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put on a blue scarf
We went to the tomb, of course, to mourn, to wash and anoint him and leave him in peace. We

went to the tomb broken and grieving. How could we ever have imagined what we would find, an
earthquake an open tomb an angel and emptiness. Our minds could not make any sense of it. We
were numb somehow. Then the Messenger, a striking angel, all white, sitting on the stone, said as
all angels do, ‘don’t be afraid’, how could we not be? ‘I know that you are looking for Jesus who
was crucified’, the angel said, ‘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.””’

What were we to do? So we left that empty place with more questions than answers. We left that
empty place looking to find the brothers and on the way we were met by Jesus himself. Somehow
we knew it was him even though he was different. (You might wonder what he was wearing,
wonder what he looked like, wonder how his voice sounded.) We touched those feet, those
beautiful wounded broken feet | had anointed only a few days ago. We knelt on the ground and we
worshipped him somehow. We were so pleased that things were different, but there was no time
to process. So confusing. We had to find the men and tell them. If you ask me about it later I'll tell
you the same thing. The open empty tomb, the shock of it all, the inexplicable, mirroring what was
happening inside. Something had changed. Our dead beloved one was no longer there. We had
space later to tell, to remember all the things he had said and to feel, to feel a spark of hope, was
it? How can this be? This resurrection thing is still going on in my life, and yours, | imagine, ...

there’s no triumphalism, just hope, just a quiet joy.. just living it somehow, this emptiness and this



joy. (The guards had seemed like dead men, but later, after they told the leaders what happened
they were bribed to falsify their story.. so the lies continue..) But, | have seen, | know what | know, |

will not be the same.1

silence

To tell you the truth, it’s a relief to be over the drama, the brutality, the death, the grieving, the
waiting, even though there is so much of that in our world still, perhaps always. And | can be
weighed down by it, but | can also choose to see the small moments of resurrection, small
glimpses of growth, of kindness, of tenderness, of renegotiation. The small forgivenesses of myself
and of others, the silent warming and healing, the hard work of rehabilitation, the behind the
scenes negotiation, and, conversation, like those grieving Palestinian and Israeli parents who meet
together and support each other and speak up, or those who actually walk alongside refugees to
find a better home a place of rest and those who choose to stay in a war zone bringing their skills
of nursing and medicine and psychiatry.

Maybe E E. Cummings has a point in his poem:

i thank You God for most this amazing
day:for the leaping greenly spirits of trees
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 of 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

1 Richard Bruxvoort Colligan



doubt unimaginable You?

(now the ears of my ears awake and
now the eyes of my eyes are opened)

E. E. Cummings

silence

Cummings is amazed and surprisingly ebullient. Maybe this is what Easter is about? The empty
tomb, yes and more, it’s what happens outside the empty tomb, in the world. Within us and
between us. ‘Christ is risen. He is risen indeed’ we say, and that changes everything and nothing, it
enables a chink of Hope today, a reevaluation of all that is death dealing, and an energy to create
an alternative possibility that God is here somewhere and that death is not the last word.

Frederik Buechner tells it this way:

[Easter] is not a major production at all, and the minor attractions we have created around it
— the bunnies and baskets and bonnets, the dyed eggs — have so little to do with what it's
all about that they neither add much nor subtract much. It's not really even much of a story
when you come right down to it, and that is of course the power of it. It doesn't have the ring
of great drama. It has the ring of truth. If the Gospel writers had wanted to tell it in a way to
convince the world that Jesus indeed rose from the dead, they would presumably have done
it with all the skill and fanfare they could muster. Here there is no skill, no fanfare. They seem
to be telling it simply the way it was. The narrative is as fragmented, shadowy, incomplete as
life itself. When it comes to just what happened, there can be no certainty. That something
unimaginable happened, there can be no doubt.

The symbol of Easter is the empty tomb. You can't depict or domesticate emptiness. You can't
make it into pageants and string it with lights. It doesn't move people to give presents to each
other or sing old songs. It ebbs and flows all around us, the Eastertide. Even the great
choruses of Handel's Messiah sound a little like a handful of crickets chirping under the
moon.

He rose. A few saw him briefly and talked to him. If it is true, there is nothing left to say. If it is
not true, there is nothing left to say. For believers and unbelievers both, life has never been
the same again. For some, neither has death. What is left now is the emptiness. There are
those who, like Magdalen, will never stop searching it till they find his face.2

Risen
For Easter Day by Jan Richardson

If you are looking
for a blessing,

2 https://www.frederickbuechner.com/quote-of-the-day/2016/10/22/easter ~originally published in Whistling
in the Dark and later in Beyond Words


https://www.frederickbuechner.com/quote-of-the-day/2016/10/22/easter

do not linger
here.

Here

is only
emptiness,

a hollow,

a husk

where a blessing
used to be.

This blessing
was not content
in its confinement.

It could not abide

its isolation,

the unrelenting silence,
the pressing stench

of death.

Soifitis

a blessing

you seek,
open your own
mouth.

Fill your lungs
with the air
this new
morning brings

and then
release it
with a cry.

Hear how the blessing
breaks forth
in your own voice,

how your own lips
form every word
you never dreamed
to say.

See how the blessing
circles back again,
wanting you to
repeat it,

but louder,



how it draws you,
pulls you,

sends you

to proclaim

its only word:

Risen.
Risen.
Risen.3

3 https://paintedprayerbook.com/2011/04/20/easter-sunday-risen/



