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Easter has to be the most ridiculous celebration in human experience. 

I mean, seriously. Who is going to believe some story about an obscure religious figure from 

two thousand years ago who took on the powers that be and which same powers put him to 

death because of it? The man was killed and we are supposed to believe that in some bizarre 

way he is still alive. Are we some kind of crazy? 

Just take a look at Peter’s speech that we just read; this Peter, who had just a few days ago 

denied even knowing Jesus. This Peter who abandoned Jesus in Jesus’ moment of greatest need 

is now making outrageous claims about Jesus. Peter is proclaiming to a bunch of religious 

rejects (gentiles, those not in the right religious club) that Jesus is, “Lord of all”. He is making 

claims like “They put him to death by hanging him on a tree; but God raised him on the third 

day”, and even that he “appear (ed), not to all the people but to us who were chosen by God as 

witnesses, and who ate and drank with him after he rose from the dead.” and that “everyone 

who believes in him receives forgiveness of sins through his name.” Yet immediately after these 

words these religious rejects are rushing forward to be baptized. What kind of God is this that 

uses a traitor of the Beloved to tell of the Beloved? What kind of God is interested in rejects? 

What kind of crazy is that? 

Then in our second lesson, the same outrageous claim; Jesus raised from the dead – even 

appearing to 500 people who, according to Paul, are mostly still alive and able to testify to the 

truth of it; Paul, a man who had made it his business to kill the followers of Jesus. And anyway, 

what kind of God is it that calls a murderer and torturer like Paul to become a leader of the 

church. What kind of God could possibly be interested in a person like that? Judgment and 

punishment is more appropriate. What kind of crazy is that? 

Then there is the gospel itself. 

Mary Magdalene who had been healed by Jesus. As far as we can, tell she seems to have 

suffered from some kind of mental illness (demons in gospel terms) So here she is; the first 

witness to the resurrection- this story of a man who was dead and is now alive. And we are 

supposed to believe her story – the testimony of a witness who had a history of instability? Are 
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we to consider her a credible witness? What kind of God picks an unreliable person like that? 

What kind of crazy is that? 

A betrayer, a persecutor and a mentally unstable woman. 

A tree for execution. A tomb for a body. 

An empty tomb. Folded linen. 500 witnesses. 

A betrayer transformed by forgiveness. 

A persecutor transformed by his encounter with love. 

An unstable woman transformed by restoration of wholeness of life. 

A church forming of those who come to believe that forgiveness is possible, that transformation 

of life is possible no matter the circumstances. A church believing because it has happened to 

them. Resurrection, transformation, is happening to them. And it is happening to us now. All 

our betrayals, all our persecutions, all our brokenness is being changed into life. Resurrection is 

breaking out all around us. And it has your name on it. 

Standing at the memorial in New York to those who died during 9-11 is a tree, a Callery pear 

tree to be precise. It was the last living thing to be recovered from the wreckage of that 

monstrous crime. Stripped of its limbs all that remained of the tree were eight feet of scorched 

and charred trunk covered in grey toxic dust. Dead. 

Workers planted the tree at a nursery adding compost and fertilizer. They covered the 

surrounding ground with wood chips to ward off the cold of approaching winter. And when 

spring came so did the green shoots of new life.  The tree is badly scarred and broken, but it 

lives. Replanted at the site of the memorial it blooms each spring. Wounded and disabled 

veterans of the subsequent war stand in front of the tree to smile and be photographed. Life 

breaking out from suffering and death; resurrection breaking out around us. What kind of God 

is that? What kind of crazy is that? 
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It is the craziness of those who see the truth- the truth of the man who hung on the tree of 

death and was not defeated. The truth of the shame of a disloyal man who loves and betrays 

and is reconciled to the one he loves and betrays. The truth of a murderous man, a persecutor 

of people, who comes to know forgiveness and becomes a servant of that love. The truth of a 

despised and broken woman restored to life and dignity, chosen to be the first witness to the 

great truth of resurrection. The truth of a tree that refused to remain dead. The truth of the 

wounded who know the truth of life and great it with smiles. 

The truth of us gathered today. The truth of us willing to confess that which the world deems 

ridiculous. The truth of us seeing in the person and story of Jesus our own truth; the truth of 

our own sufferings and deaths, the truth of our own crucifixions, and the greater truth of our 

own resurrections.  

The truth that Jesus’ resurrection is not some special event reserved for the one we name as 

Son of God. Resurrection is the way things really are. The world can and does betray. The world 

does persecute and break. Each of us in this place today knows the truth of that in small ways 

and large. It is the place we dread to go. It is the place of powerlessness – the place of guilt and 

shame and pain. It is the fabric of our life. 

The truth is that the God of Jesus does not betray. The God of Jesus does not persecute. The 

God of Jesus does not break. The God of Jesus calls us by name. The God of Jesus knows exactly 

who we are at all times. The God of Jesus reaches down from the cross to embrace us with 

lashings of loving forgiveness. The God of Jesus rolls away the stones of our tombs that we too 

might live. The God of Jesus waits for us; waits for us to see and embrace the truth; waiting to 

replace our shame with joy, our guilt with peace, and our brokenness with wholeness of life.  

So you see, we are right. Easter is the most ridiculous celebration in human experience. We are 

all crazy! Perhaps God is even a little crazy to imagine we can manage our journey through 

shame and guilt and brokenness. But if God believes it and God is God then by God’s grace we 

can do it and with Mary Magdalene, we too will say, “I have seen the Lord.” 

Alleluia and Amen.  
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