Sermon Easter 2011
Resurrection happens.  Resurrection comes to us.  We do not come to it.  It comes when we least expect it.  It comes as a surprise.  We often can’t see it at the time it happens.  We need some distance to see it for what it is.  We cannot comprehend it through reason or intellect.  AND, it finds us.  This idea reminds me of a story.


Two men were flying a plane over the ocean.  The plane was having problems and crashed on a deserted island.  Miraculously they were not hurt.  Both men were very wealthy.  One man ran around in a panic, “We’re going to die and starve to death on this island.”  The other man sat calmly on the beach looking at the water.  “Don’t worry we’ll be found,” he said.  “But I don’t understand, we’re miles from civilization.  No one knows we’re here.  There is no food or drinkable water.  We’re going to die in this deserted place.”  The calm man said, “I told you we’ll be found.”  “How can you say that?  We’re doomed.”  The calm man explained, “I’m a wealthy man.  I make $100,000 a week.  I go to church every Sunday and I tithe.”  “What does that have to do with anything”, said the anxious man.  The calm man replied, “I said I make $100,000 a week and I give 10% to my church.  That means I give $10,000 a week to my church……Don’t worry…my pastor will find us.”


This story is cute, but it has a message.  The calm man knew that his pastor would find him.  He could rely on it.  He didn’t know when or how.  He just knew it would happen.


Resurrection is like that.  We believe it happened to Jesus, and that it will happen for us.  But we have no idea, when, where, how, or what it will be like.  Resurrection is about surprise.  Like the man whose pastor would find him, we believe we will be found.  With minds and hearts we proclaim today, Jesus is Risen, Alleluia.  But we don’t necessarily know what that means.  The only way to comprehend resurrection is to experience it.


A friend of mine in her 80s said to me once, “I want to tell you a story about my resurrection.”  She was married for many years.  She and her husband raised a family and had careers.  They traveled and enjoyed years in retirement.  They were close…constantly together like bookends.  It was the kind of relationship when one person starts a sentence the other finishes it.  Then…he died.  She was lost without him.  Each day was a struggle to keep going.  Her grief paralyzed her.  Her children worried that her health would fail and she wouldn’t be far behind her husband.


The family went for a vacation to the beach.  One day she was sitting by the ocean under an umbrella to protect her from the sun.  She had on a large brimmed hat.  All of a sudden this thing came swooping at her under the umbrella and under her hat.  It startled her.  She reached her hand up to her glasses and felt something.  She took off her glasses and to her surprise found a large Monarch butterfly perched on the rim of her glasses…and in that short time it flew under her hat and perched on her glasses…it died.  
She said, the feeling that came over me was incredible…a feeling of calming peace that she had never experienced before.  She said that somehow the butterfly brought her the message that her beloved Frank was OK, and not far away.  She said…”this was my resurrection experience…I knew he lived.”

The butterfly on the glasses was not magic, but coming as surprise—coming when she least expected it…touched something profound within her.  Nothing had changed.  The sun and water were the same.  People kept walking on the beach.  But she was transformed inside.  In that moment she realized that the love she shared with her husband was not dead, just changed.  Sitting alone on that beach resurrection FOUND HER.  At the time and place she least expected it—resurrection came.


Resurrection finds us, but it takes time to recognize that it has come.  Our characters in today’s gospel that came to the tomb didn’t understand at first what happened—how could they?  They went away in fear and joy at the same time.  Their belief told them something extraordinary happened, but they still needed time to comprehend what they experienced.


The disciples might have known that Jesus was alive—they just didn’t know what that meant.  Like the butterfly swooping under the brim of my friend’s hat that brought her resurrection…the Spirit came swooping into that upper room at Pentecost and brought the disciples an experience that transformed them…giving them the courage to unlock the doors, to go into the streets and proclaim Christ Risen.


Resurrection comes…it comes as surprise.  It comes as an experience.  It touches something deep in us, beyond our mind or intellect.  It is an experience that transforms us into proclaiming through our lives that Christ is Risen.


This Easter reflect on your own resurrection experiences.  Share your stories with others.  Talk about those times when you felt transformed.  Proclaim Christ Risen…for resurrection comes…and FINDS US.  Amen.  Alleluia.
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