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It is great to see you all here at Brewster Baptist Church for Easter Sunday. I 

have been reading about faith in New England and it seems that some people’s 

association with the word “Baptist” is not positive – people think Baptists can be 

judgmental or argumentative, I don’t know why, but then I heard about a Baptist who 

was shipwrecked on an island. When he was finally found his rescuers were impressed 

that the man had built not one but three buildings. When asked what they were, the 

Baptist replied, “The first one is my house, and the second one is my church.” “That’s 

great – what’s the third building?” he was asked. “That’s where I used to go to church.”  

I am so thankful that spring has finally come, and as many of you know, part of 

why I like spring is because baseball is back. I was surprised to see how many 

sportswriters are predicting that the Chicago Cubs are going to reach the World Series. 

It reminded me of the guy walking down the beach who found a bottle, popped the cork 

and a genie came out and offered to grant him one wish. The guy says, “My wish is for 

peace between the Israelis and Palestinians,” and he hands the genie a map of the 

Middle East. The genie takes the map, studies it for hours and hours. Finally he gives it 

back to the guy and says, “Is there anything else you want to wish for? This is 

impossible.” The guy says, “Well, I always wanted to see the Cubs in a World Series.” 

The genie looks at him, and says, “Let me have another look at that map.” One of the 

great things about baseball is there's always another year, another day, another chance 

for redemption, another reason to hope.  

That is what Easter is about: redemption, another chance, it is a message of 

hope not in a bottle but in the person of Jesus for anyone who is feeling lost, empty, and 

hopeless, beginning with the first followers of Christ who felt that way because Jesus 

had been executed on a cross on Friday, but now it is Sunday morning and the Gospel 

says,  

“After the sabbath, as the first day of the week was dawning, Mary Magdalene 

and the other Mary went to see the tomb. 2 And suddenly there was a great 

earthquake; for an angel of the Lord, descending fr om heaven, came and rolled 

back the stone and sat on it. 3 His appearance was like lightning, and his clothing 

white as snow. 4 For fear of him the guards shook and became like dead men. 5 But the 

angel said to the women, “Do not be afraid ; I know that you are looking for Jesus who 

was crucified. 6 He is not here; for he has been raised, as he said.  Come, see the 



place where he lay. 7 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.” 8 So they left the tomb quickly with fear  and great joy, and ran to 

tell his disciples. 9 Suddenly Jesus met them and said, “Greetings!” And they came to 

him, took hold of his feet, and worshiped him. 10 Then Jesus said to them, “Do not be 

afraid ; go and tell my brothers to go to Galilee; there they will see me.”  

The last five months have been rather bleak on many fronts that we are all 

familiar with - the weather, the economy, our nation being at war for over 6 years in Iraq 

and longer in Afghanistan, mass shootings seem to be happening in our nation with 

alarming and numbing regularity. God knows we need some hope, we need new life, we 

need resurrection. I am very excited that the daffodils have finally pushed through the 

ground enthusiastically opening wide to the warming sun in the morning. I hope I never 

lose my amazement at the fact that all winter under the snow and ice and the frozen 

ground the daffodils are, in a sense, just waiting for their time to come. Looking at the 

ground in January or February, one would never know that such determination and 

beauty lie dormant waiting to push their way upward through the obstacles that lie 

overheard to reveal themselves to the world in all their glory. Looking at the bleakness of 

the current situation, some of us may find it hard to believe that we possess the 

determination to persevere and that God has placed beauty inside all of us.  

The great American poet Henry Wadsworth Longfellow wrote,  

“If Spring came but once in a century, instead of o nce a year,  

or burst forth with the sound of an earthquake, and  not in silence,  

what wonder and expectation there would be in all h earts to behold the 

miraculous change! But now the silent succession su ggests nothing but 

necessity. To most men only the cessation of the mi racle would be miraculous 

and the perpetual exercise of God's power seems les s wonderful than its 

withdrawal would be.”  

The flowers are part of how spring gets our attention . In a sermon about Easter, 

Peter Gomes, writes about the resurrection of Jesus in a similar way: “The resurrection 

is God’s way of getting our attention . It is God’s way of making us listen up, God’s way 

of getting us to look, to listen, and to live.  

The first thing to remember, once God gets our attention , is that there is nothing subtle 

about Easter, nothing vague or ambiguous or vain or clever or cute about it at all. To 

make that point, God does not begin Easter Day as the slow, gradual triumph of the 



dawn over the darkness; rather he takes a leaf from the notebook of Cecil B. DeMille 

himself, and God begins Easter with an earthquake.”  

This past week we witnessed how an earthquake gets our attention. Sadly over 

200 people were killed, 1,500 more were injured and more than 17,000 were left 

homeless by an earthquake in the L’Quila region of central Italy northeast of Rome. 98 

year-old, Ines D'Alessandro, moved to her sister's home in nearby Sulmona after 

surviving her second devastating quake. Her first -- a 1915 temblor which killed 30,000 

people -- occurred when she was just four years old. She said, "It is hard. I cry my heart 

out for all of these people struck by this tragedy, but one needs to have courage and I try 

to give it to others. I have fought all of my life."  

Earthquakes are usually devastating and destructive in their impact, but the 

earthquake on Easter morning was life-giving, rather than life-taking.  

“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. 3 His 

appearance was like lightning and his clothing white as snow. 4 For fear of him the 

guards shook and became like dead men. 5 But the angel said to the women, “Do not 

be afraid.”  (Matthew 28:2-5a) 

“God knows how to get our attention. The Christian faith on Easter morning 

begins not with a whimper or an argument but with a bang . The women are placed at 

the tomb so that they can be confronted by this phenomenon. There they are, like you 

and like me, preoccupied with their own thoughts. Their private griefs, their personal 

agendas, their memories, their expectations, and indeed their fears are interrupted by 

God in a mighty way,” not by an earthquake which is impressive enough but by a bold 

and powerful angel with a sense of humor who has not only rolled away the stone 

blocking the entrance of Jesus’ tomb, but who is sitting on it, like a child proud of his or 

her own strength, making the statement, “See what I did. How’s that? And if you think 

that is a great act, wait till you see what’s next!”   

A pastor was speaking to a group of second-graders about the resurrection of 

Jesus when one student asked, "What did Jesus say right after He came out of the 

grave?" The pastor explained that the Gospels do not tell us what He said at that exact 

moment and the hand of one little girl shot up,  

"I know what He said, He said, 'Tah-dah!'" 

The earthquake and the angel serve God’s purpose to get our attention and to 

convey a life changing message. “He is not here; he is risen as he said; he goes before 



you; spread the good news; do not be afraid. You have nothing to fear.” That is the first, 

and that is the only message of Easter: Jesus Christ is risen from the dead and is not to 

be found where the dead are. He told us this, and it is so. He is out there ahead of us, 

and our job is to spread the good news that he lives; and, by the way, relax, stop 

worrying, stop thinking that it all depends on you. It has been accomplished. It has been 

done. That is difficult to do when we think everything depends on us and we feel we 

have to work harder and harder, faster and faster just to stay where we are.  

“There is a danger, that, in our preoccupation with the schedules and demands of 

this life, we may spend our days shuffling with our eyes to the ground, thinking about the 

day’s busy agenda, never seeing the clouds, the birds on the trees, or the birds in the 

sky, or passing heedlessly and unseeing while every common bush is aflame with 

the glory of God.   

When we do step back and consider all of this, we discover that in all these little 

miracles of life there is a reminder that life is beautiful, full of possibility. As we watch the 

green stems push skyward and colorful petals unfold, nature reminds us that self-

discovery is renewable and the development of our potential never ends.  

No matter what our age or condition, there are still untapped possibilities within 

us, new beauty waiting to be born.  

During moments when challenges are too great and burdens are too 

overwhelming, we must turn to the Creator who made all in the first place. And as we do, 

we have the faith that as God knows the intimate, wonderful details of nature, so God 

knows our human nature as well, and really loves and cares for us all. Only God can 

work the miracles of rejuvenation and resurrection, and God will do it.  

That is why the miracles of springtime are such an inspiration. They testify that 

the Lord is present in the soul as well as in the s oil , ready to give new birth to the 

way of love and beauty within us, while God is making a new world around us and 

beneath our feet.”1  

The poet e. e. cummings wrote a poem that expresses the hope, beauty and joy 

of resurrection and spring and faith in God.   

i thank You God for most this amazing 

day: for the leaping greenly spirits of trees 

                                                 
1 Dale Turner, Different Seasons, page 65-67 



and a blue true dream of sky; and for everything 

which is natural which is infinite which is yes 

(i who have died am alive again today, 

and this is the sun's birthday; this is the birth 

day of life and love and wings: and of the gay 

great happening illimitably earth) 

how should tasting touching hearing seeing 

breathing any-lifted from the no 

of all nothing-human merely being 

doubt unimaginable You? 

(now the ears of my ears awake and 

now the eyes of my eyes are opened) 

~ e.e. cummings ~ ( Complete Poems 1904-1962 ) 

In the musical 42nd Street, Dorothy sings that “Life begins when somebody’s eyes 

look into your own.” The Bible might sing that Life begins when God gets our 

attention , whether through flowers, or birds or earthquakes, through tragedy or triumph, 

and life truly begins when we can hear what God has to say, especially in and through 

Jesus who was raised from the dead.  

I pray that this Easter, God will get your attention in a life changing way so that 

the Good News that Jesus lives will fill you with hope, determination, and persistence to 

press onward and upward in faith.  

 

Blessing: May the God of hope fill you with all joy  and peace in believing, so that 

you may abound in hope by the power of the Holy Spi rit.  

Romans 15:13 

Offering : A grandmother was giving directions to her grown grandson who was coming 

to visit with his wife on Easter Sunday: "You come to the front door of the apartment 

complex. I am in apartment 14T. There is a big panel at the door. With your elbow push 

button 14T. I will buzz you in. Come inside, the elevator is on the right. Get in, and with 

your elbow hit 14. When you get out I am on the left. With your elbow, hit my doorbell."  



"Grandma, that sounds easy, but why am I hitting all these buttons with my elbow"?  

"You mean you're coming empty handed?"  


