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Alleluia! Christ is Risen!  
A few years ago, a good friend of mine suffered an unimaginable loss. Or rather, she suffered a loss that 

seemed unimaginable, but nearly all of us end up there. Her father died, way too young. The entire family, as 
you might imagine, was broken. He was a curious guy, greatly loved, and most everyone that knew him wanted 
to be like him in some way or another. He was a beekeeper. And a woodworker. And not the least of it all, a 
loving father. When he died, the family did the things you’re supposed to do. They called the priest to the 
hospital. They started planning the service and filling out the jarringly sterile legal paperwork. And, eventually, 
there was nothing to do but wait.  

So, they went home, and they sat in the living room, filling a sectional and some chairs dragged in from 
other rooms, and they sat there, all of them together, not saying a word. And then the doorbell rang. It was a 
friend from church bearing gifts, only there was no frankincense or gold or myrrh. The gift this modern day 
magi bore was a casserole. As the magi headed back east, the family slowly migrated to the kitchen. They’d 
forgotten just how hungry you get when you forget to eat, and each picked up a fork or a spoon or a small ladle 
once the regular utensils ran out, and they crowded around, straight from the dish, no plates needed.  

A few minutes later, the casserole was gone, the dish and utensils left to soak in the sink, and they 
returned to their mourning seats. I’m not sure they even tasted what went down, but they’d desperately needed 
that gift. Between the comfy chairs, the much-needed first meal in God knows how long, and the long hours 
spent facing down or running from their grief, nearly everyone drifted into a full-bellied sleep. And then the 
doorbell rang. Another magi with another casserole. This one went in the fridge, a feeding trough put on hold. 
Before the seats filled up again, the doorbell rang another time. Yes, another magi, another casserole, another 
trip straight to the fridge.  

This cycle repeated for days. The fridge filled up quickly, then the freezer, then the deep-freeze. Pretty 
soon, they declared an unofficial rotation. As one casserole came in the front door, a son or a niece or someone 
would sneak out the back with the previous casserole, bearing someone else’s gift to a neighbor with a bigger 
fridge. The generosity was lovely, but it was too much. A wave of support and love and caring that nearly 
drowned ‘em.  

One of them had the extraordinary idea to invite those who’d brought so much support back to the 
house, all at once. The family warmed up all the casseroles and spread them around the house. The kitchen 
counters, the island, the breakfast nook, the dining room table, even the patio furniture outside, every flat 
surface filled with the gifts of the magi, and those guests ate their fill and drastically cut down on the amount of 
food sure to be wasted.  

But in all this, the greatest gift they received came from a neighbor down the street. He’d also lost 
someone close, and he remembered that same tsunami of covered dishes and paper plates and a shipping crate’s 
worth of kleenexes. So, in the middle of the casserole delivery stage of grief, he stopped by, and rang the same 
doorbell. His was different. He came with no gift in hand, just an offer. “Look,” he said, “I’m so sorry this has 
happened. I know that doesn’t fix a thing, and it might even sting to hear. But I also know you’ve got more food 
in this house than you know what to do with, and I’m guessing your garbage cans are filling up fast. Here’s my 
gift. I’d like to take out your trash. If you’re ok with it, I’ll come by every evening until you tell me to stop, I’ll 
empty the cans around the house, and when Wednesday rolls around, I’ll take everything out to the curb. It’s a 
stupid thing, but it’s gotta be done, and no one wants to do it, not even on a good day. So, that’s my gift.”  
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My friend was a little puzzled at first, even a little uncomfortable. After all, trash is, in a weird way, a 
private thing, and she wasn’t sure the family would want just anyone -- even a neighbor friend -- getting that 
kind of look into their lives. But she accepted. And the next day, after hours of entertaining folks they were in 
no mood to entertain, and after hours of subconsciously worrying over the garbage bins filling up in every 
room, he came by. He said hello, asked where the cans were, and went to work. He was gone in five minutes, a 
quiet and simple gesture.  

After he left, she turned to walk back to the living room, back to that big couch, and she caught a 
glimpse of her kitchen. The cabinets were half-open, the countertops covered in the leavings of casserole dishes 
and crumbs, someone had left an umbrella and someone else had forgotten their jacket, hanging sloppily on a 
seat back, but in all that chaos, the garbage can was empty, except for a pristine, white plastic bag tucked neatly 
around the edges and waiting to be filled again. Her eyes welled up with tears, not for the first time, mind you, 
she’d been crying for days, but this time her eyes welled with tears of gratitude. All those gifts people had 
brought, they weren’t a burden anymore, and that stupid trash can looking so clean in the middle of it all, that 
was the greatest gift of all of ‘em.  

I suppose what I love about this story is just how normal that neighbor’s gift was. Even how normal the 
casseroles were, though the onslaught was pretty extraordinary. Even in the wake of tragedy and unimaginable 
loss, even in all that, you still gotta eat. You still gotta sleep. And you still gotta take out the trash. These are the 
mundane things in life that don’t stop just because life happens. Whether it’s tragedy or triumph, mundane still 
has to happen.  

Now, I’ve been wondering about this with the disciples. The day of the Resurrection, they’re locked 
away in a room. If Mary’s there, she’s the only one that’s seen the Risen Christ. Peter and John, they’ve seen 
the empty tomb. But the rest of ‘em are all going on hearsay. And they’ve all locked themselves away out of 
fear. All except Thomas. No Biblical story gives an idea of where he is, what he’s up to. All we know is, he’s 
not there. And I’ve always been curious about that. I like to imagine he’s the one taking care of those mundane 
things, picking up groceries and kleenex and trash bags. Poor fella, when he gets back, he’s missed an 
unimaginable thing, and they regale him with the story of Jesus come back! But he’s not there now. So Thomas 
sets to work, making dinner and setting up shop.  

There’s a funny thing in this story. It’s a whole week before Jesus comes back a second time. And 
they’re all in that same room. Surviving on Thomas’ gifts and the knowledge that Christ has returned, but 
they’re locked away again. And this is what gets me. What did they do in that week? Grieve? Hope? Hide? I 
can’t fault ‘em for not rushing out to tell the world everything they’ve seen. For one thing, it’s probably 
dangerous. It’s too soon to publically associate with Jesus, it’s too risky.  

But for another, here we are, a week later, and I know how worn out I am! And we didn’t actually go 
through what they did, we only remembered it all. Now, I don’t want to cut us down. We remembered in grand 
style, worked ourselves to the bone to prepare for the spectacular while also making sure the mundane was in 
place, too. We worked hard, and we wept, and we rejoiced. But these disciples, they didn’t have to imagine 
losing Jesus. They lived it. They didn’t have to imagine the fear or the confusion or the disappointment. They 
lived it. They didn’t have to imagine any of it. They lived it all. And as tired as we all are, I know they were 
exhausted. No wonder they holed up in a room and sent just one of ‘em out to get groceries. See, even in the 
incredible story of Jesus’ Resurrection, even in all that, you still gotta eat. You still gotta sleep. And you still 
gotta take out the trash. I know, that’s not the most soaring or glorious take on this first week after Christ 
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defeated Death. But maybe there’s something to defeating Death by returning to the mundane reality of Life. 
After all, it is in that mundane reality that Christ returns, our Lord and our God. Alleuia. Christ is Risen.  
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