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Easter is here! I know that some of you gave something up for Lent. I 
hope you found that particular spiritual discipline meaningful. When I 
was a youth minister, one of the high school students in youth group 
gave up swearing for Lent. I remember thinking it was a little weird 
when Easter came and he excitedly went back to doing the thing we all 
wished he would stop doing! I wish I could tell you how he greeted his 
Sunday School class on Easter morning!  
I have given up chocolate during some Lenten seasons. I can tell you, 
peanut butter M&Ms make a great Easter breakfast. I do find it helpful 
to give something up or take something on during Lent. More than 
anything, for me, the change in routine…doing something new, reminds 
me to intentionally connect with God and other people. Knowing that I 
would be preaching my very first Easter sermon this morning, I’ve been 
pondering it for quite a while. I’ve intentionally looked for signs of 
Easter in my own life and in the world.   
 
One such example came along a few weeks ago in the form of a Disney 
movie. I’m a Disney lover from way back. Disney has a way of tapping 
into life and packaging it in stories that resonate for a broad spectrum 
of people---children and adults. I’ve seen many of the Disney movies 
over and over again. Several times, I’ve noticed something brand new, 
even after having watched the movie many times before. I think age 
and life experience bring new meaning to pretty much everything. 
 
My favorite Disney animated movie is Beauty and the Beast. So, 
naturally, when the new Beauty and the Beast movie came out, I was 
thrilled. And so was John! It was out for a while before we finally got to 
see it. Before seeing it, I noted on Facebook that some of my Disney-



loving friends were commenting on their experiences of the new movie. 
Several of them were really upset. They were upset because some of 
the details they love about the animated Beauty and Beast were 
changed or left out of the new movie. I was eager to see for myself. 
 
The story of Beauty and the Beast begins with a young prince who had 
everything...he was handsome, lived in a cool castle, and had people 
around him who would do anything he asked. One day an old woman, 
who, unbeknownst to him, was really a beautiful enchantress, came to 
the door and asked him for help. He refused to help her and even 
laughed at her. The enchantress cast a spell on the prince, the castle 
and everyone in it. The prince was immediately transformed into a 
hideous beast. The only way for the spell to be broken was for the 
prince to learn to love and be loved in return. The story uses a red rose 
to mark the passage of time. When the petals all fall from the rose, 
time is up. The beast would remain a beast forever. 
 
Through a series of events, Belle, the embodiment of love and beauty, 
finds herself a prisoner of the Beast in the castle. Belle’s presence in the 
castle gives hope to the inhabitants there. Maybe she will be the one 
who teaches the Beast to love. But could she love him return? While 
Belle is a prisoner, she and the Beast form a special relationship…it’s 
clear they have feelings for each other. It’s his feelings for her that 
cause the Beast to release Belle from the castle to go and be with her 
father who was in trouble of his own. She is gone. Hope fades in the 
castle. When asked why he let her go, the Beast said, “I love her.”  
 
His love for her wasn’t enough for the spell to be broken though…Belle 
had to love him back. And all the while, the petals are one by one, 
falling from the rose. The drama climaxes with a battle at the castle 
where the Beast was badly wounded. The Beast lay on the ground, 
bleeding, dying. Belle runs to him, crying. The camera shows the rose, 
one petal on it, barely hanging on. She begs him not to die. For a 



moment, the world is dark. Belle is crying. The Beast has breathed his 
last. The castle is dark and cold. The last petal falls from the stem. Hope 
is dead. But then…just before the petal hits the table, 
Belle, through her tears, says, “I love you.” The Beast comes to life and 
is transformed back into the handsome prince he was. The castle and 
grounds spring to life, in full spectacular Disney color. The final scene is 
a royal ball where love abounds.  
 
It is a great story…and frankly, has some wonderful parallels to the 
story of resurrection that we celebrate today. As I left the theater, I 
thought about the things I had heard others say about the differences 
in details between the original animated version and this new one. I 
noticed them for sure, but the reason I love movie…the whole point of 
the movie remained the same. And the point is: When we experience 
true love, it stays with us, it changes us, and we are never the same.  
 
And, I believe, that is the primary message of today’s story…I invite you 
to listen in on the story as the author of Matthew has imagined it.  
 
After the sabbath, as the first day of the week was dawning, Mary 
Magdalene and the other Mary went to see the tomb. 2 And suddenly 
there was a great earthquake; for an angel of the Lord, descending 
from heaven, came and rolled back the stone and sat on it. 3 His 
appearance was like lightning, and his clothing white as snow. 4 For fear 
of him the guards shook and became like dead men. 5 But the angel said 
to the women, “Do not be afraid; I know that you are looking for Jesus 
who was crucified. 6 He is not here; for he has been raised, as he said. 
Come, see the place where he lay. 7 Then go quickly and tell his 
disciples, ‘He has been raised from the dead, and indeed he is going 
ahead of you to Galilee; there you will see him.’ This is my message for 
you.” 8 So they left the tomb quickly with fear and great joy, and ran to 
tell his disciples. 9 Suddenly Jesus met them and said, “Greetings!” And 
they came to him, took hold of his feet, and worshiped him. 10 Then 



Jesus said to them, “Do not be afraid; go and tell my brothers to go to 
Galilee; there they will see me.” 
 
The author of Matthew was a masterful storyteller who knew exactly 
how to capture the imagination of his audience.  The story begins in the 
darkness of dawn with the two women, Mary Magdalene and another 
Mary, going to the tomb to continue their vigil following Jesus’ death. 
The text doesn’t give details about how the women felt, but we can 
guess. The week before had been stressful. Since Jesus’ “in your face” 
entry into Jerusalem, it had been one tense encounter after another, 
ending with Jesus’ horrible death. I would imagine, the women felt sad, 
maybe angry, hopeless, perhaps lonely. I imagine they just wanted to 
be alone with their emotions…maybe to wallow in them for a while.  
 
The earth began to shake and the darkness was shattered. And there 
sat the angel of the Lord on the stone which had been freshly rolled 
away. I love the description of the angel, “His appearance was like 
lightning, and his clothing white as snow.” What might that look like? 
Like this? (picture on screen) 
Or maybe like this? (picture on screen) 
The guards were so afraid, they passed out. The women must have 
looked terrified as well because the first words from the angel were, 
“Do not be afraid.” Angels say that a lot in the Bible.  
 
The angel knew why the women were there and immediately told them 
Jesus was not there, showed them the empty tomb and directed them 
to Galilee. There is no description of the inside of the tomb, the women 
don’t stay long. Certainly, the quiet morning the women had planned 
was quickly turning into something different, something unexpected 
and new. The women ran away. The author tells us that they were both 
afraid and full of joy. This is a feeling I understand completely! What 
about you? I find that fear and joy are often paired in my life. In fact, at 
times it seems my level of fear is directly proportionate to my level of 



joy. In other words, the more I fear something, the more I enjoy it. It’s 
that whole, “Be Brave with Your Life,” thing. I think about the day I 
became a mom. The day I was ordained. My first Sunday here. All 
terrifying…and so full of joy.  
 
Can you imagine what the women’s conversation was like as they were 
hurrying away? Could they even speak? A few minutes before they 
were filled with despair, and now they were rushing to Galilee to see 
Jesus. But it gets better! There he was, joining them en route on their 
mission to tell the men what had happened. And he said something 
like, “Good morning.” It wasn’t what he said though, it was his 
presence. The women, hearing and seeing Jesus, could do nothing but 
fall to the ground. The encounter concludes with Jesus instructing the 
women to go and tell the men to meet him in Galilee. In Galilee, Jesus 
would gather them, just as he had promised…they would be together. 
 
I would guess that as you listened to this story, your mind painted your 
own picture. You probably wondered about different things than I 
wondered out loud about. Certainly, even the four gospel writers each 
had their own picture in mind when they wrote down their versions of 
the resurrection story. Like Disney’s Beauty and the Beast, each 
rendering of the story is different. Many of the details are the same, 
but there are differences for sure. Fortunately, it doesn’t matter.  
 
The truth of Easter isn’t grounded in details…what the angel looked 
like, who was the first to experience Jesus’ presence after his death, or 
even exactly what Jesus is reported to have said. The truth of Easter is 
grounded in our own experiences of Jesus’ presence. It isn’t wrapped 
up in the details of a day almost 2000 years ago, but in the moments 
when each of us, and all of us together, experience the living spiritual 
reality of Christ. 
 



You know what those moments feel like. It happens when we gather at 
that Table. It happens when we share our biggest fears and deepest 
regrets with one another. It happens when we welcome babies into the 
world and when we say good-bye when someone we love dies. And 
sometimes it happens really unexpectedly, when we see something 
really beautiful or are offered a kind word at the right moment.  
 
You see, the miracle of Easter is that in a world that seems dark at 
times, we continue to experience Christ…all these years later, because 
he was the embodiment of something that cannot be put to death. 
Jesus embodied God’s love. It is a love that, when we get it right, 
creates fresh starts from dead ends, second chances from devastating 
failures, and new life from death and decay. And this celebration of 
Easter gives us the opportunity to reflect on and recommit ourselves to 
this kind of love.  
 
We see in this story from Matthew, though, that this love isn’t a 
romantic Beauty and the Beast kind of love that allows us to say, “And 
they lived happily ever after,” and close the book. This is the kind of 
love that shows up when hope seems lost, when peace seems like a 
fairy tale, and when life is dark…right when we need the presence of 
something beyond ourselves the most. In those moments, love reminds 
us that new life always starts in the dark. In her book, Learning to Walk 
in the Dark, Barbara Brown Taylor writes about the story of Jesus’ 
resurrection, “If it happened in a cave, it happened in complete silence, 
in absolute darkness, with the smell of damp stone and dug earth in the 
air…new life starts in the dark. Whether it is a seed in the ground, a 
baby in the womb, or Jesus in the tomb, it starts in the dark.” 
 
It starts in the dark. 
 
The resurrection shows us that after the darkness, there is light and life. 
There is hope. Hope that the oppressive, coercive ways that Jesus 



fought against will be defeated. Hope that one day the world will be as 
God intended it to be.  
And maybe the answer is you and me. Maybe the answer is found not 
in details or complicated arguments, but in making the choice to simply 
love and be loved.  
May this be the Easter that finally convinces us that love wins.  
Amen. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


