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For a few years, I got to be part of a congregation led by a retired bishop who we all loved and
who had a way with words. His name was John Krumm, and on his final Easter Sunday morning
with us, he walked up into the pulpit and said, “Friends, this is my 80th Easter, and in case it’s my
last, here’s what I really want to tell you about our highest of holy days. There is more than a
good bit of Easter in Good Friday. And — there’s more than a good bit of Good Friday in
Easter.” I remember putting that phrase away somewhere up fere so I could return to it. To be
honest, I really didn’t quite know what he meant. Bishop Krumm’s good words were like that —
their meanings tended to reveal and unveil themselves over time. But even more, on that
morning, in a time of deep challenge, something felt right about this particular good word.

It was many years later when I was back in school, living about halfway down Whitney Avenue.
Holy Week had just come to an end, and with many services played and with exams and papers
to come, I decided to take a quick break and take the train to see some friends. I went down to
Union Station, got my ticket to Washington DC and was about to settle into one of those nice,
wide seats when I saw that it held a crisp, colorful newspaper with an intriguing headline. “An
Easter Story,” it said. It was a complimentary copy of USA Today, known for its mix of news and
human interest stories. Once the train began to roll out of the station, I picked the paper up and
began to read the Easter Story, as the author put it, of someone who, in his own words, “saw a
little piece of me die so that I could finally start to live.”

As he told the story, the man had found himself feeling suspicion and anger that had begun, as he
put it, to “boil over” into something more like rage toward a community of Muslims who lived
nearby, resentment for their growing presence and numbers. And so he had decided to register
his feelings publicly. He’d pulled an old toilet up from his basement and put it out on his front
lawn, along with a sign that said, “Flush the Koran.” Next to the toilet he had placed a stack of
books, mostly the Koran, and several handwritten signs.

One day there was a knock on his door. He opened it to find a woman standing there in
traditional dress. She asked if he’d be willing to take a moment to talk. His first instinct was to say
“get lost” and shut the door. But the woman had a a look on her face, a presence, he said, that, to
his surprise, inspired him to still himself for a minute and listen to her. He said: “She spoke with
such calm; she was gentle and kind; she was so soft-spoken and well-spoken that I just had to let
her in. She wanted to talk. And so we talked. And as we did, I felt something I could never have
imagined, something that had never happened before. I felt this huge weight lift itself from my
shoulders. My fear and anger simply began to vanish. Some little piece of me died that
afternoon, in that moment, so that something new could be born in its place.”

An Easter Story. 1 folded the paper and looked away for a minute as Bishop Krumm’s words
tumbled from that place where I'd stored them over those many years. “A little piece of me died
so I could finally start to live.” Yes. A good bit of Good Friday in Easter indeed. And it shouldn’t
surprise us, really, because this, of course, is the Christian story at its utter heart. It was for Paul,
it’s been for the mystics among us, and it was for Mary on that morning of mornings as slivers of



light began to shine through. Most of the time, we think of life leading to death. Life begins, it
continues, and at some point it ends. But for Christians with Easter at the heart of our faith, it’s
actually the reverse. At the heart of our faith lies the distinctive belief, the hope, and in fact the
certainty that death leads to life. And that’s worth saying again. Death leads to life. From death
comes abundant life.

The great Howard Thurman memorably said, in his own time of great challenge, that what the
world needs is people who have come alive. Yes. That’s the great Easter hope: a world filled with
souls who have come alive, who have come through death to life. And as we turn just in our
remaining moment to this radiant gospel passage from John, we see at its heart the one who came
alive, and yes, that’s Jesus; but John really wants us to see someone else who came alive, and that’s
Mary. Peter’s there in the background as well, and, friends, just who are these two? Well, Mary is
Magdalene, which means tower, or pillar. And Peter means rock. The pillar, the tower, the rock,
two on whom this movement would be built — and they struggled too. With doubt. With fear.
With, in these words I love of the poet Ted Loder, certainties that smother possibilities. Yes — with all
of that — and yet Mary came so gloriously alive that she ran in joy, first of the apostles, to share
transfiguring good news with the world. And like all of us before we come fully to life, some little
piece of her had to die first. We see it so heartbreakingly and poignantly in her encounter with
her friend and teacher, now risen. Even ske 1s kept at first from seeing; even ske wants to stop for a
moment and hold on to this moment, just as her brothers had so recently on a mountaintop.
“There’s more,” he says, “do not hold me now.” This is the resurrection, friends, and what s if? It
1s a quiet moment in the dark, a whispered word of love and hope, of life that comes from death,
of faith that comes from fear, of hope that springs from despair.

And it’s here where we find the secret of Mary and all who come fully alive. On that early, quiet
morning, fear and doubt were vanquished so that new hope, new faith, new joy, new life could
enter in. Just as it did for a man in Orlando, Florida who saw death yield to the improbable
unstoppable force of life, of love, of “yes” that finally quieted all the “nos” that had come, falsely,
to define him. In this brief, beautiful moment in the garden, we see resurrection for what it is. It’s
the victory of God’s kingdom- a kingdom not of the power and dominance many had expected
but of eternity itself, as John tells, the eternity of new life in him. The gospel is an invitation to find
our home there, to walk each other home in this walk of faith that, as it did for Mary and for Peter,
happens quietly over a lifetime and beyond, a walk that invites us to put to death our need to hold
on to this magnificent temporal kingdom and its many alluring beauties, and to live anew to the
peaceable kingdom, to love and forgiveness, to the humble service and simple faith for which we
were in fact created.

And so, finally, what is that little piece of us that we can let die today? Each of us? All of us?
Easter beckons us each as it beckons us all. Is it our allegiance to the petty kings God has always
warned us against, the passing kings who keep us from the realm of peace and true flourishing
that knows only one King? Is it our unquenchable desire for things we don’t need God has always
warned us against in a world so filled with inarticulably deep and ever-deepening need? Is it our
holding on to all that keeps us from God — our grudges, our judgments, our anger, our difficulty
still with the only thing he asks of us: to love as he loves, to forgive? It’s the great promise of this
day that new life, abundant life, eternal life stands on a near horizon; that every moment of every
day 1s rich and ripe and full and fragrant with the chance for that little piece of us — in each of



us, in all of us — to die so that we too can know the incomparable joy of life in him, of the life
Mary ran to the world to announce was now a life in which we could somehow so improbably

now all share, resurrection life, the life that, in him, never, ever, ever stops and never ends. Thanks
be to God! Alleluia, Amen.



