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Sometimes it doesn’t work out as you expect. 

Sometimes even though you know 

the game is up, 

even though you know 

the inevitable outcome, 

 

even sometimes when you have given up yourself… 

…it doesn’t work out as you expect. 

 

There are those days when the child, 

who has been arguing and fighting with you for years, 

every week, without fail, 

…suddenly doesn’t. 

 

The day when the disabled child, 

is finally accepted for who they are. 

When the foreigner, 

for so long the outsider, 

suddenly becomes a friend. 

 

There are those days when, 

in the face of despair, 

for some unexpected and 

incomprehensible reason, 

our long dead hopes 

are brought back to life. 

 

There are those days 

we suddenly realize 

the stone has been moved… 

… and the tomb is empty. 

 

…wrote Nigel Varndell.1  But the thing about that empty tomb is that it always comes as a 

surprise.  Easter continues to surprise us.  What doesn’t surprise us is Good Friday.  Good Friday 

feels natural and easy to imagine.  Good Friday makes sense to us.  Probably because we have no 
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shortage of reminders of it.  Just this week we had what felt like nearly a statewide shutdown of 

schools due to a security threat, the 20th anniversary of Columbine, the burning of Notre Dame, 

an 800-year-old monument of faith and beauty.  And that’s not even mentioning the rancor and 

divisiveness of our politics.   

I must admit that given all of these headlines this week, I was confused that the thing 

people most wanted to talk to me about was the fire at Notre Dame.  People caught me in the hall 

and texted me the news.  I don’t mean to imply there’s anything wrong with that.  There isn’t.  

But it left me trying to understand the deep emotional response people were having to the fire at 

the cathedral, their desire to connect with someone else about it.  Then I saw a tweet by Dan 

Rather that said:  

 

Why has the burning of Notre Dame moved so many?   

Because we believe in beauty, majesty, faith, art, history, and the human expressions 

thereof.  We recognize in this cathedral our common humanity.   

 

In other words, it fed our hunger to be reminded of Easter in a Good Friday world.  Perhaps you 

have stood on those 800-year-old stones steps that are no longer level but have been worn down 

by generations of pilgrims, generations of footsteps before yours, by people – who maybe came 

for worship or maybe came out of curiosity – but all of whose eyes were drawn upward, away 

from themselves, toward something beautiful and uplifting. Perhaps you have stood in that space 

that stood for so long it felt timeless, resting in the relief that in this often-chaotic, quickly 

changing, constantly noisy world, there was a place that transcended all of that, a place that was 

consistent amidst the change, an anchor in the storm.   

But, as much as we want that – as much as we’re desperate for some truths that are 

always true, for a place of refuge from the frantic race for progress, for hope that love will 

conquer hate and evil and death – as much as we want all of that, I don’t think we expect it.   We 

expect the dead to stay dead; we expect the tomb to stay closed; we expect the bones to stay dry; 

we expect hate to get the last word, broken relationships to remain that way, hurt feelings to stay 

raw; we follow in the footsteps of every single one of the disciples who threw in the towel and 

went home, their faces betraying their belief that yesterday would always be better than 

tomorrow.   

Living between yesterday and tomorrow is Saturday.  And Saturday is a hard place to 

live.  Between the brokenness that’s already done and the redemption that’s yet to come.  About 

15 years ago, Frank Warren was living on Saturday.  In response to an emotional crisis in his 

life, he turned to art to find some relief.  He would create postcards, put them in bottles, and 

throw them in the lake, waiting for someone to find them.  After a while, he realized how 

cathartic it was to send his secret fears and regrets and hopes out into the world, so he created 

3,000 postcards inviting people to share their secrets with him.  He left them in subway stations 

and art galleries and between the pages of library books.  Several weeks later, other people’s 

secrets started arriving in his mailbox.  And word spread, so even once the postcards Frank 

created were all used, the secrets kept coming.  Until today, he has received thousands and has 

compiled them into a traveling art exhibit and a blog, both called PostSecret.  The secrets vary 

from mundane to silly to poignant to tragic.  One postcard in the exhibit confesses:  

 

As a child I would sit in church and pray that the lights would fall on people, so I 

wouldn’t have to be there.   



 

Another says: There was no deer.  I was just driving too fast.   

 

Another: I waste office supplies because I hate my boss.  

 

But most of the secrets are less about what someone did and more about who they are – or who 

they fear they are.   

 

I trashed my parents’ house to look like I had a party while they were out of town, so my 

mom would think I have friends.   

 

I change my hair so often to make up for the fact that I won’t be able to change who I am. 

 

I want to be in love, but I’m afraid it won’t solve all my problems like I want it to. 

 

I would give anything for an opportunity to show even the smallest kindness to my ex-

wife.   

 

I wish my parents could see me for what I am instead of what I didn’t become.   

 

So many people trapped on Saturday, stuck inside a tomb, between brokenness and redemption, 

between what’s been done and the freedom and forgiveness they have yet to experience.  

Freedom and forgiveness that so many of them clearly don’t expect to experience.  But, one 

woman wrote Frank a letter with a story instead of a postcard with a secret.  She wrote:  

 

Dear Frank, 

I have made six postcards all with secrets that I was afraid to tell the one person I tell 

everything to, my boyfriend.  This morning I planned to mail them, but instead I left them 

on the pillow next to his head while he was sleeping.  Ten minutes ago, he arrived at my 

office and asked me to marry him.  I said yes.2 

 

That’s one of the often-overlooked miracles of Easter: unlike the disciples who all went 

home to lick their wounds and mourn their friend, there was a group of women who believed that 

another outcome was possible, who believed that the brokenness of Friday wasn’t the end of 

story.  A group of women who got up while it was still dark and went to a graveyard to look for 

the living among the dead, daring to believe that the unexpected was possible.  Daring to believe 

God had not abandoned them in the darkness; daring to believe that one of the cruelest forms of 

execution in history just might become a symbol of hope – a symbol that God is not remote, 

indifferent, untouched or unscarred by this Good Friday world; daring to believe that dry bones 

can be full of life again.  And when the women realized it was true, when they ran to tell the 

others, we’re reminded how persistently natural it is to believe in Friday, not in Sunday.  The 

women were dismissed, gaslighted, accused of telling idle tales.  Only Peter bothered to go see 

for himself.   

How reluctant we can be to believe in resurrection, to believe in hope, to believe that that 

which is dead can have life again.  And yet, at the same time, how hungry we are to believe just 
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that.  Many have shared the picture of the cross still standing on the altar at Notre Dame 

surrounded by burned timber and ashes.  It’s a symbol of hope.  But, so is the extraordinary 

outpouring of donations to rebuild.  I’m not speaking of Notre Dame here, but of the three black 

churches burned in Louisiana by a racist arsonist.  So many people watched the burning of that 

beautiful cathedral and thought: I’m going to help rebuild a symbol of hope.  I’m going to give to 

those churches in Louisiana.  Hope is there if you expect it enough to look for it.  But you have 

to be willing to go looking for the living among the dead.  Amen.   


