postcard and show it off at church the 
next Sunday.   
 
Folks were fascinated by the image.  No one had ever seen this card, although such penny post 
cards were rather common.  
 
That Sunday was my turn to conduct the service at the local nursing home and I thought the 
residents might find the postcard interesting.  They seemed delighted.  Thelma was not in the 
chapel that afternoon, so I walked down to her room to see her.   
 
We talked a bit and then I pulled the postcard out to show her.  “Thelma, do you recognize this 
picture?” I asked.  She looked at me and said, “That is my church.”  She proceeded to tell me 
about the lightning that struck the steeple in the 1930’s and how they couldn’t afford to fully 
repair it.  She told me about singing on Easter morning and the lilies that filled the sanctuary.  I 
just listened as her eyes lit up with memories that had been sealed tight like a tomb.  When she 
slowed down, I said to her, “Thelma I am the pastor of that church.  Could we have a prayer 



together?”  We held hands seated in her room and prayed together, giving thanks for that church, 
for its people, for Thelma and her boys.   
 
I kept a copy of that postcard and took it with me every time I went to the nursing home.  But 
Thelma never again recognized it.  That was our one moment of connection.  But it was 
beautiful.  And for all that it meant to me to be a part of it, I would like to think that it brought a 
little bit of peace and comfort to Thelma.   
 
Yes, we live in a Good Friday world.  But it is Easter, my friends.  The stone has been rolled 
away and the tomb is empty.  Where hope seemed buried and gone, we find the promise of new 
life.   
 
Theologian Henri Nouwen put it this way.  “The resurrection is God’s way of revealing to us that 
nothing that belongs to God will ever go to waste.  What belongs to God will never get 
lost…The risen Jesus reveals that God’s love for us, our love for one another, our love for those 
who lived before us and who will live after us, is not just a quickly passing experience, but an 
eternal reality.” 
 
Wherever we face the darkness of Good Friday in our lives, the good news is that Easter is here.  
Life is renewed, hope is restored, love is walking among us…and that is no April Fool’s joke. 


