
Happy Easter! I’m so glad you’re here today. Of all the things you could have done today, I’m glad 
you came to church here. There are a lot of reasons we come to church on Easter. We go because 
of family and loved ones who want us to be here. We go because of tradition. We go because, on 
Easter, no matter who you are, you can wear pastels with impunity.  

Also, we go because we need this story. We need to hear the alleluias and smell the flowers and 
see each other shining in the light of stained glass. We need to hear the children singing louder 
and louder. Because it fills our hearts with new life. We need this big, loud, beautiful celebration 
of a day. 

But here’s the thing—when it started, way back when with those women, it wasn’t big or loud or 
particularly beautiful. Like most new life, it started small and underwhelming. And what’s really 
remarkable is that these women dared to believe something new might be happening, even though 
it was small. 

It is so brave to dare to believe that something new could happen, could be happening to you.  

Because it’s far easier and makes way more sense to believe that things are always going to be the 
way they always have been. The patterns and scripts we live, that we inherited from others, that 
we came by honestly—those are how it’s always going to be. Our addictions, our mental illnesses, 
our mistakes and regrets that have always been there—those are going to be consistent. Our world 
and the endless cycles of violence; that’s how it’s always going to be. The way it’s always been is 
the way it’s always going to be. That’s believable. 

Like with Jesus. Good men die. They die young. Prophets emerge and the state kills them. What’s 
dead stays dead. That’s just is how it is.  

But there’s this story that one time some women went to a tomb expecting things to be exactly 
how they’d always been, and they weren’t. There was something new. And they dared, just barely, 
to believe it. Even though this new thing was so small. Really it was just the absence of something, 
rather than the presence of something new. They don’t actually see Jesus. They don’t even really 
see new life. They just don’t see death where they expect it. And that tiny beginning is the whole 
ball game.  

Here’s the thing. I believe that new life is all around us and happening to all of us all of the time. I 
genuinely believe that. We are constantly being made new. From our very cells, shedding and 
regenerating themselves, to the deepest patterns of our lives—there is new life happening all of the 
time. But to see that new life and then to believe in it—that’s not easy. Because new life starts so 
small.  

Any genuine change in our lives starts small. New habits take day after day, new skills take hour 
upon hour. Recovery is one, single day at a time. The changes you make in therapy or other work 
on yourself are painfully slow. Big social movements start with tedious networking. As far as I can 
tell, this is how almost all new life begins—small.  

It is so brave to dare to believe something new is happening, because it always starts so small.  

Really what I’m amazed by in this story has nothing to do with what happened to a corpse. What I 
am amazed by is that these women dared to believe their own experience. Something weird and 



unbelievable happened, and it felt like new life, and they dared to believe it. And they managed, 
just barely, to believe it enough to tell someone about it. That is amazing.  

I want that kind of courage—to notice when something new is happening, to see it, to trust it, to 
trust my experience of it. Daring to believe something new is happening is such a brave thing. 
How do we do it? In all those worn out, stuck places in our lives how do we do it, how do we 
believe new life is possible, that resurrection could happen?   

The story says it helps to remember. That’s the primary message these messengers bring: 
Remember. Remember what he said when you were together. Remember that he said he would 
have to die, and that that wouldn’t be the end. Remember?  

As they stood there, were they flooded with memories? All the meals they shared, all the miles 
they walked. The love they shared. So much love.  

Just remembering the love you’ve shared in the past can change the present. It’s been different 
before. It will be different again. Remember? 

That part’s lovely, but the messengers don’t just remind them of the good times. They bring up his 
horrible death, too. Remember how he said he’d have to die?  

As if they could forget. These women must have been so traumatized. To watch a loved one be 
lynched. How could you forget? But memories of trauma are funny. Forgetting is often protective. 
And when it’s finally time for healing, that healing usually involves remembering.  

When the messengers remind these women, I don’t think they’re trying to retraumatize them. I 
think they’re trying to help them heal. Remember, when everyone else ran, you stayed. You bore 
witness so he wouldn’t be alone.  

Remember how brave you were? Remember how he said this would happen? And you survived it. 
The messengers remind these women they have these memories of horror precisely because they 
were brave enough to survive it. 

Remembering where you came from, remembering what you’ve endured can be an incredible 
source of strength. And remembering the love you’ve experienced. We need that if we’re going to 
believe something new could happen. And here’s the other essentialx thing: these women didn’t 
have to remember it all by themselves. They have each other. Memory is a team sport. We need 
others to help us remember so that we can believe.  

For a number of years, I was working with a spiritual director, which is something like a cross 
between a therapist and a pastor. I went to her one week and complained, “I am absolutely 
exhausted. I’m so tired. I feel like I’ve always been tired. I was tired last week. I was tired last year. 
And I was tired when I had my babies. And I was tired even way back in high school. I’ve always 
been tired, and I’m always going to be tired!” She looked at me and said, “Sarah. You have not 
always been tired. I saw you four weeks ago, and you were not tired. You will not always be 
tired.” I needed her to remember for me when I couldn’t remember for myself.  

We do that for each other. My friend Kris recently lost his mother. She had dementia. It was brutal, 
the way that always is. She didn’t cheerfully fade into a fog of forgetfulness. She was difficult. Kris 
says the biggest problem is that she stopped remembering herself. She remembered herself 



unkindly. And that made her unkind. He and his siblings realized their primary task was to 
remember her more kindly than she remembered herself, and to remind her of herself. We need 
people to remember with us and for us.  

These women remembered with one another, for one another, and that gave them the courage to 
dare to believe something new could happen, maybe even was happening already. The story says 
when they remembered they ran to tell. Remembering gave them the confidence to trust this new 
life. 

It is so brave to dare to believe that something could new could happen. It takes such courage to 
believe in new life. I don’t know what you brought in with you today. Along with the beautiful 
pastels and the smiles, I don’t know what old hurts and fears you carry with you every day. Those 
places where you’re exhausted and feel like you’ve always been tired. Those places that are stuck 
and utterly hopeless. I don’t know what those are for you, but I know we all have them. We all 
have those places where it seems hopeless and dead. I know that. 

And I also know this and believe it with all my heart: new life—resurrection—is happening around 
us, among us, and within us all of the time. The only trick is waking up and trusting it.  

If you’re having trouble with that this morning, in spite of the Alleluias and the music and the 
flowers, if you’re having trouble believing that there could new life for you just around the corner, 
the message for you might be the same as it was for these women. Remember. Remember how it’s 
been different before. It will be different again. Remember the love you’ve known. Remember 
what you’ve already survived. You are so brave and strong and beautiful. Remember you’re not in 
this alone. There are others with you. Remember?  

Because one morning, not so different from this morning, several women got up very early, after 
surviving so much death, expecting only to find more death, and instead they found life—the first 
beautiful, quiet whispers of life. And it changed everything.  
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