Home Worship for Easter – April 12, 2020
The following material is offered for those who want to create a common at home service this
Sunday with your families, or individually. We wish you all good health as we navigate our new
circumstances together.
The Worship Committee

May we bring forth this day new wisdom, strength and courage
To create a new world not of wealth, but well-being.
A world of new peace and abundance.

Lynn Harrison

CHALICE LIGHTING: For Holy Days on Which We Recall the Old Stories
By Dillman Baker Sorrells (Adapted)
For holy days on which we recall the old stories, we light the flame.
For Passover which reminds us of the courage and strength of those seeking freedom in the
past, we light the flame.
For Easter which reminds us that love is our greatest challenge, we light the flame.
For gathering today in in our own sacred spaces, we light the flame.
For the future opportunity to be together as a community, to remember the past, to plan for our
future, to be alive in our present.

MEDITATION: Easter Again – By Lindasusan Ulrich
We live inside paradox. Humans generally don’t like to admit it—we much prefer tidy, stable,
comprehensible, logical ways of getting through the day—but paradox is woven into the fabric of
this particular universe we inhabit.
Light is both a particle and a wave
Imaginary numbers describe the math of physical phenomena
Love and grief are inextricably linked
As are rage and sorrow
Suffering and compassion
Life and death
Time itself is both linear and cyclical
Each person’s life traces a single arc, yet patterns emerge and re-emerge
Fear always seems to return
Goodness knows terror finds its way back into the news
We always seem in need of help to roll back big stones that block our way
Yet we also come back to the alleluia,
even if its absence has gone on far longer than the forty days of Lent
We raise each other’s spirits when our sacred places seem empty
We anoint each other

We engage in a demanding faith that asks us to love the next world into being today
We are "joyful though we have considered all the facts"
We practice resurrection
It is Easter again, my friends,
And you are surrounded by a multitude who wish you well.

SERMON/HOMILY
Hope Will Be Restored – By Heide Cottam (adapted)
"After the Sabbath, as the first day of the week was dawning, Mary Magdalene and the
other Mary went to see the tomb. And suddenly there was a great earthquake; for an
angel of the Lord, descending from heaven, came and rolled back the stone and sat on it.
His appearance was like lightning, and his clothing white as snow. For fear of him the
guards shook and became like dead men. But the angel said to the women, “Do not be
afraid; I know that you are looking for Jesus who was crucified. He is not here; for he has
been raised, as he said. Come, see the place where he lay. Then go quickly and tell his
disciples, ‘He has been raised from the dead, and indeed he is going ahead of you to
Galilee; there you will see him.’ This is my message for you. “So they left the tomb quickly
with fear and great joy, and ran to tell his disciples. Suddenly Jesus met them and said,
“Greetings!” And they came to him, took hold of his feet, and worshiped him. Then Jesus
said to them, “Do not be afraid; go and tell my brothers to go to Galilee; there they will see
me.”
—Matthew 28:1-10
Unitarian Universalism, on the whole, wrestles with our Christian identity each year on Easter.
Even though our faith tradition specifically cites Jewish and Christian teachings as sources from
which we draw wisdom, and even though a large number of UUs identify as Christian, we seem
to face a bit of an identity crisis come Easter.
What do we do with a story of literal resurrection? Well . . . we believe.
The resurrection of Jesus is one of the most sacred stories in Christianity; from that story
emerges a renewal of faith.
Imagine being either of the Marys on that morning. These women were in mourning. They had
lost not just a man they loved, but a teacher they were dedicated to and a prophet in whom they
believed. Their shared grief must have permeated from them, rising from their skin like an
unwanted perfume. They were going to anoint the body of Jesus, whom they believed to be a
mortal man. A son of God, yes, but mortal. In tending to his broken body, they’d face the
wounds of his death and the reality of loss.
I can imagine the hopelessness they must have felt. Jesus taught love and compassion, yet an
act of betrayal ended him.
Do you remember the first time you felt true hopelessness? A moment when maybe it seemed
like everything you wanted to be true and real and right was ripped away?

You’ve felt it. And I am as sure as I can be that the Mary Magdalene and Mary, Mother of
James, felt it in every step they took that Sunday morning.
And then there was an angel–lightning and white and spilling words of emergence, words of
resurrection—“He is not here, for he has been raised.” Words of hope.
The women fled the tomb quickly, with fear and great joy. And that’s what coming out of the
hopelessness feels like, doesn’t it? It isn’t a sure-footed, steady pace. There's no certainty.
Instead, it’s a mixture of worry and hope, of questions and only the vaguest of answers. Is this
real? Will it last? I think it is. I hope it will.
Another important piece of this is that Jesus met his disciples in Galilee.
Matthew 28:16-20….
"Now the eleven disciples went to Galilee, to the mountain to which Jesus had directed
them. When they saw him, they worshiped him; but some doubted. And Jesus came and
said to them, “All authority in heaven and on earth has been given to me. 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.”
Jesus brought his people back together. It wasn’t enough to offer them hope; he gathered them,
affirmed their hope, then sent them out to share his faith of love and compassion. He promised
to be with them.
Because it takes a village, right? That’s why we’re here. This is why we gather on Sundays in
this sanctuary. It is why we gather at protests and rallies or family dinners or even coffee shops.
We are meeting each other in our Galilees, and we're making disciples of all our nations. We
are sharing our words of love, and confronting hopelessness and despair. We are building
villages with each other.
Imagine that sense of wonder and renewal the followers of Jesus must have felt. Awestruck.
Renewed. Transformed by the love of another.
We’re doing that all the time.
We’re doing that at every Black Lives Matter meeting, at every Sunday service, and even at
committee or Board meetings. We invite that feeling—awestruck, renewed, transformed by
love—when we spend time together, and believe in humanity more and more.
This is what the story of the resurrection offers us—hope.
Hate and betrayal do not and will not prevail, says the resurrection. Hope will be restored, lives
will be restored. We will emerge from the bleakest of absolutes to exist on in the glory of love.
I think this is why the resurrection is one of the most important stories in the Christian tradition. I
think this is why Unitarian Universalists celebrate Easter joyfully, even if it gives us some kind of
collective identity crisis.
The answer to “What do we do with a story of literal resurrection?” is believe. Believe in hope.
Believe in Galilee. Believe that we are disciples of our love of humanity.

A CLOSING THOUGHT

Easter is…by Rev. Patrick O’Neill:

Easter is an impossible story written for everyone who has ever felt the sting of death and
wishes for something more.
Easter is a story for anyone who loves life so much that they prayer for more life to follow.
Easter is a story for people who can envision a loving divinity that will not be conquered by evil.
It’s a story that never dies;
Of immoveable objects that get tossed aside;
Of happy endings in a tragic world;
Of miracles;
Of faith rewarded and vision restored and hope justified.
That’s what Easter is.
May it be so for us.
Amen

