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Here we are. Easter Sunday. And at even the very moment the Sunday Homily starts.  If we can 

ignore for a minute how time zones function, and accept that 10:30 is as common a time to start a 

church service as any,  

one could make the argument that in many churches, all around the world this is the most 

important moment in the church year.  

 

Let’s open our hearts to all the Christians sitting in Churches out there right now.  (I Pause)  

 

The “group think” love in of faith that is figuratively happening around world right now is sadly 

I think is the right word, not exactly true for us here.  Easter is confusing, and in fact it could be 

argued that for UU’s, it is   

the most unsettling moment on the calendar.  

 

So today is an act of catching myself feeling a little bit like an outsider at the party that is the 

resurrection, or worse,  

that I am an egg-headed party pooper.  

 

The hardest part of Easter for me is that it was the time of year my pretty conventional and 

faithful Episcopal mom would frequently starting ask her smarty pants over educated religious 

kid, who even became a minister why again he didn’t exactly believe all those things she took 

me to church all those years to get me to believe in.  

 

It’s a little funny, but I also really hated that it was true.   

Like many UU’s I have at best mixed feelings about Easter Sunday. 

 

I have at best a mixed feeling about Easter because Pagan Easter bunnies, flowers, and colored 

fertility symbols aside, Easter is still to me a Christian holiday, and I am not the faithful 

Christian I was as a boy, or in a way wish I still was. 

 

Easter is not our strength.  

Easter is the holiday that we UU, as they say in the sports world, are forced to play left handed.   

 

Oddly enough as I was editing this at Starbucks a few weeks ago, REM’s song “Losing my 

Religion” played tauntingly over the loudspeaker.  I chuckled to myself.  

(slight pause)  

 

In preparation for today, I asked myself the classic question UU Pastor’s ask.  “What else, or 

more, is there to say about Easter than the Christian story of the resurrection? 

 

And the answer is actually quite bold and simple.  The truth is the Christian story of Jesus 

Resurrection is a metaphor for the truth of the renewing and unquenchable power of love and 

hope in the world, not the source of it.  I want to say that again, because it is so important.    

 



The Christian story of Jesus Resurrection is a metaphor for the truth of the renewing and 

unquenchable power of love and hope in the world, not the source of it. 

 

Jesus is a mythic, magical account, and one example of the power of love in the world.  Not the 

source of that truth.   

 

The very crazy nature of the story speaks to that.  

 

To me the most interesting portion of the Easter story, is in the reports in the gospels and the 

book of acts that describe the frequent encounters between the resurrected Jesus and the disciples 

that happen in the weeks immediately following Easter Sunday.  

 

It are these collections of stories in the bible that talk about the people who in one way or another 

have a post death encounter with Jesus are, you should know, what have us talking about, well 

…Easter.    

 

If it were not for the many encounters Jesus friends and disciples report having with him 

following Easter Sunday, then today would just be the day, Jesus body got stolen.   

 

If it were not at least for the change of heart that stories account for, there would be no Easter. 

 

As I said in a prior Easter sermon, when I looked back into the bible, I am oddly comforted to 

know that on the first Easter Sunday, all anybody felt was confused.  

All, the very people who had known Jesus the best and came to the tomb, had different stories 

about what had happened and mostly walked away confused and fearful. 

Let your inner skeptic swim in that for a minute. 

 

So, if they didn’t fully grasp what Christian’s claimed happened 2000 plus years ago. 

And they were there.   

Don’t feel too bad you have I suspect had your doubts too.  

 

What makes Easter, a special day nearly 2000 years later are the moments- and there are 

reportedly a lot of them- that change people’s minds. For example, like when Thomas famously 

sticks his finger in the hole in Jesus hand, or the time when Jesus is reported visiting the 12 

disciples on a mountain in Galilee, or the odd Road to Emmaus story I am about to tell. 

  

All the biblical accounts of people’s encounters with the risen Jesus are strange in their own way, 

the Road to Emmaus Story is typically inexplicable. 

 

Let’s listen in to what the 24th Chapter of Luke says happened.  

“Now the same day the two of them were traveling to a village named Emmaus, about seven 

miles from Jerusalem.”   

 

(I step aside) The two of them Luke is writing about are a man named Cleopas and an unnamed 

disciple.)  



“They (Luke is referring to Cleopas and the un-named disciple) were engaged in conversation 

about all that had taken place.   

 

And it so happened, during the course of their walk that Jesus who they don’t recognize (I shrug 

as if to express how that might be) approaches and begins to walk along with them.  

 (I shrug confused) “OK?”  

 

He said to them, “What are you discussing?” 

Luke reports that “They paused and looked depressed.”  The one named Cleopas asks the 

stranger who is actually Jesus, “Are you the only visitor to Jerusalem who doesn’t know what’s 

happened there these last few days?”  

I think it is ok to appreciate the humor in this.  

 

And he (Jesus) says, presumably being coy…“What are you talking about?” 

 

And they said to him, “About Jesus of Nazareth, who was a prophet powerful in word and deed 

in the eyes of God and all the people, and about how our ranking priests and rulers turned him 

in to be sentenced to death, and crucified him.  We were hoping that he would be the one who 

was going to ransom Israel.” 

 

(I step aside and say) “How’s that for an example of how the bible uses dialogue between people 

to lay out its theology.” Ok, Back to Luke’s story.  

 

These two had gotten close to the village to which they were going and he (Jesus) acts as if he 

was proceeding on,   but they entreated him, saying,  

“Stay with us; it’s almost evening, the day is practically over.”  So he went in to stay with them.   

 

“And so…” and this is from the bible- “And so, as soon as he took his place at the table with 

them their eyes were opened and they recognized him; and he vanished from their sight.  They 

said to each other  

“Weren’t our hearts burning within while he was talking to us on the road?”  

And they got up at once and returned to Jerusalem.”   

 

That ends the reading.  

 

In the bible, two people obviously aware of Jesus and the whole drama, one of them an unnamed 

DISCIPLE, disciples were followers of Jesus in the flesh, get to stroll along with the risen Jesus.  

They talk about the very person, Jesus, who seems to be playing dumb with them.   

Then finally, only when they are face to face across a dinner table do they get that it has been 

Jesus who walked with them the whole time.  

Jesus was I think being, “coy,” is the word?  And, seemingly in some disguise?  

And then, in the very moment they figure out who this “stranger is” …he disappears?  Huh?  

(Anther Perplexed Shrugg)  

 

Its’ weird!   



Who… Christian or not, two millennia later knows what to make of this, or any miracle story for 

that matter-- 

I don’t. 

 

Truth is, give some truth serum to an average “Christian” and they don’t either.  

 

In this case one way to take it is to suspect these two disciples have been traumatized enough not 

to initially see what is so obviously in front of them. 

 

Or, that they have so much Jesus on their minds that once the moment ends, and get back with 

the posse of other disciples back in Jerusalem, they either decide to write Jesus into the role of 

the stranger, or they come to believe that he really was their hiking buddy.  

 

Or maybe, Jesus in a truly legit magic trick, obscures his face on the walk? 

 

Who knows?  

To me, what Easter really is, above the resurrection, is that unexplained cool stories and 

inexplicable phenomenon are part of the make-up of the world, or at least, the way we 

experience it. 

 

I think of Easter as the holiday of good news, life affirming, and blissful miraculous stories.  It’s 

bigger than Jesus.    

 

Here is another-- 

UU Rev. Kendyl Gibbons lifts up a similar story of walking next to those we don’t recognize 

very well in an article from the Church of the Larger Fellowship newsletter.  The CLF 

newsletter, now digital in nature, is for UU’s who are not members of particular churches, 

historically they were too far away to be a part of any particular congregation.  Now they meet 

and chat on-line.  

 

This story is an account of her memory of a Mutual of Omaha Wild Kingdom story that got 

seared into her brain from childhood. 

It is to me, in part the very sticky memory of story makes it one of those inexplicable Easter 

stories. 

 

In this story a young female lion in Africa named Kamunyak befriends a baby antelope who 

seemingly has lost her mother.  Likewise, it seems Kamunyak has either lost or not had her own 

lion pup.  The researchers find the unlikely pair walking across the savanna side by side, not 

recognizing each other as much as predator and prey as mother and daughter. 

 

For weeks the researchers track this lone lioness who having no day care for her little antelope 

was unable to properly hunt, and getting weaker by the day.  

 

The lion seems too blinded by the love and companionship she has to the baby antelope to see 

that the end of her hunger pangs is walking right next to her.  

 



Rev. Kendall remembers the researcher’s voice on Wild Kingdom, ask “How long could this 

magic hold before the obvious would be realized and the spell of magic between the two 

broken.” 

 

And in this case, in a way, the spell was never broken.   

The story sadly concludes with another lion sweeping in and taking the baby antelope off in its 

mouth before the mama lion could defend it.   

But, regardless, the hungry lion never loses the spell of love she had for her small companion as 

a friend. 

 

And as we know those kind of …oh crazy animal friendship/love conquers reality stories are 

everywhere.  You might remember, we had a whole service on them a few years ago. 

 

Here is another Easter-ish story that I stumbled into the memory of when I was prepping for this.  

 

About a decade ago, almost to the day, I was in addition to being a minister, I was working in a 

residential home for the mentally-ill.  On the night before Easter a woman I will call “Sally,” 

who was a resident there asked me to spray paint a pair of bright blue dress shoes, with the can 

of neon orange spray paint she had just bought.   

 

I proposed a tentative “Sure” and ran it by the other staff, who shrugged their shoulders and said, 

“Why not?”  

 

Before beginning I asked Sally, “Do you want me to tape over the soles and insides of the shoe.” 

Reminding her that doing so might make the neon orange paint job look more like the original 

color of the shoe?”  

“No.” she said, “Paint the whole shoe.”   

“Ok.” I said, bemused at my odd additional evening chore.  

 

So that evening on the Saturday night before Easter, in roughly 2013 or 2014, all night every two 

hours or so I would wake up, turn on the porch light on this two decker home in Somerville, and 

I would step outside and give another coat of spray paint to the sticky shoes laying on newsprint 

tipping them over with a stick.   

 

(Funny enough, all that took place not too far from where the Dempster Holtz clan unknowingly 

lived at the time.) 

 

I have to confess it was fun, and liberating in a way.  I had never painted shoes before, or since.  

Who has?  I smiled and chuckled through the whole thing. 

 

For whatever reason, she wanted to have orange shoes for Easter, I believe to match a dress, I 

never saw, and there was no time or money to shop for them.  I was happy to be an essential part.  

This little moment of color and fun was the highlight of my Easter that year. 

 

When we really love something, or are willing to let love in, the best version of human crazy is 

possible. 



 

Like our lioness, love, loyalty, and a compelling vision can make us blind to what is prudent 

footwear, or keep a loved one from becoming an incredibly easy food source. 

 

Blinded by our vision for bright neon orange Easter shoes, we can ignore that they are spray 

painted.  

 

It may also be Easter’s crazy love drenched inexplicably hopeful wisdom that on the Road to 

Emmaus the hero and friend you can hardly believe is gone re-appears before your eyes.   

 

Let me read a few of the famous lines from Corinthian’s you have… if nowhere else,… surely 

heard at a wedding. 

 

Written almost two thousand years ago Paul says, 

 

“If I speak in the tongues of men and of angels, but have not love, I am a noisy gong or a 

clanging cymbal.”   “And if I have prophetic powers, and understand all mysteries and all 

knowledge, and if I have all faith, so as to remove mountains, but have not love, I am nothing.”  

“If I give away all I have, and if I deliver my body to be burned, but have not love, I gain 

nothing.”  

 

“Love is patient and kind; love is not jealous or boastful; it is not arrogant or rude.”  “Love does 

not insist on its own way; it does not rejoice at wrong but rejoices in right.”  “Love bears all 

things, believes all things, hopes all things, endures all things.”  

 

More than Jesus Resurrection or even the coming of spring Easter testifies to me that similar to 

the silent way gravity impacts us, Love and hope have real power.  

Anything that is captured in love’s vision can take hold of us, and guide us.   

 

Hope and Love are in the western spiritual tradition most often described as “spiritual gifts.”  I 

like that.  

 

I like that in a world run by principles like the survival of the fittest- in a world where 

competition is ever-present, and where we age, die, and even offers no guarantees that even that 

will happen, that in that recipe of reality is love and hope and the potential for the miraculous.  

 

Let me ask you, is a “Love bears all things, believes all things, hopes all things, and endures all 

things.” one of the gifts you let mingle in to your otherwise smart, skeptical, principled, 

thoughtful life?   

 

What else but love and the compelling …blinding, power that it carries with it when we are 

pulled by its spell could cause Easter. 

 

With enough love I believe miracles happen.  

 



And I have one final story of hope and potential.  I just want stop and remind us of something 

that I think because Jesus became a cosmic figure, has received less attention than it should.  The 

observation is simply that exactly two thousand years ago, a man named Jesus was alive.   

Given his birth is believed to be on some undetermined about 4BC.  2 thousand years ago today 

Jesus would be about 18 years old.   

At this point two thousand years back Jesus was not anyone special.   

We know nothing about this time in his life. We can only imagine that he was something of an 

inspired teen who would have had no idea that he would arguably become the most important 

person to have ever lived.  Talk about the potential for what love and hope can do.  It can make 

an ordinary person a Jesus.  How cool is that?  

 

Goethe or (Gert-a’) says that there is magic, something of a divine energy that goes to work 

when we make a commitment.  He says and I know you have seen the quote 

 

 “Whatever you can do, or dream you can, begin it. Boldness has genius, power, and magic in it.” 

Our own Duncan Tooley constantly affirms the same. 

 

Love and hope offer us a universal energy as real as gravity.  

 

When you apply that wisdom of commitment to love, what you get are inexplicable stories that 

make a hungry lion befriend an antelope.  

Make 2nd hand spray painted shoes sparkle,  

And that make us tear us up and make us soar.  

 

Remember you UU’s when you feel out of step with a world miracle that we are literally more 

than we ever imagined,  

Not the observers of reality,  

We are the authors of reality.   

 

And along with being smart, and principled, when we are at our best at our disposal at least a 

little is the divine gift that with enough focus, love, will, and hope we can make the near 

miraculous happen.  Amen 

 


