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I don’t want you to think that I don’t care, because I do.  I don’t want you to think I 
have given up, because I haven’t.  And I don’t want you to think that it doesn’t matter 
to me, because it does.   

But sometimes, when it comes to church I have to ask myself – are we taking ourselves 
too seriously?  Maybe we feel it every Sunday morning, but we especially feel it at 
certain times of the church year – mainly Christmas and Easter. 

Like just last Sunday, we make double sure that the sanctuary looks nice, we print our 
bulletins on Springtime colored paper, we make sure that the grass is cut and that the 
church sign says something like HE IS RISEN, and we sing hymns that say the same.  
And every Easter we up our usual number of bulletins by 10 or 15 more – when I asked 
one member if they thought we should do this her answer was an enthusiastic – Oh 
yes, of course!  We up our number of bulletins thinking that the pews will be full on 
such a miraculous morning.  Turns out that…A few extra people might trickle in through 
the doors, but more and more that doesn’t seem to be the case.  And often, even when 
we greet and seat them and welcome them  – it is more the exception than the rule 
that we will see them again on the second Sunday of Easter…which is today. 

I can almost bet that many of us here this morning invited someone to come to church 
with them last week.  And when they politely declined or said they had other plans, or 
just plain didn’t show up – it is all so very disheartening.  We don’t understand why 
they are not here celebrating the fulfilled promise and the new life given to the world 
through Jesus Christ.  We just don’t get it. 

Now I have family who just don’t get it.  Unchurched the same as me – not going to 
church as a child the same as me – they really don’t get me.  Don’t get how I came to 
believe, or how I found my way to seminary, and mostly they don’t get how someone 
like me could even be called to ministry.  Still they like to ask questions.  Did you ever 
try to explain the trinity to someone who’s only been to church for someone else’s 
wedding?  And the last time I was home and tried to explain about prayer and spending 
silent time with God --- that’s what she said to me – I just don’t get it.  I don’t get why 
you would do that, I don’t get where God is, I don’t get what’s supposed to happen, I 
don’t get the purpose of praying – sorry, but I just don’t get it. 



Now what I don’t get is this – why do they still buy something special to wear? Cuz 
they’re not going to church.   Why do they invite people over for dinner to celebrate 
Easter, when they don’t get Easter?  So I wonder about them, but on this second 
Sunday of Easter, I also wonder about the disciples. 

Locked behind closed doors – stuck in that house, scared to go out, worried about what 
might happen to them if they did, wondering and arguing about what really happened 
to Jesus’ body – even though the women told them they had encountered the risen 
Lord, I’m not sure they didn’t really get it.  And so I wonder what they were planning to 
do now – and when did they think they could leave that old stuffy house and make 
their way out of town –so that they wouldn’t be detected or caught.  And even though 
the women told them that Jesus said to go to Galilee and wait - how long would they, 
and how long could they wait behind those locked doors.  Were they just planning on 
staying inside forever?  Because no one knew when Jesus would decide to show up? 

But he did – Scripture reads he came and stood among them.  Didn’t knock, didn’t 
stand out in the street and call them out, didn’t send another message about his 
whereabouts.  Instead he came and stood among them – didn’t even need to walk 
through the front door.  He was just there. He was just there ---- already with them. 

So here’s what I think.  I think sometimes that the church takes herself too seriously.  
As if it was all up to us – and only us – to bring people to Christ to get them inside our 
sanctuaries, or make sure they show up on Easter morning.  As if it was all up to us – 
and only us – to make sure we get a foot in the door of all those people who don’t get 
us, or don’t get God, or Jesus, or church.  As if there was no one else involved in this 
equation, in this evangelism, in this telling of the good news Easter story.  But who tells 
the Easter story best – but Christ himself.   

By coming to people and standing in their midst?  Like he did with the disciples – who 
didn’t even know he was coming, had no idea when to expect him, they didn’t have 
time to clean house, or get their lives in order, or comb their hair or brush their teeth.  
All of a sudden there he was standing alongside those people who sat in a house with 
shuttered windows, closed curtains, and locked doors. 

So when I read this one single sentence – I find a bit of comfort.  For all those friends 
and family members who choose to stay inside – safe behind their locked doors, all 
those who have walked away from or never knew Easter morning, for every one who 
doesn’t get it, I say ok.   



It’s not that I don’t care, not that I’ve given up, not that it doesn’t matter.  It’s because 
when I think long and hard about it, when I remember those times when –quite 
unexpectedly - Christ showed up in my life, and the lives of others, I am reassured.   

Because I believe that God is here and there and everywhere; and since I believe that – 
then I believe that the risen Christ, is also in those places and in those lives, and in 
those hearts…where we can’t go… I believe that the risen Christ,  is also in those places 
and in those lives, and in those hearts where the church can’t reach…and I believe that 
it’s not only us – but I believe that Christ is in this equation ……… 

And so I trust that even though we and they may not be aware of it…I trust that Jesus 
is forever standing in our midst. 

 

 

 

  


