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Happy Easter – the day we have been anticipating through the last six weeks of Lent.  Easter, 

that time of Resurrection, of new birth.  The time of endings and beginnings.  For me Easter is 

always a bit of a nostalgic time.  It is a time of memories a time of what has been and what is yet 

to be. 

I remember the Easters of my childhood.  Waiting for the hard-boiled eggs to be cool enough so 

that we could dip them in dye and color them.  I remember the year my sister, always a bit 

curious, dipped one egg in all of the colors in succession, and came out with ---black.  Not 

exactly the motif we were looking for.  I remember new dresses in bright colors with lace and 

ruffles, new shoes and especially a new Easter hat.  I love hats.  What do you remember about 

Easter? 

This is the third Easter that I have been here at St. Augustine’s as your interim and it is the first 

that could even begin to be said to be “traditional”.  I remember last Easter, when we did a 

beautiful live stream with wonderful Easter hymns. David played them with energy and gusto 

reverence and joy.   We could not meet together indoors and so a very few of us were here to 

read and sing for those watching at home.  

My most treasured memory of last Easter was what happened next.  We gathered in the chilly air 

outside.  People came, carrying lawn chairs, bundled up as if they were going to the mountains 

for a day of skiing.  Our faithful gardeners, the alder guild had weeded, raked, cleaned and made 

our somewhat neglected back yard beautiful.  We had an altar on the hill, lilies surrounding the 

table and musicians on the balcony. There were hymns played on the accordion and people 

mostly 6 feet apart greeting one another.  The pandemic and the rules around it could not defeat 

us.  It was an unconventional Easter to say the least, but it was Easter and the words He is Risen, 

He is Risen indeed rang out with joy and faith.  We could not be stopped from gathering as a 

community, we could not be stopped from celebrating.  What had always been, at least for the 

moment could not be, but something new was born, even resurrected if you will.  What was 

resurrected was the Spirit of St. Augustine’s.  We didn’t know then what was to come, even now, 

we don’t know fully what will be the future.  In the words of St. Paul, we are seeing through a 

mirror darkly.  But that is what Resurrection is about.  Coming out of the darkness into the 

marvelous light.  

Resurrection means going from what has been to what will be.  When we do this, something is 

always left behind.  Have you ever gone to the circus?  Of if not in person, seen a high wire act 

on television. I am always fascinated by the trapeze artists.  High above the big top floor, they 

swing from one small bar to the next.  In order to go from one to the next takes precison, 

courage, and the willingness to let go of the bar they nhold in order to grasp the bar coming 

toward them.  That is what resurrection is like.  Letting go in order to grasp what is coming.   

On this Easter we would be remiss if we did not remember the pain and sorrow of the people of 

Ukraine.  The world watches and mourns the destruction and loss of life.  There is a darkness 

there, like the darkness of the tomb in which Jesus was buried.  We cannot help but see the 

parallel between the crucifixion at Golgatha and the invasion of a peaceful country.  We stand at 



the foot of the cross in this time, waiting, horrified and saddened beyond measure.  Helpless as 

the watchers at the foot of Jesus cross felt helpless.  We cannot know what comes next.  Yet, 

Easter is real, the Spirit of God is in the world and we have faith that resurrection can 

happen.  God is more powerful than human evil. 

For the followers of Jesus, the crucifixion had been harrowing.  Like the trapeze artist, they were 

required to let go of what had been with all its safety and promise, but they had not yet been able 

to grasp what came next.   

When the women went into the tomb that first Easter morning, they found it empty. Jesus was 

not there.   Peter when he entered, found only the burial shroud, which had been left behind, no 

longer needed. There was a sense of starkness.  They did not know it yet, but as he had promised, 

Jesus had risen from the dead. 

That first Easter morning was the dawn of something new a new creation.  No one had ever risen 

from the dead, and no one would again in this exact way.  Even as the disciples experienced the 

whole array of human emotions, grief, hope, astonishment, perplexity and fear, they may have 

also had a glimmer of the new creation, the new birth that was even then taking place.  Not all at 

once, but a start a beginning.   

This community, St. Augustine’s, is like those disciples on the first Easter.  We have gathered 

again in this place.  The past few months and years have been difficult, and we have each 

experienced a whole range of emotions, grief, hope, astonishment, perplexity and fear.      

The creation of what was to come out of the Resurrection took time.  Those disciples gathered in 

Jerusalem were not sure what would come next.   It would over the next months and years unfold 

but it was not to be known in an instant.  They waited, prayed, talked together and shared their 

experiences and ideas.  What came next for them was the news that Jesus had been seen by two 

of their number on the road to Emmaus.  What came next was the doubt of Thomas and Jesus’ 

invitation to touch the marks of the nails in his hands and feet.  What came next was the 

appearance of Jesus in many places in Jerusalem to assure them that they were not alone.  What 

came next was the promise of the Spirit to be with them always as they followed in faith the path 

God had prepared for them. 

But that was not yet, they could not rush ahead, but only wait until the appropriate time.  What a 

balancing act for the disciples and for us.  To wait until the appropriate time, until the Spirit of 

God says go.  To take steps as we are led and to know that we are not alone, not comfortless, but 

guided by the Spirit to the place of resurrection and rebirth, re-creation.  Resurrection is always 

what God has in store for those who will but be faithful and believe. 

For the followers who gathered in Jerusalem, what had seemed like a disastrous end was really a 

creative new beginning.  That is what resurrection is.  Like those disciples, we can’t actually see 

the resurrection, what we see is the outcome, the results of following the Spirit, the results of the 

blessing of God.   



For us, as we enter into this new phase of the life of St. Augustine’s, we are blessed by having 

solid roots, and lofty dreams.  We are blessed by our memories and by our visions of the 

future.  We are strengthened by our willingness to forgive and to be forgiven.  We are 

encouraged by the new energy, the new life that is seen in our midst.  In the days ahead we will 

see the evidence of resurrection all around us.  We will see it in the ministry we do together and 

the community we are.  Like the disciples so long ago, we will not always agree, we will voice 

anxiety, hope and concern.  We will dream dreams and achieve goals we will build anew and let 

go of what has served us well in the past.  Most importantly like the disciples of old, we will 

continue to gather in faith and love as a community led by the Spirit.  The design of what we will 

be is unclear, emerging as we speak.  We are becoming what God intends us to be.  Alleluia, he 

is risen, he is risen indeed.  Alleluia, we are becoming, becoming all that we can 

be.  Alleluia!  Happy Easter. 

 


