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Allen Pruitt

Sitting there,
looking at another Easter sermon,

I wondered what I could possibly say that was new.

Every year this day comes around.
Really every week,

this day comes around.
The Day of Resurrection.

On an Easter morning that was forecast to be stormy,
I wondered what new thing I could say

that wouldn’t be so heretical
that y’all blamed the thunder and the lighting

on the preacher.

Well, there’s nothing new about this.
This is that old, old story

that you heard about from your grandparents.
This day is the reason we have a gospel story,

the reason we have good news to tell.

Instead of a martyr in the grave,
we have a savior raised from the dead.
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But nobody knew that,
not on that first Sunday.

Jesus had said a few things about “the third day”,
but all those people who loved him,

they couldn’t remember a bit of that.
Not after what they saw,
not after their master,

their friend,
was killed.

And so they went to the only place that made any sense,
they went to the grave.

And there they met an angel
who said to them,

“Why do you look for the living among the dead?”

I think the most obvious answer is this:
they weren’t looking for the living;
they were looking for the dead.

He was dead two days ago,
and they expected him to be dead even still.
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We aren’t much different.
We rather expect Jesus to be dead too.

We come to church because he’s alive;
we see salvation work because he has been raised

and we are raised with him.

But none of that
stops us looking for the living among the dead.

Because just like those disciples,
we aren’t looking for the living;
we are expecting the dead.

But what happens when we hear that angel tell us,
“He is not here,
but has been raised!”???

What happens when we find out the truth?
Can we believe it?
Will we just let ourselves forget it?
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Peter started out fishing;
he could have gone right back to fishing.
He might have ended up like Judas,

obliterated by his grief.

But certainly
this fisherman who denied Jesus

three times over,
certainly Peter,

after all that he had seen
and all that had happened,

he could have just gotten back to business as usual.
He could have forgotten the whole messy episode

of his last three years.

Peter had to make a choice.

We take for granted that Peter
and all the rest,

we take for granted that they would believe,
because they saw an empty tomb,
because they saw an angel of the Lord.  

But it’s always easier not to believe.
There’s work to do,
money to be made,
lives to live.

They could have just moved on back into those lives,
a little changed on the inside,
but mostly back to business as usual.
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But they didn’t.
Despite every reason to play it safe,
despite a lifetime of experience

telling them that dead means dead,
despite all that,

they chose to believe.
Again and again,

from the Day of Resurrection,
all the way to St. Mark’s in LaGrange, Georgia.

It’s just that old, old story.
The one your grandma told you,

mostly just with the way she lived.

It’s an old story,
but it’s always there to be made new.

The story of love that doesn’t end,
grace that never runs out,
life that climbs out of tombs

and leaves even emptiness
full of hope.

It’s an old, old story.
But we live right at the edge of it,

all our lives.
We have to keep telling that story,

with the way we live,
the way we love.

We have to keep telling that story,
to our children,
to our neighbors,
to our enemies:

that story of love that doesn’t end,
grace that never runs out,
of life that climbs out of tombs.
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It’s always easier not to:
not to tell the story,
not to believe.

If we believe,
if we tell the story,

we have to live the story,
we have to let it change our lives:

loving more,
grudging less,
forgiving like there’s no tomorrow.

It’s always easier not to do that.

We’ve got the same choice they had,
all those years ago.

Come upon the empty tomb,
hear the angel say,

“He is not here;
he has been raised!”

Are we going to believe it? 
Are we going to let it change our lives?

Or will we get back to business as usual;
will we just forget the whole thing?
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Like most sermons,
at some point,
my younger daughter came to me and said

“what you workin’ on?”

And I said,
“my sermon for Sunday.”

Easter Sunday?

Yep, but it’s hard
because it’s hard to figure out what to say

when I do it every year
and really, every Sunday too.

What should I say about Easter?

(whispering)

“Don’t forget that Jesus died on the cross,
and Easter

is the day when he’s no longer dead.

Don’t forget.”


