
April 12, 2020 
Easter Sunday of the Resurrection of the Lord 

Readings: 
Acts 10:34A, 37-43 

Psalm 118:1-2, 16-17, 22-23 
COL 3:1-4 or 1COR 5:6B-8 

John 20:1-9 

 I have a confession.  I am having a little problem concentrating right now.  It’s isn’t 
because this week has been overwhelming or difficult or depressing or anything like that.  It’s 
because I woke-up in the middle of last night and thought about something that I haven’t thought 
about for a long time.  In fact, it is something I forced myself to stop thinking about long ago.  I 
tried very hard during Lent not to think about such things.   
 Last night, around 3 am, it hit me like a ton of something secular.  At first, I was 
ashamed.  I thought “Steven, of all things!  What a horrible thought during Holy Week!  You are 
not right in the head.  Why on earth are you awake at this ungodly hour thinking THAT!” I tried 
to shudder the thought, but it wouldn’t go away.  It manifested in all sorts of compounded crazy.  
“Dear Lord, take it away, make it go away, make it stop,” I prayed. 
 Then, there in the darkness, I started laughing.  My laughter was so loud Ocho and Cinco 
woke-up alarmed and mad, and so did Quasimodo over in the bell tower.  Ocho shot me the look.  
Cinco, with his little tongue sticking out his underbite, without saying a word, shot me the same 
look, throwing shade in the shade.   
 Breaking nighttime their big bovine eyes said it all, “Do you have to do that; we are 
trying to sleep.  You’ve done some crazy things, but this, surprises even us.  What were you 
thinking?!”  Bug-eyed, muttering curses, “We need our sleep.” 
 I laughed even harder.  Both got out of bed and got a drink of water out of the same bowl, 
even though they never share, but they shared the look.  Looking back at me, over Ocho’s 
shoulder, their telepathic powers voiced their disgust, “Crazy man!  Woke us over that!  You just 
wait until the sun shines in a couple hours, it’s payback time.  You’re on the list, crazy man.  
You’re at the top of the list.  You’re gonna pay.”   
 They got back into bed and went back to sleep far away from me, beyond crazy, at the 
foot of the bed.  I couldn’t stop laughing though, at myself, at them, at what I was thinking.  You 
would think laughter would have taken my mind off what woke me in the first place.  It didn’t.  
The devil knows, “The harder to get, the better to have.”   
 Something was off.  I could hear it.  I could feel it.  I could see it.  I could taste it.  I could 
not get my thoughts or my laughter straight.  All I could see was CLEARANCE.  Signs 
everywhere.  CLEARANCE.  CLEARANCE.  CLEARANCE.  On the ceiling.  On the four 
walls.  Pop-ups in thin air.  Church bells tolling, ringing and clanging, “C-L-E-A-R-A-N-C-E.”   
 My mind raced, so I got out of bed and went downstairs into the living room.  Saints be 
praised.  The church bells were not really ringing at this profane time of morning.  If they had, I 
would have been in a world of hurt with the neighbors and in more trouble with Ocho and Cinco.  
 “No one wants that sort of trouble on Easter Sunday,” I rumored.  CLEARANCE may 



have been my first thought, but my second thought was one of gratitude.  IT’S EASTER.  
Steven, IT’S EASTER!  I was as joyous as anyone who survived Passover.   
 With or without us, it’s EASTER!  Easter did not pass us by this year like we all feared it 
would.  It’s EASTER!  Jesus is RISEN!  IT’S EASTER.  ALLELUIA!  ALLELUIA!   
 I started laughing out loud again.  Ocho and Cinco have a look.  I have a laugh.  Hooting 
and snorting, I stumbled over a pile of Christmas decorations I had finally taken down but hadn’t 
yet put away.  Hobbling on one foot, the wrong foot, I guffawed in severe pain, which made me 
laugh even more.   
 Then I giggled.  The look from Ocho and Cinco flashed in my brain.  I wish you could 
have experienced it.  The look retold the story of the ghosts of Easter past and Easter present, if 
there ever was such a story.  I laughed so hard I had to limp into the kitchen not to wake the 
boys.  Still, both started barking, “We’re still sleeping, crazy man!”  I snickered in amusement.   
 Seriously!  It’s EASTER!  The light has risen in the darkness.  I knew it would.  The light 
always does.  I feel like dancing, only I can’t.  My foot.  Ouch.  Then it hit me again, how all this 
craziness started in the first place.  Good night nurse. 
 Listen.  I’ve accepted it.  This is just how I roll.  Don’t judge me.  I’m clearly awake and 
in my right mind now.  I promise.  Here’s what it was.  If I am being honest, it is still here.   
 Since all the candy stores have shuttered because of that blasted Coronavirus, I thought of 
all those poor chocolate Easter bunnies left on the shelves and in the aisles, all the chocolate eggs 
and chocolate candy.  Lent.  No chocolate. 
 I awoke, “All this Easter goodness will go to waste.  Wow!  All of us are taking a big loss 
this Easter.  Then it hit me.  But WAIT!  All that Easter goodness will not go to waste.  It will 
still be on the store shelves in June when we on the other side of this…only everything will be on 
CLEARANCE.  90 % off, I imagine.  Life goes on.  Take that, you crazy Coronavirus.”  
Hallelujah!  Sing for joy.  
 And there’s the look…again.  Ocho and Cinco must now realize, this year they aren’t 
getting an Easter bunny, chocolate or otherwise.  Call me crazy.   
 Easter didn’t pass us by, it will never pass us by, it can’t pass us by.  Jesus is Risen!  
Nothing stopped Jesus!  Nothing will stop Jesus!  Jesus is HERE!  Jesus will still be here in 
June!  Jesus will be with us on the other side.  Jesus WAS with us.  Jesus IS with us.  Jesus WILL 
BE with us.  ALWAYS! 
 HE IS RISEN!  ALLELUIA!  ALLELUIA!  Wake the neighbors!  Ring the bells!  JESUS 
IS RISEN!  ALLELUIA!  ALLELUIA!


