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Isaiah 65:17-25

17For I am about to create new heavens and a new earth; the former things shall not be remembered or come to mind. 18But be glad and rejoice forever in what I am creating; for I am about to create Jerusalem as a joy, and its people as a delight. 19I will rejoice in Jerusalem, and delight in my people; no more shall the sound of weeping be heard in it, or the cry of distress. 20No more shall there be in it an infant that lives but a few days, or an old person who does not live out a lifetime; for one who dies at a hundred years will be considered a youth, and one who falls short of a hundred will be considered accursed. 21They shall build houses and inhabit them; they shall plant vineyards and eat their fruit. 22They shall not build and another inhabit; they shall not plant and another eat; for like the days of a tree shall the days of my people be, and my chosen shall long enjoy the work of their hands. 23They shall not labor in vain, or bear children for calamity; for they shall be offspring blessed by the Lord— and their descendants as well. 24Before they call I will answer, while they are yet speaking I will hear. 25The wolf and the lamb shall feed together, the lion shall eat straw like the ox; but the serpent—its food shall be dust! They shall not hurt or destroy on all my holy mountain, says the Lord.

John 20:1-18

20Early on the first day of the week, while it was still dark, Mary Magdalene came to the tomb and saw that the stone had been removed from the tomb. 2So she ran and went to Simon Peter and the other disciple, the one whom Jesus loved, and said to them, “They have taken the Lord out of the tomb, and we do not know where they have laid him.” 3Then Peter and the other disciple set out and went toward the tomb. 4The two were running together, but the other disciple outran Peter and reached the tomb first. 5He bent down to look in and saw the linen wrappings lying there, but he did not go in. 6Then Simon Peter came, following him, and went into the tomb. He saw the linen wrappings lying there, 7and the cloth that had been on Jesus’ head, not lying with the linen wrappings but rolled up in a place by itself. 8Then the other disciple, who reached the tomb first, also went in, and he saw and believed; 9for as yet they did not understand the scripture, that he must rise from the dead. 10Then the disciples returned to their homes. 

11But Mary stood weeping outside the tomb. As she wept, she bent over to look into the tomb; 12and she saw two angels in white, sitting where the body of Jesus had been lying, one at the head and the other at the feet. 13They said to her, “Woman, why are you weeping?” She said to them, “They have taken away my Lord, and I do not know where they have laid him.” 14When she had said this, she turned around and saw Jesus standing there, but she did not know that it was Jesus. 15Jesus said to her, “Woman, why are you weeping? Whom are you looking for?” Supposing him to be the gardener, she said to him, “Sir, if you have carried him away, tell me where you have laid him, and I will take him away.” 16Jesus said to her, “Mary!” She turned and said to him in Hebrew, “Rabbouni!” (which means Teacher). 17Jesus said to her, “Do not hold on to me, because I have not yet ascended to the Father. But go to my brothers and say to them, ‘I am ascending to my Father and your Father, to my God and your God.’” 18Mary Magdalene went and announced to the disciples, “I have seen the Lord”; and she told them that he had said these things to her.

Here is some PEEPS® trivia for you this Easter morning:

1. Every year there are enough PEEPS® Brand Marshmallow Candies made to circle the Earth twice.

2. When Peeps were first made (over 50 years ago) each one took 27 minutes to make.  Today it takes six minutes to create one PEEPS® chick.

3. PEEPS® has been the #1 non-chocolate Easter candy in the U.S. for more than

4. a decade.

5. Yellow is America’s best selling color of PEEPS® chicks and bunnies.

6. And, if you Google “peep wars,” you will find many hilarious videos on YouTube.
I think there are probably two kinds of people:  those who love PEEPS® and those who don’t.  Dale is the only one in our family who falls into the lover of PEEPS® category, and so when we were married 7 years ago, I became more tuned in to the whole PEEPS® world.  The first year I bought him a package of PEEPS®, opened them and displayed them nicely in a basket for the next morning.  Of course, they were all dried up when he woke up.  One year I bought him a “decorate your own” Peep that never piqued his interest.  One year I got him a chocolate egg with a Peep inside.  That sat in a drawer in our bathroom for two years.  I have bought purple and green and pink bunnies and chicks; every year trying to do something a little different, every year hearing about how much he loved PEEPS®!  Finally, this year he tells me, “Kathy, it’s not really Easter unless they are the traditional yellow chick PEEPS®.”  After 7 years, I think I’ve got it now!
However, the peeps I’d like to talk with you about this morning are not the sugary marshmallow ones.  The real Easter peeps can’t be bought in a store.  The real Easter peeps – the ones worth savoring – are those unexpected moments when we get a glimpse, or a peep, at the living God and the reality of the resurrection.
Like the sugary marshmallow treat, these peeps don’t last long.  And like the sugary marshmallow treat, these peeps come in all sorts of shapes and sizes.  You can’t order them.  You can’t choose which kind would like.  You have to take the peeps where you find them.  
Perhaps some of you today are skeptical about this whole resurrection story and the Easter peeps I am talking about.  In addition to the resurrection being difficult to believe, if we look at the four gospels we see different accounts of the resurrection.  Even the timing doesn’t add up.  Mark tells us that the women arrived at the tomb at sunrise, while John states that Mary Magdalene went to the tomb when it was dark.  Each gospel has its own unique variations of the story.  So, it would be understandable that some of you here this morning might be skeptical.
Others of you may be so troubled this morning that it is difficult to imagine really wanting to sing the joyous Easter hymns of the day.  Whether it is the strain of the economy, a relationship, a disease, or just general malaise, I know that there are some of you who are just not in the mood for all of the lilies, bells, brass, and festivity.  And some of you might be thinking to yourself, “I should be happier.  I should be more hopeful.  I should have more faith.”  Why do we have this inner feeling, this inner pessimism?  Sigmund Freud calls it the "death instinct."  Common to all human beings and all animals, we have this instinct.  Deep down inside is this fear that this is all there is.  And so, we come to the graves of life, the graves of our mothers and fathers, and grandmas and grandpas; we come to the deathbeds of life, and we finally come to our own deathbed and we quietly pray:  "I believe, help my unbelief." 
In John’s account, everyone had a different experience at the tomb.  Mary was, at first, devastated and ran to get others.  One disciple was eager to go into the empty tomb; the other couldn’t bring himself to do it.  One believed Jesus was resurrected and for the others, it took a while for them to get it.  Part of the good news today is that the church gives Easter not just one day, but a whole season, as if acknowledging that this whole revelation business can take a good long while. 
And my experience is that, for most of us, Easter happens not through a lot of fanfare, but through the small peeps of the living God we get at unexpected times and places.  I don’t know what your peeps are or will be, they are different for each of us.  Just as the disciples each perceived the empty tomb differently, each of us perceives what happens around us differently.  

One of my favorite new authors is Sara Miles and who has just published her second book called, Jesus Freak.  In it she describes her relationship with Jesus and how she experiences Jesus feeding, healing, and raising the dead.  She writes, 

There’s often a moment when I’m hanging out with a group of Christians – usually liberal Christians, the kind who care about global warming and inclusive language – and I see them glance at me as if I’m a total freak.  I’ve embarrassed them by talking too much about Jesus.  As if he were real….And raising the dead?  That is what Christians do every Sunday, after all, when we stand around in our boring churches, eating little wafers or pieces of whole wheat pita, saying aloud that Christ is risen. It’s what we do whenever we continue in simple, literal acts: breaking bread, praying without hope of perfect outcomes, admitting our weaknesses, and loving people who don’t deserve it. It’s what we do when we remember that death is not the end.  (pp 163-165)  Sara writes a whole book about the peeps she has received.  
I can’t tell you what your peeps might be, but this morning I would like to share with you just a few of the peeps I have had.
It is not unusual for people to talk with me about their questions of faith, or their lack of belief.  Lately I have had several people talk with me about how Christianity, and the notion of God in general, trips them up because of absolutes about God they were taught that don’t make any sense to them.  Usually it is something about judgment or exclusion.  And often I hear myself saying to these persons, “I don’t believe in the kind of God you don’t believe in either”; and yet my heart aches a little when I sense the emptiness or searching someone feels without faith.
Recently, I heard a story about a husband and wife, let’s call them Ted and Margie.  Margie was a Christian; Ted had decided that not only was he not a Christian but he didn’t believe in God either.  However, Margie shared with me that Ted came home one day after learning that his colleague was very ill and told Margie, “I prayed for him today.”

“What?”

“I prayed for him today.  I didn’t say ‘God,’ but I prayed.  It was all I could think to do.”

I don’t know if that moment was a peep for Ted or not.  I don’t know if Ted could see that he was reaching out to something bigger and better than himself, but it was a peep for me.  It was a peep about growing faith and about God who keeps working on us and believing in us, even when we don’t believe in God. 

If you were here last Sunday you heard an extensive list of concerns before the prayers about members and friends of this church.  It has been a heavy week, and I will confess that this was one week that felt a tad bit overwhelming for me.  Amidst that long list of concerns were a couple of situations that had an impact on two of our families who are intimately involved with the functioning of the church.  

Last Sunday we learned that Elmoun Davies was in the hospital and was to have surgery early in the week.  Jim Davies is Elmoun’s son.  Jim is the person who not only opens our doors and helps with parking, but makes every corner of this building shine.  Between every service or major meeting he cleans all of the bathrooms.  I have often been here late at night when trash is spilling over and crumbs are on the floor, but when I come in early in the morning everything is back in order.  He tells me it’s “magic,” but I know better.  Through the years I have come to have so much confidence in Jim’s care for our building that I rarely give it a thought.  He anticipates every need and is on top of it before I even would think to mention it.  No other week of the year is as demanding for Jim in the life of the church than Holy Week.  

Last Sunday when I met Jim in the hallway of Mount Carmel hospital we talked about the seriousness of Elmoun’s surgery and the plan of care for her.  I told him, “Jim, we can get someone to cover for you.  Please don’t worry about the church.”  Of course, in my head I was worrying about the church!  Jim immediately said, “Oh no, I can handle it.”
“Would you tell me if you couldn’t?”

“Probably not, but I can.  Really.”

And everything has sparkled all week.

Last Sunday we heard about the gravity of Marcus Salyer’s condition.  The entire extended family has spent most of this week with him at his home, anticipating that the end of his life is coming soon.  Well, Marcus’ son-in-law, Joe, volunteers his time and expertise and does all of our landscaping and lawn care.  At the beginning of the week, I thought about everything going on, and I thought about how Joe usually has spring flowers planted in our urns and on the grounds before Easter.  I thought to myself, “That won’t happen this year.  But it is perfectly okay.”  I decided we didn’t need pansies or snapdragons or sprucing up given everything else that was going on. 

Imagine my delight as I drove down to the church mid-week to find pansies and snapdragons greetING me.  I don’t know when Joe was here, but he was here, and we have flowers this morning because of him.

Joe and Jim were peeps for me this week.  More than the fresh flowers and the clean carpets and toilets, their presence and their attentiveness – even in the midst of their grief - showed me that I wasn’t in this alone.

I have already shared with you about Marcus Salyer.  You may have noticed in the bulletin this morning that the flowers on the altar are in honor of Marcus and Rosemarie’s 50th wedding anniversary.  About a month ago, when Marcus took a significant turn for the worse, he told his daughter, Anne-Marie, that he just wanted to hold on until their 50th wedding anniversary, April 8th.   It is not an understatement to say that a month ago this family was devastated at the thought of losing this great man as early as April 8th.  It seemed far too soon, and no one had really come to grips with it.  
As I have spent time this family I have noticed shock and anger give way to fear and grief.  But over the past week, I have experienced an extraordinary sense of peace in their home.  That is not to say that there aren’t times when everyone has their moments – of course they do.  But there has been a shift – an acceptance – that this chapter of Marcus’ life is coming to an end.  

On Thursday morning, April 1, I called Lisa, Marcus’ other daughter, to check in.  She softly giggled and said, “Kathy, today is April 8.”

“What?”

“Today is not April 1.  It is April 8.  We are celebrating their anniversary.”  

I didn’t arrive until after our services on Thursday evening.  When I walked in, I learned they had been celebrating all day with hot wings and special sandwiches, a fruit platter and, more importantly, the recollection of many happy memories.  I greeted Rosemarie and Marcus with, “Happy Anniversary” and was met by smiles on both of their faces. 

Was there a confusion of dates?  No I don’t think so.  This wasn’t Chronos time, it was Kairos time:  God’s time.  It was the best peep I have had in awhile that showed me that love is stronger than death.

Today – take in all of the peeps you possibly can.  Happy Easter!  
Amen.
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