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“Let Life Find You”
Luke 24:1-12 Easter Sunday, April 21, 2019

When I was a young child, my father served as pastor of a 
two-hundred-year-old church in the small farming community 
of Woodleaf, North Carolina. Like most old country churches 
in those days, there were services on Sunday morning and 
evening, and a Wednesday evening prayer meeting each week 
as well. On Sunday, we children sat dutifully in our pews, but 
on Wednesday evening, we were free to roam, and often would 
play a game of hide-and-seek while our parents prayed in the 
sanctuary. One Wednesday evening in the middle of winter, 
we were playing hide-and-seek in the darkened church. We 
gathered in the hallway and my friend Jonathon was selected 
to be “it.” He began to count and we quickly dispersed. Now, 
as the son of the pastor who spent many hours each week 
in that old building, I had certain advantages in this game. 
I knew the best hiding spot in the whole church. In the 
balcony of the sanctuary, there was a small opening covered 
by a wooden door. The door was kept closed but never locked, 
and inside the door was a long hallway that led nowhere. As 
Jonathon counted to one hundred, I quickly made my way up 
to the balcony, opened the door, crawled down the pitch-black 
hallway, and found a corner. After a moment, I could faintly 
hear Jonathon announce, “Ready or not, here I come!” Several 
minutes later, quiet laughter as he made his first discovery. I 
heard footsteps running all over the church, and snickered to 
myself, “He’ll never find me here…he’ll never find me here!” 
And then, it occurred to me. He’ll never find me here. All of a 
sudden the darkness was too dark, the stillness too still. After 
what seemed like an hour, I moved closer to the doorway. I 
cracked the door. Then I opened it wider. Finally, I leaned my 
head out of the opening. Just before I began to stomp my feet, 
Jonathon came up the stairs of the balcony and spotted me. “I 
found you!” he whisper-shouted, aware of the prayer meeting 
below. I attempted a frown and pretended to be disappointed, 
masking my relief. Then we ran together down the stairs to 
begin the game again. 

Hiding was fun for a moment but what I really wanted to 
was to be found. I think you know that feeling. I think it’s the 
same yearning that draws us together on this Easter morning. 
We spend so much of our lives hiding and seeking, concealing 
our deepest joys and fears, disguising our truest selves, trying 
to find meaning in lives dominated by the mundane, searching 

for deeper purpose or real community. But, on Easter Sunday, 
we gather in worship because we want to be found. We want 
to be seen and known, accepted and loved and redeemed and 
given a fresh start. We want to be found. And so we come.

This day of joy and light and hope began in deep dark 
shadows. Early in the morning on the first day of the week, 
darkness lingered as two grieving women got out of bed before 
sunrise and made their way to the graveyard. On Friday night, 
these women stood at a distance and saw their friend crucified 
as a criminal. They watched as a great stone was rolled in 
front of his tomb. I’m not sure why these women decided to 
return to the tomb just as a new day was dawning. Perhaps 
they needed to be sure that the painful events of the previous 
two days really took place, weren’t just a nightmare. Perhaps 
they felt the need to do something, like my grandmother who 
baked cookies for the hospice nurses the morning after my 
grandfather died. Maybe they simply couldn’t sleep. Luke says 
that they took burial spices. But I do wonder. I wonder if they 
remembered the promise of resurrection. “On the third day”, 
he said. I wonder if, even in the shadows, they clung to the faint 
hope that it might be true. I wonder if they hoped to be found.

It all happened so fast—the next part. Before they can even 
take in the vision of a rolled-away boulder, two men in dazzling 
clothes confront them with a message so astonishing it 
transforms their lives. But first, there is a question. A question 
that remains captivatingly unanswered throughout the 
encounter. Why do you look for the living among the dead? Of 
course, the women had not been looking for the living at all. 
They had come in silence to anoint a dead body, not to hear a 
resurrection message. And so, in one final dramatic plot twist, 
the women find new life in the deadliest of places. Or, better 
put, they are found by life. They were expecting so little, and 
what they discovered was everything they could barely dare 
to hope. Renewed faith, abundant life, and a mission: to share 
these simple and profound words: He is risen from the dead.

And what about you? This morning, on this first day of 
the week, you have all gathered in this holy place. Like the 
women, I think, we come with a mixed bundle of emotions 
There is sadness in this sanctuary…some of us are missing 
those we love who sat next to us in the pew last Easter. There 
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is raw grief, there are unreleased grudges, unresolved conflict, 
unacknowledged hurt. I know that there is desperation at the 
state of the world and uncertainty about the future. There is 
more than a little cynicism about the place of faith in our lives. 
For many of us, hope sounds like a foreign language and joy 
feels like an elusive castle in the clouds. I think it’s fair to say 
that, like the women, many of us may approach this Easter 
morning with more cynicism than anticipation. We expect 
no dramatic change, just the comfort of predictable sadness. 
Dead bodies stay dead and are mostly left alone. Another day, 
same old thing. 

That’s why the first miracle of Easter, the one that makes 
everything else possible, is showing up. The women went to 
the tomb. Some glowing ember of faith, nearly extinguished 
but not quite, drove them back to that place. “Remember how 
he told you,” the dazzling messengers declare. And some part 
of them does remember his words. Even if you have come this 
morning out of obligation to routine or annual tradition, you 
are here, in the morning, on the first day of the week. You are 
in the right place to be found. 

And so, I wonder, which message have you almost stopped 
believing, or hoping to receive? Which words of life do you 
most need to hear today? 

Here are the ones that I need most. I need to hear that love 
is stronger than this intense fear that swirls all around us. I 
need to hear that the faith that once seemed so certain, that 
has faded through inertia and inattention, through suffering 
and sadness, that this faith knows more of the truth than 
the doubts that have replaced it. I need to hear that joy will 
overcome the energy-sapping reports of a world that has gone 
to hell, where living is suffering and we might as well get used 
to it. I need to hear that it is still possible to find life, life beyond 
our diminished expectations, life that is more than breathing, 
life that is itself alive with meaning and purpose. That’s why I 
showed up this morning. You showed up too—quite a crowd 
of you! Maybe you believe that something might be different 
because you did. 

It’s a good bet. 

Showing up changes things. I’ve seen it. Someone brand new 
to town and feeling lonely, just hoping to be in the company 
of others. I’ve seen it. A young man deeply wounded by the 
exclusionary message of his childhood church, just sticking his 
head in for old times’ sake. I’ve seen it. A family, just settling 
into the neighborhood, just looking for a preschool in the 
area. I’ve seen it. A woman grieving the loss of her husband, 
just here for one Sunday because he loved to go to church. Just 

stopping by, just looking, just visiting, just trying it out, just in 
the area, just sitting in the back, just had to see the sanctuary, 
just this once, just to hear the music, just because it seemed 
like the thing to do, just one more chance. Just…and then 
something, someone takes hold of that person. It happens 
in the middle of the anthem or during the prayer. It happens 
when the scripture is read. It happens when the person sitting 
close by, or at the door outside, says, “I’m glad you’re here.” It 
happens when the peace is passed, when the hymns are sung, 
when the sermon is preached, when silence is kept. Looking? 
No, I wasn’t even looking! I just showed up. And I found it. 
Found life. It happens. It has happened to some of you! 

In each life, there are moments of incomprehensible wonder, 
overwhelming joy. Easter Sunday is dazzling; if you only come 
to church one Sunday a year, this is the day. The music is 
heaven-sent. The sanctuary is beautiful and filled with joy. If 
you’re lucky, you’ll get to see some wonderful hats. And, we 
tell the most astonishing and transformative story we know. 
He is risen from the dead. This is the day to be in church. This 
is the moment to find life.

And yet, all by itself, it’s not going to be enough. Those 
moments of wonder and joy are not every moment. Do you 
remember Emily Dickinson’s wonderful line? “The truth 
must dazzle gradually, or every man be blind. The truth 
dazzles gradually. Morning by morning. Sunday after Sunday. 
Resurrection after resurrection. For the women at the tomb, 
the message of Easter was an invitation, a beginning. For us the 
dazzling glory of Easter morning is a beginning—an invitation 
to let our lives be changed over time, to believe that the world 
can be a different place, that we too can be different. Today 
can be your new beginning. You are here. Let life find you. Be 
like our two-year-old son Benjamin—the worst hide-and-seek 
player I know. He just can’t wait to be found, squealing with 
joy from behind the couch.

If you are lost this day, or hiding in the shadows; if you have 
almost given up; if you are seeking this day: a new start, a fresh 
beginning, a sense of faith and hope in a fearful and broken 
world. No matter what has brought you, you’ve come to the 
right place. Here you can be found. So come out from your 
tombs of emptiness and fear and anger and guilt. You will 
only find death in those places. And today, of all days, on this 
Easter Sunday, you were meant to find life. 

Find life this day, because life has found you. For Christ is 
risen indeed. Love has conquered fear. Remember these words. 
And then, for God’s sake, tell the others. Alleluia! Amen.


