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Alleluia! Christ is Risen!  

I don’t remember my first Easter. I was only 7 months old, and I have no idea what we did. I’ve never 
heard that story. I’m sure it was in Arkansas. I’m sure there were flowers and warm afternoons and a pretty 
good chance of tornado sirens. I’d guess I was in one of those super cute little kid suits with a newsboy hat, but 
I can’t be sure. Hand-me-downs were a big thing in my family, but I was the first boy. No clue if I had 
something new or passed down from an earlier generation or borrowed from a neighbor. But imagining my first 
Easter, I’m as certain as I can be that going to church was a part of the day. Lunch at Grandma’s was a part of 
the day. Eggs, probably, were a part of the day, but who knows? For a mother with four kids, one of them 
half-a-year old, maybe not everything got done that year. And that’s ok. Because Easter came anyway. And 
though I don’t remember the details, in my bones, I know we celebrated somehow.  

Last Sunday, I told y’all that I have this temptation to imagine myself in the Bible’s stories. I like to be a 
witness, or to feel what it’s like to come to Jesus for a miracle, or even to sit close as he breaks bread and passes 
it around. I’ve turned my back, I’ve denied him, I’ve yelled “crucify him.” I’ve been silent, I’ve wept, I’ve felt 
nothing, and I’ve felt more than I could make sense of. But this year, I had a hard time imagining that Holy 
Weeks and Easters Past would make themselves known this time around. Easter Future will mean something 
real, but this year? I just didn’t know if being online would “work.”  

But by God, it did. Imagining being on the outside of Jesus’ procession broke my heart. I felt the 
absence of you, felt the absence of my family this year. Spy Wednesday, when Judas snuck off to make his deal, 
while we didn’t mark that day in any particular way, it showed me something new: how it feels to go about 
following Jesus the best I can without knowing what’s happening behind the scenes. Somehow, not marking 
that day meant I forgot about it, and forgetting about it made his betrayal all the more a surprise. I can’t 
remember a time, ever, when I was surprised by Judas’ betrayal. But this year, this year I was. I didn’t 
remember the betrayal was coming, but it came anyway.  

On Maundy Thursday, I couldn’t kneel to share Jesus’ act of service with you. I couldn’t see my best 
friend, my wife, or any of you as a servant would. I couldn’t bless bread and wine, but I also couldn’t be the one 
to break that body. We prayed, still, and that was powerful. I took down beautiful reminders of the sacred in my 
own home. I went for a walk and saw your homes, waved to a few of you, but it wasn’t the same. It felt empty, 
and I was still afraid none of this would “work.” But it didn’t matter. It didn’t have to work because it happened 
all the same. In a way I’ve never felt before, as Jesus was carried off, I was alone, hidden away and worried for 
what was to come.  

Our Good Friday prayers were beautiful, but I missed the procession of the cross through town with our 
brothers and sisters in other churches. I missed seeing them, moving through those somber moments together, 
showing off St. Thomas’ a little in the process, and admiring the spirit in each of the ministers in town. I missed 
kneeling with y’all, the ache in my legs as the collects came to a close, the beauty of our church reduced to the 
barest simplicity. Consuming the elements in silence with a few of you tucked away in a corner. Consuming 
what was left of the bread and the wine alone was an intoxicating experience.Listening to When David Heard 
while consuming those elements in an empty church alone absolutely broke me. When I heard a member of the 
altar guild come in to extinguish the candle signifying Christ’s presence as I consumed those last remnants of 
Christ, I composed myself, but as they left, my knees buckled, and I wept at the altar with only the linens to 
catch my tears.  



Erica's sermon made that all ok. I could break at Christ's altar the day he broke for us, and it was ok. 
God was there to hold me as I filled the room with feelings I couldn't understand. Dark wood, stark walls, 
flowers hoping for their day to come waiting in the back pew...I washed the empty chalice and other vessels in a 
way I hadn't washed someone since the last time I saw my grandmother. I felt the body of Christ in my hands, 
between my teeth. I felt it later tingling in my earlobes, thanks to an especially abundant chalice of Christ's 
remaining blood. I cleaned his body, or what carried it, and then dried it with a cloth probably clean, though I 
found it on a rack already hanging to dry from the last time it was used, I assume some weeks ago. I used what I 
had...a phrase I imagine a disciple saying years ago.  

The flagon I set out to dry by air, those last remaining drops of sacred water returned to creation. But the 
chalice I dried with the cloth, wiping every last drop, every last echo of a drop, every last fingerprint away. 
Pristine, I veiled his body, or again, the vessel that carried his body one last time, I veiled it in its protective 
cloth bag, opened the door to it's cupboard, or tomb, I couldn't say which, and closed the door. That night, the 
world, at least the world with ears to hear, that night the world heard of a death, maybe they knew not whose. 
That night, I ended a chapter, though I know not which one. That night, I broke, maybe not even worthy enough 
to hang to the side of either man crucified by Christ. That night, fondness, distance, and heartbreak collided. 
While that church stood empty, Good Friday came anyway.  

Yesterday, with a few straggling flurries in the air and bright sunshine filling the skies, it was too nice a 
day to remember Christ in his tomb. There was less movement around the church than usual, though there was 
still some. Preparations being made by the faithful so that our church would still look right, even if few would 
see it. I can’t say what was on the hearts of those who came, but I imagined less of the bustle getting ready for a 
big event and more the subdued heaviness of laying a fistful of flowers on a loved one’s grave. Maybe it takes a 
nice day to go Remembering. It didn’t feel like Jesus was gone, but then again, maybe that’s the point. Even on 
a beautiful day like that, loss can happen. And yet, come sundown, when the flames licked high and the 
darkness pushed back, the stone rolled aside anyway.  

And this morning, maybe more so than any year before, I prepared myself for the day like a disciple. I 
awoke. I ate a little something. I got ready to remember Christ, and I stayed put. I didn’t leave my home this 
morning. Which, while I think of it, is more like the disciples than what we do most years. In John’s telling, it’s 
only Mary Magdalene that thinks to leave the house. The rest stayed put, maybe groggy and still in their 
pajamas, afraid to go out, worried of coming into contact with someone they shouldn’t. Only Mary Magdalene 
made her way to where she knew Jesus lay. Only he wasn’t there. She rushed to get more to come and see, but 
only two budged. The rest, like us, stayed home. But regardless of who came or who stayed put, Easter came 
anyway. No matter what this year has brought us, no matter the loss, the pain, the worry, the fear, no matter the 
gloved hands, the masked faces, the lysoled surfaces, no matter the stay-at-home orders, the quarantines, the 
remembrances nor the forgetfulnesses, no matter any of that, no matter any of us -- Easter came anyway!  

I can’t remember my first Easter, and I wasn’t around for the first Easter, but this Easter feels a little 
more real than any I’ve lived or likely ever will. Because this year, we couldn’t predict any of it. My week was 
filled with doubt and worry. I fretted not over making things look right, but over whether or not anything would 
even happen. I wept alone. I ached to be with the Body of Christ again. I questioned my decisions and I saw 
faith show up in places I never expected. In spite of me, in spite of this world, in spite of everything, Easter 
came anyway. And it always will. 
 
Alleluia! Christ is risen!  
 



  


