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I always feel like such a fraud during holy week. I can't really imagine that kind of pain. The pain of betrayal, from
someone I thought was a close friend. The humiliation. Well, I’d probably better get used to that, since I’m running for
office. The cruel suffering of crucifixion. Cathy shared with us on Good Friday that she feels brokenhearted and wishes
for a different ending every year. But for me? While the story of Jesus journey to his death is certain riveting, and the
language in the Bible is extremely descriptive, it happened somewhere else to someone else.
So that you know I don't completely lack compassion, I do feel sorry for Wy Le E Coyote as he gets flattened by the
roadrunner time and time again. But I laugh because I knew he'll come back to be blown up or run down in the next
episode. And I’m really not trying to make light of Jesus’ suffering and death, but we know the ending and we know that
Jesus’ death is a means to an end. Everyone dies. Even though some of those Old Testament characters lived to ripe old
ages that defy modern medicine, they still died. The Christian story, the good news, is about the resurrection. This
passage from Chapter 22 of the book of Matthew explains: “…have you not read what was said to you by God, 32 ‘I am
the God of Abraham, the God of Isaac, and the God of Jacob’? He is God not of the dead, but of the living.”
So here we are on Easter Sunday, the most holy day of the year. And frankly I feel like a bit of a fraud all over again.
Because really? Do I feel the joy that I should? Or am I recalling that tragic Easter Sunday 25 years ago when our dear
friend drowned in a freak storm?
Kids feel joy certainly. Or maybe that's just the sugar rush from all the candy eggs. I do remember making such a joyful
mess as our young family died Easter eggs, as Dick and myself found creative hiding places that we hoped to remember,
the squeals and the laughter as one of the kids found a special plastic egg filled with candy and stuffed in the toe of a
slipper.
As adults we're taught to feel happy but not too happy. A little joyful, but certainly not euphoric. We are supposed to
have a little dignity after all. And euphoria, bubbling joy? That’s a short term thing. Any more and people will think
you’re crazy.
During Lent, we avoid the word alleluia in song and service. We’ve already practiced our comeback, and at the close of
the service today, I fully expect we will all shout it loud and clear. In a few moments the choir will sing an anthem
written by Lloyd Larsen, a prolific and incredibly talented sacred song writer. The chorus has been running through my
head all week: “He is risen! Alleluia! The Lord is risen today. Go quickly and tell the good news. The Lord is risen
today!”
I can't think of a more emphatically right message for Easter. Go quickly and tell the good news. And as we readied the
church yesterday for Easter Vigil and then Easter Morning, I’ll admit that excitement bubbled up inside me. The
challenge is to sustain it. A truly joyful person would be telling the good news every day of the year. The good news
would be written on her face. The good news would be obvious in his actions. The good news would be self-evident in
the way they treat one another and themselves. And that’s the challenge presented to us, on this and every Easter
morning. Celebrate, yes, celebrate Easter. And tell the good news.
In the resurrection story according to Matthew, Mary Magdalene and the other Mary run to tell the disciples of Jesus’
absence from the tomb. The good news is rejected the first time around in Mark’s telling, but Mary Magdelene, and
then two of the disciples, try again after Jesus appears before them. In the gospel according to Luke, several women
share the good news with “the eleven and all the rest.” John’s accounting leaves the telling solely to Mary Magdalene.

I could stop here and point out that regardless of who’s telling the story, it’s the women spreading the news of Jesus’
resurrection and the men discounting it as gossip and “idle talk.” But of course I won’t do that.
So maybe it’s not all about exuberant joy. Joy is all well and good, but it takes perseverance to share the good news.
And sharing the good news may well be a part of a very difficult conversation or an exceedingly low moment, when joy
seems impossible. Or, at least, inappropriate.
In cleaning out my office the other day, I ran across a white paper that a colleague gave to me years ago. Its premise
was that two human caused catastrophes, the spaceship Challenger explosion and the Chernobyl accident, were the
result of compartmentalized communication. Flaws and other issues were known, but were not communicated broadly
up and down the chain of command. Instead, those who discovered the issues were hushed by others in the interest of
keeping the project or plant moving forward. This breakdown of communication meant that those who were
empowered to stop the launch, or shut down the plant until repairs were made never knew there was a problem. We
call it plausible deniability when top managers aren’t in the loop, but we all know that when the boss shows up, it gets
real quiet around the water cooler.
The lesson here is that it’s not always easy to communicate. It’s not enough to simply talk with those who already agree
with us; that’s groupthink, and it’s another common pitfall studied in management circles. We’ve got to have more
difficult conversations. As Desmond Tutu said: “If you want peace in the world, don’t talk to your friends. Talk to your
enemies.” And in spreading the message of our Lord’s death and resurrection, of death, vanquished forever, here’s a
news flash: Our audience may not be ready to receive it, and that may make the conversation uncomfortable, but all
the more important. What’s more, we may have to repeat the message, over and over like one of those annoying Geiko
ads, before an idea catches hold. If you don’t have a blowtorch or even a match, sometimes you have to rub two sticks
together till you get a spark. Our ancestors did it – so can we.
Spreading the good news: It’s a marathon of communication, not a sprint. It’s not an Easter message, or an Easter todo-list, right after finding the eggs and before baking the ham. It’s an every day, all year long thing. So we need to give
ourselves permission to be less than exuberantly joyful, to balance our highs and our lows. To be the tortoise instead of
the hare because this is our mission, all year long. We need to keep our focus on the end game. It’s about the
resurrection. It’s about eternal life. And as Jesus directs, according to the gospel according to Matthew: “Go therefore
and make disciples of all nations, baptizing them in the name of the Father and of the Son and of the Holy Spirit, and
teaching them to obey everything that I have commanded you. And remember, I am with you always, to the end of the
age.”
Go quickly. Well, go quickly after the end of the service. And tell the good news. The Lord is risen today!
Amen.

