
Easter Day 2022 

 

1 Corinthians 15:19-26 

John 20:1-18 

 

 

Folly.  

Sheer, unutterable, reckless folly.  

It is foolish to say these words: 

Love is stronger than death.  

The source of life is unquenchable.  

 

How can these lovely words 

Stand up against the facts? 

Criminal war, 

Intractable plague, 

The ingrained bitter, sinful stains 

Of racism and willful inequality,  

Our failure or lack of will 

To treat our fellow creatures  

With dignity and respect, 

These are facts, 

And they cannot be denied.  

 

Right outside our door, 

On this festival day, 

God’s children, 

Our sisters and brothers, 

Our siblings, 

Are camping in squalor.  

What could it possibly mean, 

If we flung wide the doors,  

And sang with a joyful voice, 

Love is stronger than death?  

 

God’s children have no homes. 

God’s children endure bombing and face starvation.  

God’s creatures are losing their habitats 

And cannot survive. 

God’s green earth is scorched.  

 

All these everyday facts 

Snapped into focus  

In the crisis moment  

We call Good Friday.  
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Our callous willingness  

To let the king of love, 

The good shepherd 

Give his life to show us how to live, 

Is only the most vivid moment, 

The clearest mirror 

Showing us who we are. 

Recognizing ourselves in the passion story 

Is the catastrophe we lived through 

In the journey of Holy Week. 

It’s made all too clear 

In the sign of Jesus on the cross, 

And in the tents in front of our door.  

 

And yet, and yet, 

What we proclaim today 

Is the deeper truth, 

The more powerful sign, 

The incomprehensible, 

Wonder-filled mystery.  

 

Love is stronger than death. 

The source of life is unquenchable.  

Jesus, who died,  

Lives now and forever. 

 

If this were not true, 

Then we would be  

The most pathetic creatures  

On this pitiful earth.  

But it is true: 

Love is stronger than death.  

The source of life is unquenchable.  

Christ is alive.  

 

If this were not true, 

We would have given our hearts to a lie, 

And would be counting on a flimsy fabrication, 

A wistful surmise.  

A notion that maybe everything might be alright.  

There is no simple happy ending to this story.  

Wishing for one is nonsense.  

 

But here and now, 

On the morning of the resurrection,  

We claim this truth: 
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Love is alive, 

and will last forever  

and beyond forever. 

 

We’re not talking about the return of spring, 

Though it makes a pretty metaphor.  

We’re not talking about a flush of hope. 

Hope is the effect of the resurrection, 

Not the cause.  

We’re not talking about a faint resolve to do better, 

Which might last for a little while.  

 

We’re talking,  

Or rather, we are proclaiming a truth  

That comes from beyond ourselves, 

This truth: 

When Christ burst the bonds of darkness, 

Overcoming death and the grave, 

He set in motion a radical, shattering, 

Liberating transformation of everything that is.  

 

I can’t tell you how he did this.  

The resurrection is a mystery  

That does not yield to human explanation.  

 

I can’t tell you how it works. 

I probably can’t tell you why it works, either.  

 

But I know that the resurrection is true.  

I can tell you where I see it, 

How I recognize resurrection power 

At work in the world.  

I have seen it right here in your stories, 

I have seen it 

In scenes and stories from long ago and far away, 

And I have seen it even in my own story.  

The resurrection is true. 

The resurrection begins the radical, shattering, 

Liberating transformation of our lives.  

 

It’s true in the gospel story of Mary in the garden.  

She came in despair, 

Because there was nowhere else to go 

But to the place where her hopes died.  

And there she found,  

Beyond anything she could have imagined, 
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That her dead love was alive.  

That mystery transformed her 

From a sad and discouraged, 

Disappointed and discredited follower  

Into a courageous, vigorous leader and prophet, 

A proclaimer of the truth 

And inspirer of more prophets.  

We are here because she believed, 

And told the truth, 

And called back those who had not yet understood  

The good news.  

 

Mary’s story is the first story 

Of the transformation  

The resurrection can make in our lives.  

 

You can see the stories down the ages.  

Stories of courage. 

Stories of service.  

Stories of prophetic witness.  

Stories of radical, scary, welcome change.  

Stories where love wins,  

And truth is alive.  

 

And now it is our stories 

That keep the truth alive in the world.  

Stories of recovery.  

Stories of reconciliation.  

Stories of courage  

To set out on perilous journeys 

And engage in sacrificial work, 

Work where the burden is light, 

Because the joy is beyond measure.  

 

A doctor who gives his life to work in Haiti and beyond.  

A woman on the journey of recovery.  

A mother and son who reconcile  

Across an unbridgeable divide.  

A father who moves beyond endless grief 

Into new purpose and meaning.  

 

The resurrection is true 

When we live it in our own lives.  

I believe this.  

 

I know it does not make sense, 
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I know it cannot be explained 

In the concrete, rational, analytical terms we value now, 

And still I give my heart to its truth.  

 

The truth of the cross looks like folly. 

But we gather here, many of us, 

On this day, 

Because we know it is true.  

We know it has changed our lives for good.  

 

If you have a story 

Of resurrection power  

In your life, 

Celebrate it today. 

Give thanks. 

 

If you cannot find that power in your life, 

And you long for it,  

Then perhaps this is the morning  

When that story of transformation is ready to begin.  

The love that is alive today 

Is waiting for you, 

Waiting to accept and welcome you, 

And work within you to let your story, 

Your story of new life begin.  

 

Perhaps, though, you came here this morning 

Only to be kind to someone you care about, 

Only because you always do, 

Or perhaps because you wonder  

Whether coming to church on Easter 

Might make a difference in your life.  

 

For you, perhaps,  

The good news today is this: 

This story is an open story.  

There are no insiders and outsiders.  

There is no one right time,  

And there is no final ending.  

The love that is stronger than death, 

That encircles the world, 

That will last beyond time, 

Will be there if there is ever a time 

When you want to reach for it, 

And find it already close within your embrace.  
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This story is an open story,  

For all of us. 

It is open to those of us who sit inside, 

Singing our songs of joy. 

It is open to those who sit outside our doors.  

 

This story is an open story.  

There is room for everyone  

In this moment of transformation, 

This moment that gives birth to hope, 

This moment that gives strength and courage, 

This moment when we know for sure 

That the mystery is true, 

And unfolding right here, now: 

Love is the strongest thing there is.  

 

There is no happy ending to this story. 

There is, instead, 

Beyond anything we could hope or imagine, 

Beyond anything we would dream of inventing, 

Brought forth by the power of love 

From the heart of life itself, 

The beginning of a new beginning.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


