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A friend of mine in ministry shared this on a Facebook forum:  
“As a student almost 30 years ago now ... I was part of a sunrise 

service on a small lake near here ... We stood on the 'beach' and began 
with a trumpet voluntary ... As the last notes of the trumpet faded away, a 
voice from across the lake shouted:  

‘Shut the f$ck up!!!'  
My supervisor shouted back: 'Happy Easter!! Christ is Risen!!'  Then 

we began singing 'Praise the Lord with the Sound of Trumpet!”“ 
My supervisor was a very subdued and meek guy, so the hilarity 

came from realizing how out of character yelling back was for him! But he 
did it, and Easter was memorable that year! 

Easter isn’t always welcome. New life isn’t always welcome. We like 
the idea of Easter and we like the idea of new life, but we don’t like the 
process of getting there. But when we surrender and let go, when we are 
willing to die to ourselves, we will experience the life-giving power of the 
Resurrection. 

When we think of Easter we think of cute, fuzzy — or better yet, 
chocolate—bunnies. We think of daffodils and Easter lilies. We think of 
blossoms and that vibrant, almost neon, green grass and fresh new life. But 
even in creation, nature doesn’t tend to jump instantly from cold, snow and 
sleet to butterflies and purple hydrangeas. We begin first with dirt and mud. 
Maybe you don’t notice it as much where you live, but I have a dog and I’ll 
tell you I hate the mud season! Once the grass is green and up the mud 
goes away, ok, but during the transition to real spring my backyard and 
therefore my house has several weeks of mud. So if you ask me, it gets 
worse before it gets better. Of course, the same could be said of any ‘reno’ 
project. If you want to remodel and bring new life to the kitchen, it gets 
much worse before it gets better. Sometimes it gets so bad you have to 
move out before you can move back in again.  

Don’t you wish you could move out of your life for a few weeks and 
return to a fabulous new and transformed life? Wouldn’t that be awesome 
to just go and live in someone else’s life for a few weeks and then come 
back to your own life ... maybe with that new hip, or the cancer-chemo 



journey done, or maybe move back in and find all those bad habits gone 
and the grief folded up neatly and put away; the fears and anxieties 
replaced with bright and beautiful windows. But it doesn’t work that way. If 
we want to be a new person we have to go through the pain and the 
messiness of letting go and dying to the old way of life.  

It was the same with Jesus. The journey to Easter goes through a 
cross.  

I remember a guy out west who was in our Presbytery who hated it 
when we talked too much about the cross or Good Friday. He kept saying 
emphatically: “But we are an Easter people!” In other words, he felt that we 
should not focus on the cross, but focus instead on the Resurrection. And 
in a way he’s right. One of the reasons that crosses in Protestant churches 
don’t have Jesus hanging on them is that we believe the cross is empty. 
We put more emphasis on the life and resurrection of Jesus than we do on 
the suffering and death of Jesus. I’m not saying that the Protestants have it 
all right — it’s a question of emphasis. Where do you put the spotlight? Do 
you put the spotlight on the cross, or do you put the spotlight on the empty 
tomb? The Catholic church focusses  more on the God who suffers with us 
and for us — the crucifix — while the Protestant church focuses on the 
empty cross and on the God who has conquered death.  

I’m not sure it matters too much which you focus on as long as you 
don’t forget about the other. Because the cross without Easter is like winter 
without Christmas in Canada …it’s just pointless suffering! And Easter 
without the cross is light and fluffy. It has no depth. It has no meaning. 
Together, the cross and the empty tomb contain a power beyond 
understanding.  

Paul writes in his letter to the Corinthians: “Therefore if any person is 
in Christ, they are a new creature; the old things have passed away; 
behold, new things have come.” (2 Corinthians 5:17) How much do you 
want new life? Because it comes at a price. The new life comes at the price 
of Jesus on a cross ... but it also comes at the cost of your old life.  

Last Sunday I preached about Jesus’ faith and about how Jesus was 
able to pray “Not my will but yours be done”. The human Jesus died before 
he died. He died to his own will, to his own hopes, his own idea of how life 
should be, and as a result he was able to freely face his physical suffering 
and death and transform this into life. The same is true of us. When we are 
able to die to our small self — that’s how theologian Richard Rohr 
describes our ego or the ‘false self’ — then we can be born to our real self. 
The small self is not like a child who is growing; it’s a small that is stuck in 
small-mindedness and fear. 



It was so heartbreaking on 
Monday watching the live footage of 
huge flames engulfing the Notre 
Dame Cathedral in Paris.  

I’ve never visited the cathedral 
— I’m probably one of the only people 
to have been to Paris and not to 
Notre Dame — instead the kids and I 
took a bullet train to Euro Disney. 
Don’t judge me! (Lol.) You try 

traveling with children and you’ll discover how quickly your priorities 
change. But you don’t have to have toured the cathedral to have grieved 
the destruction of the fire.  

Already nearly a billion dollars has been raised to rebuild Notre Dame 
Cathedral, and one of the debates that I find interesting is how they will 
restore and renovate the church. Is the goal to bring it back to how it was 
last week, or to how it was when it was first built in the Middle Ages, or to 
how it was in the 1860’s when the last major restoration was undertaken? 
Is it about preserving history or is it more than that? I listened to an 
interview on the CBC on Wednesday with a Medievalist, Dr. Sara 
Uckelman from Durham University. She pointed out that these things 
happen over time:  

“Cathedrals are built and then they are burned and they are rebuilt 
and then they are ransacked by Vikings or by Mongols and they are rebuilt 
or they are bombed and then they are rebuilt. This isn’t the end of the line.”  
(CBC interview with Anna Maria Tremonte on the Current, April 16th 2019).  

She went on to point out that if we value the cathedral only for its 
historical aspects and fixate on a point in history, then we prevent the 
cathedral from being alive and having a chance to grow and to change.  

As I grieved over Notre Dame I also grieved over so many of the 
western church buildings that are slowly and much less dramatically 
disappearing; but not because I think the church should be the way it was 
100 years ago; more at the center and holding power. I don’t. (I say the 
western church because it is here in the west that the church is dying; in 
Africa, in Asia, and in Latin America the church is alive and growing!) In fact 
I believe the western church needs to die to what it was in order to be born 
to what it can be. I have great hope for the church in the west. I have great 
hope for this church. I didn’t always. But I see something new being born 
because we have been willing to let go of being a prestigious church. 



Jesus said it like this: “Very truly, I tell you, unless a grain of wheat 
falls into the earth and dies, it remains just a single grain; but if it dies, it 
bears much fruit. Those who love their life will lose it, and those who hate 
their life in this world will keep it for eternal life.” 

Richard Rohr has said that: “All great spirituality is about letting go. 
Jesus’ life, death, and resurrection show us how to win by losing. In fact, 
this “Path of Descent” could be called the metanarrative of the Bible. It is so 
obvious, consistent, and constant that it’s hidden in plain sight.” 

Where are you stuck? Where are you too small? What part of 
yourself do you need to let go of? Maybe you thought you’d have better 
health or a better job or that you’d still be in that relationship.  

Author Philip Simmons (1957–2002) shared what it took to awaken 
him: “We’re stubborn creatures, and it takes a shock to make us see our 
lives afresh. In my case the shock was the news, when I was just thirty-five 
years old, that I had the fatal condition known as ALS, or Lou Gehrig’s 
disease, and would probably be dead within a few years. . . . At some point 
we all confront the fact that each of us, each individual soul is, as the poet 
William Butler Yeats says, “fastened to a dying animal”. We’re all engaged 
in the business of dying, whether consciously or not, slowly or not. For me, 
knowing that my days are numbered has meant the chance to ask with new 
urgency the sorts of questions most of us avoid: everything from “What’s 
my life’s true purpose?” to “Should I reorganize my closets?” What I’ve 
learned from asking them is that a fuller consciousness of my own mortality 
has been my best guide to being more fully alive.” He goes on to write that: 
“When we learn to fall, we learn that only by letting go our grip on all that 
we ordinarily find most precious—our achievements, our plans, our loved 
ones, our very selves—can we find, ultimately, the most profound freedom. 
In the act of letting go of our lives, we return more fully to them.” 

Through a most unexpected way, new life comes not from going from 
strength to strength, or from gradually getting better and better, but from 
recognizing our weakness and being willing to die to an old way of life and 
be born to a new way of life. 

I believe in the Resurrection. I believe that the life and legacy of 
Jesus did not end on a cross, but that on the third day he was raised to life. 
I believe that it was the living Christ who called the disciples to die to a 
small and fearful vision and version of their lives and to live a life that was 
so big it’s still affecting us today. I believe that Jesus did not just come back 
to life then, but that he is still alive today and forever. I have experienced 
the new life of Jesus, and I am learning to let go of my small, fearful and 
controlling self (though it’s slow learning at times) so that I might 



experience the fullness of the life of Jesus which in turn can help others to 
live and hope and know that this is not the end. The love of God is forever.  

I want to end with part of a poem by Gerard Manley Hopkins called: 
“That Nature Is a Heraclitean Fire and of the Comfort of the Resurrection”. 
For Hopkins, the Easter hope is that in the middle of the ash and the 
hopelessness is life, in the middle of our fears and mortal body, there is life. 
We are a joke ... and as weak and long-lasting as matchwood, but at our 
heart we are also an immortal diamond formed from the pain and struggle 
of life — but also especially from the miracle and the power of the 
resurrection. The poem begins with a depressing account of life. but then 
he changes directions with these words: 

Enough!  The Resurrection,  
A heart’s clarion!  

Away grief’s gasping, joyless days, dejection.   
Across my foundering deck shone 

A beacon, an eternal beam. Flesh fade, and mortal trash   
Fall to the residuary worm; world’s wildfire, leave but ash: 

In a flash, at a trumpet crash, 
I am all at once what Christ is, since he was what I am and 

This Jack, joke, poor potsherd, patch, matchwood, immortal diamond,  
Is immortal diamond.            

 -G. Hopkins- 
 

 


