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 On Friday there was crucifixion: when brothers became betrayers, and dreaming turned 
to dying.  There was yesterday, a Holy Sabbath of wondering, watching, and waiting.  And, then: 
the earth shook; the cosmos trembled; and on Sunday – on this day – there is Resurrection: not 
far removed, but right here. 
 
 Alleluia!  Christ is risen! 
 The Lord is risen, indeed!  Alleluia! 
 
 Good morning!  And Happy Easter. 
 
 In celebration of this Good News, let’s play a little Easter-morning Name That Tune: the 
category is “TV Theme Songs,” and I am going to give you ten notes (really hoping someone 
will recognize the tune)…Are you ready?  Okay, here we go… 
 
 [Chris plays Little House On The Prairie theme song.] 
 
 You will remember Little House, of course: set in post-Civil War Walnut Grove, 
Minnesota, the series recounts the story of Caroline and Charles Ingalls and their children, as 
told by Laura Ingalls Wilder in the memoirs she wrote of her experience as a pioneer daughter. 
 
 Several years ago, my family and I made the decision to cut the cord and cancel our cable 
subscription (you know, a sacrifice a lot like those of our frontier forbearers).  However, less 
than we became principled heroes who would consume less television, now we simply consume 
the out-of-date, free TV one receives by antenna.  Without question, the best of these free 
stations is “Cozi,” and Little House is our A#1 favorite show: from the dignified Dr. Baker, to 
the kindly Rev. Alden, minister of the town’s Congregational Church, we love Little House On 
The Prairie…and it’s a good thing, too, because Cozi broadcasts the program four or eight times 
every day. 
 
 Now, over time, when shows run like this, in a constant loop on our after-school and 
Saturday-morning televisions, these settings become more than distant worlds: as we host these 
characters in our homes over and over again, their lives become part of our families, and their 
stories become part of our stories.  When I was growing up, Eddie Haskell wasn’t just a black-
and-white teenager on syndicated TV, he was a neighbor down our street, and the Bradys were at 
least as much classmates as they were celebrities.  Similarly, we Allens have welcomed the 
Ingalls into our home…but, I have to tell you, it is tough, for as soon as their good company fills 
our hearts, their suffering threatens to break us in two. 
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 Just this week, Pa and Merlin Olsen’s character, Mr. Garvey, well they caught good jobs 
installing telephone poles out of Minneapolis, and, because Charles Ingalls is dadgum Charles 
Ingalls, he inspired the crew to work double-time, so that the everyone would earn the 25% 
bonus (of $12.50) the company was offering if they finished ahead of schedule.  And, man, that 
bonus was theirs…until the horses pulling the trailer with the last poles broke their legs in a 
muddy spot on the road just a couple miles from the final worksite. 
 The company foreman, he told the fellas how sorry he was that they weren’t going to 
qualify for that bonus they’d already been counting, but there was nothing that could be done… 
except for Pa…he didn’t give up.  He organized a dozen of the men to hustle down that road, and 
they pushed those dead horses out of the way, tied the reins to their own shoulders, and they 
pulled that trailer of telephone poles themselves!  They raised the lines by lantern light and you 
better believe they earned that bonus! 
 
 And here I am, watching all this while leaning on my kitchen counter and thinking I 
better not complain to Missy that my back hurts, because Pa just pulled a whole trailer load of 
trees with nothing but his country muscle! 
 
 Seemingly every episode of Little House endures a Good Friday, which provides clear 
relief for their attendant celebrations of Easter Sunday.  Under the banner of “Don’t It Make 
Your Troubles Seem Small,” in fact, all troubles seem small compared to the Ingalls’ struggles: 
my son, Michael, can’t find something he wants in the refrigerator, while the Ingalls nearly 
starve when a harsh, early winter destroys their crops; my daughter, Ginna, unfortunately has to 
miss a Girl Scouts meeting one Friday afternoon due to a scheduling conflict, while Laura and 
Almanzo’s Baby Wilder dies soon after his birth; and, Missy and I worry about having to tell our 
children that they won’t be able to do that fourth summer program this year, while Caroline and 
Charles have to tell Mary that she’s going blind. 
 In the game of comparative suffering, we cannot compete!  In The Suffering Olympics, 
the Ingalls have won…and we reconcile the mystery of our better situation by diminishing the 
struggles that are ours…the real struggles, those beyond the search for a satisfactory afternoon 
snack.  Because we were born into situations with opportunities and resources greater than most 
every generation before ours [and it’s true, we live with more ease than practically anyone in the 
history of civilization] because we enjoy this privilege, we gloss over our hurt and need.  Failing 
to grapple meaningfully with our own suffering – whatever it might be – we carefully guard its 
existence from any public admission, condemning ourselves to persist in malaise. 
 Having minimized our Good Friday experiences, we attendantly moderate our receipt of 
Easter Sunday.  That is, we reserve the Gospel climax for those we perceive as needing it more 
than we do: 
 The disciples?  Absolutely, they get their alleluia!  Their teacher and messiah had died – 
had been unfairly executed – and then God brought him back to life.  Good on them! 
 And folks like the Ingalls?  Of course they get their alleluia.  Having spent their lives 
without two nickels (literally) to rub together, I am grateful for the hope Easter provides them, 
and praying God would resurrect their whole lives, I even believe God might raise them up. 
 But, for me…for us?  Well, just some slightly better-than-average news, thank you: 
Pretty-Good News is enough for us, for knowing how good we have it, we don’t want to accept 
more. 
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 While we may intend a faithful humility in our understated Good Fridays and these 
moderated Easters, in practice these lukewarm devotions voice a self-assured, self-sufficiency.  
That is, while we may intend to announce to God and our neighbor that we don’t want to ask for 
more than our share, instead we declare that we have all we need – and we don’t need any one or 
any thing else – netting a kind of double-reverse snobbery that plays like that pitiful Nellie 
Oleson and her mother, Harriet. 
 
 Well, friends, believe: there is only one Easter – One Easter – and it is for you as much 
as it has been for anyone, anywhere, in any time.  And if that can’t be true, then none of it is.  
While we often speak a hard word from this pulpit – for these privileges are not without 
responsibilities – this day is different: for in this One Easter, Jesus Christ has defeated death.  
This day, God declares “that things which were cast down are being raised up, and things which 
had grown old are being made new, and…all things are being brought to their perfection by him 
through whom all things were made,” the one who “will be with [us] always, even to the end of 
the age” (Matthew 28:20).  In this One Easter, God does not mete Resurrection by merit, or by 
need, or by faith, or by any other measure.  Rather, there is simply joy: an inevitable, 
indefatigable result. 
 
  Unlike the stories in Mark and Luke, Matthew’s Gospel doesn’t bother with hesitation: 
while in Mark the empty tomb “terrifies” the women and they “say nothing to anyone, for they 
were afraid;” and though in Luke, the disciples receive the women’s report “as an idle tale, and 
they [do] not believe them;” in Matthew, the women leave with awe and joy, and no sooner than 
they rush for Galilee does Jesus meet them and reassure them (Mark 16:8; Luke 24:11; Matthew 
28:8-9).  Today, Matthew’s Resurrection is our Easter Day. 
 This immediacy of Jesus’ appearance challenges our self-protection from beliefs that 
might leave us looking foolish or feeling naïve or worrying about our appropriate share.  The 
immediacy of Jesus’ appearance breaks down our defenses of understated need, and the 
disciples, the Ingalls, and all those good people we don’t want to offend with an Easter atop of 
all our good fortune?  Well they just think we’re fools for not celebrating this, the better gift, the 
one we need only accept to receive. 
 
 So today let’s set out for Galilee!  Let’s set out believing that we will meet the risen Lord 
there.  Let us trust that what God has declared is true: our God has triumphed over death 
itself…there is nothing left to fear or to grieve…we are loved and our God will be with 
us…always. That by our brokenness and our blessedness we would experience God’s 
wholeness; that by our frailty and our strength we would receive God’s mercy; and that by our 
death, we would have life. 
 
 For we are a people of the One Easter. 
 
 Alleluia!  Christ is risen 
 The Lord is risen, indeed!  Alleluia! 
 
 Amen. 


