
Alive Together – Easter 2014 
 
       Christos Anesti  -- Christ is risen!  Alethos Anesti – Is risen 
indeed!  That is the exchange you will hear on Easter 
morning in Christian Eastern Orthodox communities.  
Although everyone knows what it’s about, they keep saying 
it to each other anyway:  Christos Anesti!  Alethos Anesti!  
Welcome all of you to the one Holy, catholic and Apostolic 
Church on this glorious Easter morning.  Thank you for 
choosing to celebrate with us the new creation of God’s 
love in the risen Christ!   
 
     Abraham Lincoln liked to say a good story is medicine to 
the bones. We are here today to remember together the 
new and ancient day when an angel of God appeared before 
two grieving women outside Jerusalem to say: “you are 
looking for Jesus who was crucified. He is not here; come, 
see the place where he lay. Go quickly and tell his disciples, 
He has been raised from the dead. We are here today to tell 
the best story we know. And it is not only medicine to our 
bones, but good medicine for healing a broken world. Jesus 
said to them, “Do not be afraid; go and tell my people to go 
to Galilee; there they will see me.” 
 
       We are here in another Galilee, by another sea to tell 
and celebrate and glory in the story of the one whose 
triumph over death has established forever the means and 
the obligation for us to live beyond fear, self-defense and 
self-interest into the immeasurable joy of confidence, 
mutual availability and compassion for the for the 
powerless.  
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       The ancient rituals of this time of year, when nomads 
celebrated the move to summer pasturage and farmers 
glorified the new planting season are older than history.  
Our Jewish spiritual ancestors saw in Spring a time to 
celebrate the complete change of life that came about when 
they fled from Egypt at the Passover.  No longer in bondage, 
they became free.   
 
     Now as Christians, we continue this tradition with a 
wholesale overhaul of our own – a spiritual Spring 
Cleaning, when we admit to God, to ourselves and to each 
other, not only the nature of our wrongs, but also the 
particular nature of God’s righteousness:  we accept that 
goodness, love, and grace are real – not only theoretically 
possible, but historically accurate.  Jesus was indeed born.  
He indeed lived.  He was killed by the people around him 
for being too theologically provocative and thus politically 
subversive.  But on this day in history, today of all days, 
Jesus left his tomb, stunning friend and foe alike, to assume 
his permanent life as the inestimable glory we call God.   
 
       On Easter morning in another place, the lanes and 
byways ring out with cries of Hristos Vozkrese!  To this the 
people joyfully reply:  Istina Vozkrese!  Yes, Bill, you’re 
right, that’s Bulgarian, but when I hear that “Christos 
vozkreze,” I can’t help but think in American. It was 
Frederick Buechner who wrote:   

 
“If the world is sane, then Jesus is mad 
as a hatter, and the Last Supper was a 
mad tea party.  The world says, ‘Mind 
your own business,’ and Jesus says, 
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‘There is no such thing as your own 
business;’ the world says, ‘Get,’ and 
Jesus says, ‘Give;’ the world says, ‘Law 
and order,’ and Jesus says, ‘Love.’ In 
terms of this world’s sanity, Jesus was 
crazy as a coot; and anybody who 
thinks they can follow him without 
being a little crazy too is laboring less 
under a cross than under a delusion.”   

 
     This is the life to which we are invited.  Humility and 
respect before one another, no matter the circumstances 
and even when it seems a little crazy.  And on Easter 
morning, the story of Jesus of Nazareth is proof 
incontrovertible that such a life is, not only possible, but 
has happened!   
  
       The other day we were walking along the headland 
north of Cayucos, when looking down we saw an elephant 
seal pup about six feet long or so lying on his side on the 
shingle between two rocks. A “weaner,” as they are wittily 
called, he had been kicked out of the nest, but was not 
ready to survive on his own. He looked dead. But then a 
slight rising of the chest indicated a glimmer of life. So we 
went down and talked to him a little.  His enormous black 
eyes came weakly open, but that was the only movement. 
Just as we started to walk away, he lifted up his head and 
inclined it towards us, pink mouth wide open: “Don’t 
leave!” 
            So we stayed. Got ahold of the Marine Mammal 
Center (415-289-SEAL, tmmc.org), and here they come 
with a stretcher. Five of us gently rolling the reluctant but 



 4 

exhausted little feller onto the board, and away he goes to 
the hospital. Did we save his life? perhaps, for a time. As 
part of the great continuum, he’ll go back to the water and 
eventually, of course die a physical death like all of us. But 
what a mitzvah was done that day, not just for the seal, who 
now has a chance to swim another day, but for the brief 
little community of rescuers that formed around him too. 
We were nurturing life together right in the face of its 
tenuousness, and we all understood it was worth the doing. 
When he lifted his head, as if to say, “Don’t leave, please 
stay,” little did we realize it was so that he could give us the 
gift of togetherness in trying to help him. 
        
       In every one of our communities, whether intimate, 
global, or somewhere in between, we have the freedom and 
ability to act together in love. The greatest gift is when our 
boundaries of pride are blurred enough for us to develop a 
desire that matures into a duty to nurture life together in 
the face of its tenuousness. 'We can' becomes 'we would' 
becomes 'we must'. This is God’s gift to us in Jesus.  If you 
hear this story, you have to go and do likewise. His rising 
proves that after the worst has happened, there can be 
more. We don’t have to dwell in the valley of the shadow of 
death, we can walk through it together.   
 
       This new longing and purpose is the cause of our 
celebration today and every day: Hallelujah! Christ our 
Passover is sacrificed for us.  Not with the old leaven, the 
leaven of malice and evil, but with the unleavened bread of 
sincerity and truth.  Hallelujah!  However we say it, Christ is 
Risen! Christos Anesti! or Hristos Vozkrese!, it all comes 
down to Hallelujah!  End of story. 


