
SERMON — April 17, 2022 

Alive, Again. 
The Rev. Paige Getty 

 
This morning I rose to more headlines about violence and death—a 
shooting yesterday in a South Carolina shopping mall that left a 
dozen or more people injured; ongoing, escalated violence in 
Ukraine, with the prediction of the fall of the city of Mariupol today 
to Russian forces; forced displacement because of armed conflict in 
Mexico.  
 
These headlines join those that had already found residence inside 
me—this week’s clash between Israeli riot police and Palestinians at 
a holy site in Jerusalem; state legislatures enacting laws to severely 
limit healthcare options for transgender youth and for pregnant 
people, putting lives at very real risk; the systemic rollback of voting 
rights and access; the devastating effects of climate chaos; and 
more.  
 
But those aren’t the only headlines. There are also stories of 
resistance—of residents in Selma, Alabama, speaking out about 
their community’s needs; the vigilance of Rev. Dr. William Barber 
and the Poor People’s Campaign; increased sensitivity and 
attention to the need for consent in ballet companies; a Texas 
district attorney withdrawing a death warrant for a man whose 
execution date had already been set. There are stories celebrating 
50 years of pandas at the national zoo, and the joys of live theatre, 
and brand new insights brought by the Hubble Space Telescope. 
 
Story after story of Empire wielding dominant power over all within its 
reach. 
 
And story after story of resistance—of hope withstanding fear, of 
love overcoming indifference, of faith defying despair.  
 
This world is one awful, messed up, chaotic place.  
 



And to that, the message of Easter responds, yes … and beauty also 
abounds. Not all is lost. The story isn’t over yet. Life persists.  
 
Empire wants to squash everything in its path. But that is not the only 
way this story might go. 
 
The story of Easter is the story of Jesus of Nazareth being punished by 
authorities who were threatened by his teachings—by his message 
that said we should care for the poor and the marginalized. The 
foreigners. The prostitutes.  
 
Jesus taught that righteous people side with those whose needs are 
ignored by those in power; righteous people side with those who are 
persecuted; righteous people side with those who are shunned by 
society’s dominant culture.  
 
Jesus taught that those who are righteous resist the impulse to 
maintain the status quo, and they oppose those who are more 
concerned about their own wealth and comfort and greed than 
they are about their neighbors’ well-being.  
 
Jesus taught that the old ways were outdated and wrong, that a 
new way was necessary for true salvation.  
 
Jesus taught that, in community, the truly righteous will examine that 
which is holding themselves back from clear sight before pointing a 
finger at others.  
 
Jesus taught that the people needed to extend compassion to 
those who were downtrodden and sick, to those who were strangers 
and those who were friends, to the persecuted and the despised 
and the heartbroken. 
 
Jesus—teacher, rabbi, friend—taught all these things, was betrayed 
by someone he considered a friend, and then was executed by the 
authorities—by Empire—because those teachings were a threat to 
them.  
 
And this weekend, billions of Christians around the world are 
celebrating the return to life of that teacher … alive in his teachings. 



 
And many wise Christian leaders are reminding their followers that 
Jesus wasn’t merely a nice, easy-going guy who never caused 
trouble, and stayed quiet when he perceived injustice, and was 
content to let authorities maintain their oppressive power without 
protest.  
 
No, Jesus actively resisted. 
 
Thousands of years later, we also are called to resist. Ours is not a 
passive faith. We do not believe that if we just sit back and get out 
of the way, some divine force will take care of things for us. No, ours 
is an active faith that celebrates the promise of new life, of 
resurrection, of hope … because we’re involved in the work of the 
world, and we know that our participation matters.   
 
As Dr. Weinstein wrote, 
 

Roll up your sleeves. 
 
He is not coming back, you know. 
He is not coming back unless it is we who rise for him 
We who lay healing hands on the reviled and rejected like he did 
on his behalf — 
We who rage for righteousness in his insistent voice 
We who love the sinner, even knowing that “the sinner” is no 
farther off than our own heartbeat 
 
You are the resurrection and the life. 
 

Resurrection isn’t something that happens merely outside of us, or 
only long ago, or only once. Jesus of Nazareth’s particular life and 
death and resurrection weren’t simply magical events that are to be 
either believed or disbelieved. Rather, we are, by nature of being 
human, always living in the presence of death and the possibility of 
resurrection and new life.  
 
It’s no mere coincidence that Resurrection Sunday coincides with 
spring in most of the Christian world—the evidence of life and new 
growth from the earth is an embodiment of this day’s promise. But as 



writer Vu Le (“voo lay”) reminds us, this new life and new growth 
doesn’t just appear suddenly and miraculously. Vu says, 
 

Poets often write about flowers “bursting” out of the ground, out 
of branches, triumphantly, full of life and color. But they don’t 
burst, not really. They spent months storing up energy, and then 
waited patiently, enduring the cold and the hard soil, constantly 
watching for signs—the rise in temperature, the softening of the 
earth. What we see as “bursts” is the culmination of hard, 
relentless, unseen movements, tiny growth one day at a time. 

“It’s still the apocalypse, let’s give ourselves and one another some grace,” March 20, 2022, 
https://nonprofitaf.com/2022/03/its-still-the-apocalypse-lets-give-ourselves-and-one-another-some-grace/ 

 
“Keep your proclamations of grandeur,” writes enfleshed’s Rev. M 
Barclay. 
 

Give me an easter as small as a seed. 
One that can be planted while it’s still cold outside. 
One that can be watered with tears, 
and demands time and patience to grow. 

 
Violence and destruction and betrayal and death abound. 
 
But so do hope and love and faith and trust and life. 
 
And there is so much power in our own hands—power to resist; 
power to side with those whose voices need to be amplified; power 
to side with those who are being persecuted and squashed; power 
to demonstrate compassion to those who are sick, downtrodden, 
and heartbroken; power to examine our own shortcomings and self-
centeredness and greed; power to abandon the old ways and start 
anew.  
 
So, let us plant our seeds, water them with sweat and tears, tend 
them with vigilance and patience, and be alive, again.  
 
“You are the resurrection and the life.” 
 
Amen.  
 


