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St. David’s Episcopal Church
Beanblossom, Indiana
Easter Sunday, March 31, 2024
Sermon by the Rev. Kate Wilson

Acts 10:34-43	118:1-2, 14-24   1 Corinthians 15:1-11      Mark 16:1-8

Alleluia, alleluia! A blessed Easter and welcome to all!



What was your best Easter? The more Easters you’ve had the more time you may need to think. Time’s up!

I’ll tell you about mine. I’m not sure how my parents managed it, but when we all came home from Easter mass and dumped the hats we were required to wear, with that choking piece of elastic, low and behold we had four of the cutest, fluffiest Easter peeps you can imagine in a box in the living room. They were sunshine yellow and were peeping up a storm. We were just thrilled. 

In the beginning, all four ate out of a single coaster, a metal coaster with a raised lip all around. It was perfect for baby peeps food. 

Well, those peeps grew. We decided that the newspapered carpet was not a sufficient environment. Mom filled a huge blue roasting pan, the kind with white speckles, to introduce the ducks to swimming.  The first duck went in and paddled around in glee. The second did the same, and then the third. Happy baby ducks! Then the last baby duck was placed in the pan and paddled for about a minute before sinking to the bottom of the pan. It turned out that he had no down. Feathers without down become water logged and pull the duck down to the bottom. 

OK. The ducks  grew, and they grew. Before we knew it,  my dad was lugging home hundred pound sacks of grain to feed them. Those darling little peeps had grown up to be 30 inch tall, 15 pound white ducks. Yep, we had 60 pounds-worth of ducks living in a huge pen in our backyard. They shared a vacant doghouse and fluttered up a storm when they saw us coming out to play with them. And they were guard ducks. If we or any of the other neighbor kids came into the yard, they fluffed up and warbled welcome. If a stranger came by, cutting through our yard to the woods behind us, they would honk up a storm and the mom patrol would be on the job within seconds. 

My dad was a saint, I have decided, but even saints have limits. One night he came in with another huge sack and said that either the ducks had to go, or he would go. 

My mom called the Pittsburgh Zoo, and told the woman from the aquatic animals section that we had four Easter peep ducks we needed to donate. She groaned. We were not the first to call about Easter peeps. The woman said that peeps never thrive in the Zoo. My mom said she thought these might be different. So the woman okayed our bringing them in to see if they were hearty enough to survive. She said, don’t let the kids get their hopes up.

Imagine a Ford station wagon with three kids in the back seat and four huge ducks in the wayback, honking and looking in all directions. We were a sight. When we got to the Zoo the shocked woman said they were in. She took the first duck and put it in the adult pond. Then the second, and then the third. But the fourth duck, again, sank to the bottom of the pond. 

The end result was that our three original ducks had to have a fourth, and adopted another duck with a broken wing. We could always spot our ducks in the pond because of the injured duck. And our fourth duck? He lived in the baby duck pond, towering over other people’s Easter peeps who swam between his legs. We always knew who our ducks were and that they were safe. 

The moral of the story is that when we love someone, even an imperfect someone, we love them and teach them and provide for them. Those ducks were also a theological Easter gift. Jesus loves us and teaches us and provides for us, imperfect or not.

I suspect that like me, your joyous Easter stories are about family or chosen family. My family traveled the sorrowful road with Jesus every year. We traveled the readings of the Passion. We traveled the stations of the cross. We stood for what seemed like forever in a hot church. We kept vigil between Thursday evening and Friday morning. We attended the Easter Vigil in darkness. I must have been born for this work because all of it moved me and drew me in. Every year. Still my first memories are stories such as that of our ducks, or of relatives and guests at our table. I suspect, too, that for you there may have been ham or not. There may have been baskets or a funny looking lamb cake or not. They memories were and are about when you feel at home. They were and are about when you feel love. 

Jesus was clearly all about love.  Love one another. Love your neighbor. His love is so great he taught publicly in the temple and from mountainsides. He taught it by wells, and to a grown man who climbed a tree to see him, looking ridiculous and not caring. He taught it to those who lowered a friend through the roof to be healed. He teaches it to us, when we are serious or when we are ridiculous.

Jesus could read the political tea leaves and he knew how insurrectionists or rabble-rousers ended up. Jesus could have bolted to safety and survival in a heartbeat. Yet Jesus did not bolt. He suffered a shameful, hateful, painful death full of love for each of us. He looked out over the bustling city of Jerusalem and said, Father, forgive them. Jesus most certainly taught love from the cross.

Jesus knows which of us is suffering loss and pain and guilt just as much as he knew what was in the hearts of pharisees who mocked him as he taught about love, missing his point completely. Jesus knows rejection, and fear, and betrayal. Jesus knows that our hardships may be those he has suffered, or other physical or spiritual or emotional maladies. We may doubt our worthiness to hold our heads up in this house, in his presence.  But hold it up. We can believe, like Paul who wrote to the Corinthians, 10But by the grace of God I am what I am, and his grace toward me has not been in vain. 

Jesus knows that you are worth both redemption and expanding spiritual joy in this life.  Leave doubts behind and rise in glory. We may have some work to do to clear the wreckage of our mistakes.  As I learned during my hip replacement, we do what we have to do to do what we want to do.  Invite others in doubt or certainty to live the life of love with us. We will always have enough chairs in this house of Christ.

The raising of Jesus from the dead is a core belief of our faith. Despite the hundreds who witnessed him after he rose in the predawn hours, and the stories they wrote about it, I still wish there were a video to download to make belief easy.

Jesus knows about our doubts. Father, if it’s possible, remove this cup….but your will, not mine. He walked through his doubts out of love for us. 

John wrote (15:12-13) This is My commandment, that you love one another as I have loved you. Greater love has no one than this, that they lay down their life for their friends. 

And Jesus did, for our redemption and joy. The glorious resurrection is Christ’s invitation to us to grow in glory or to bury our sinful souls and turn to him and his teachings in a resurrection of our own. It is always the right time to clasp hands in the spiritual body of Christ, the source of forgiveness and loving invitation.

And for that, let us all say, Alleluia! 

