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Palm Sunday,      March 28, 2021:           The Sixth Sunday in the Season of Lent 

Jim Sinclair has been a part of the life of St. Andrew’s for over 40 years. He cherishes its 

leadership, its membership and the exciting and brave ways it makes its witness to the work of 

Jesus Christ in the world.  

Bible Reading for the Day:     John 12: 12 - 19.  "They took branches of palm trees and went out 

to meet him, shouting  'Praise God…bless him who comes in the name of the Lord.'”  (v. 13) 

Our faith story is not just about a past event. Everything that is commemorated in the next 

seven days until the Easter celebration   plays itself out over and over again -    in the patterns 

of human behaviour today, in the public affairs of which we are a part, and in our own personal 

experiences.   

And this series of final events in the life of Jesus begins with a parade.  

As we stop  - from our vantage point at St. Andrew's United Church in North Bay, Ontario -   to 

reflect on Palm Sunday 2021, let me immediately take you back in time   - my time -   to when I 

was a youngster living in Copper Cliff, Ontario, above the hardware store that my father 

managed on Serpentine Street. From our apartment overlooking the main street of that town, I 

watched in fascination one summer evening as a local contingent of teenagers and older men 

marched to the drums and bagpipes of the local 48th Highlander Regiment of which they were 

members.  

I was fascinated by both the movement and the sounds of this parade. I was excited by all the 

people gathered on the sidewalks cheering it along. And, as an 8 year old, I told my Mom that I 

HAD to be on the street to march with them. So, down the stairs, out the door, huffing and 

puffing, I joined in with a rag tag “tail end” of the parade made up of other youngsters like 

myself. Parades do that to people. 

The memory of that evening in my young life is still vivid for me. And it helps me to picture the 

reception 

Jesus received as he rode into Jerusalem at the time of the Passover feast. Instead of a small 

town in Northern Ontario, here was Jesus riding on a donkey into the capital city of Israel, met 

by crowds who were excited about his coming. They came with palm branches which they 

threw in his path. They remembered the stories of some of the miracles he had performed, and 

the teachings he had shared earlier. For them, he represented hope, hope for freedom from 

their Roman oppressors, hope for a better life than the one they were living right then.  

These memories, whether of the Biblical history, or from our own past, are crucial to how we 

commit to the work of our faith today. They remind us that we have an identity as members of 



the family of God. In OUR time, there are moments when we have welcomed into our lives the 

One who inspired people long ago. And still does. We feel the energy of marching with him. 

And, yet, we can recall times when we acted as if we had never heard of him. 

Realizing the truth of our Christian beliefs, and our forgetting of them from time to time, is the 

living and the dying, again and again, that echoes the Resurrection story itself. Those are the 

times when we somehow are led back to faithfulness, a new self-rising again within us, maybe 

even to our surprise. 

And to our delight.  

Our Prayer for The Day:  Loving One, we rejoice when we discover over and over again that you 

have not forgotten us, even when we have ignored You. Thank you again today for the ways 

You make room for us to be a part of the good parade that happens in Your name each and 

every day. Amen. 

 

 

 

 



Denial: Not Just A River In Eygpt                                          

Monday, March 29, 2021 

The Denial of Death, Ernest Becker’s 1977 book, 

may describe Jesus’ disciples, and any one of us.  

Denial is a human coping reaction that maintains 

distance and softens impact, a protective gift at first 

when we are unable to absorb everything at once 

that has happened. The soul’s shock absorber. . 

Holy Hell Week involves denials, crossroads, a road 

to a cross. It begs a Big Questions: Can I 

handle/love powerlessness?  

Ordinarily (grief counsellors, death doulahs, 

thanatologist, funeral workers, first responders, or 

masochists, carrion creatures, insurance 

chasers,zombie movie lovers... aside) WHO in their 

right mind runs TOWARD death, dying, sadness, 

loss, negativity, pain, emptiness, and abandonment? 

Impulsive Naive Peter got scolded for blurting: 

“You are Messiah...I’ll follow you anywhere” by 

Jesus’ (soon to be blood sweating in Gesthemane) 

stinging protest “get behind me tempter” (i.e., You 

can’t yet KNOW what you are talking about). 

Understandably, Peter was boldly attached to the 

awesome crowd power with sick healed, food 

multiplied, and child and man raised from death.  

Or take Zealot Judas who expected God’s power to 

overthrow Roman Empire power and restore Israel/ 

Temple/Kingdom power. It must have become an 

intolerable, incomprehensible, inconceivable, 

unimaginable disappointment and feeling of 

betrayal? Jesus was Not what his zealous ideology 

needed:  an earthly kingdom maker. When Jesus 

was too soft on Sin (he came for sick and sinners, 

not self righteous), Evil (leave it co-exist like wheat 

and weeds), Enemies (forgive ‘em?!), and Money 

power (who’s picture is on the coin?), his 

disillusionment heightened exponentially it seems. 

Had Judas known a Buddha insight “suffering is in 

the expectation,” maybe his disillusionment would 

have been avoided?  (Here, some of you may recall 

Timothy & Margaret’s feasts of Monday Course 

Series on ALL topics: Rohr, Wink, Borg, Levine, 

Thich Nhat Hanh .... in recent decades!) 

 

 

                                                                             

Peter will hear the cock crow 3 times. Later, he will 

hear Jesus ask him: Simon Peter, do you love me? 

Three times. Judas will not live to experience the 

mercy-love-forgiveness words. He self condemns. 

It is Not simple to accept unconditional acceptance. 

Or COMPREHEND the Unconditional-No-

Condemnation-now talk from this Mercy & Justice 

Meet in God idea Jesus speaks. For some, this is a 

seemingly weak God. 

I coined Summary Learning Phrases for myself 

during recent years of losses and griefs: 

o Anyone can handle easy  

o I am strong enough to be weak 

(vulnerable to my woundedness)  

o I am okay except, when I am not”   

o When I don’t know if I am coming or 

going, I just do both 

o It’s ok to feel sorrow-ey for oneself  

 And finally, some of my Life Lessens, Lessons: 

o Loss and Change, 

o Diminishment and Imperfection, 

o Endings and Farewells.    

By way of conclusion, perhaps  Recall & Imagine 

the St. Andrew-oid Choir intoning                             

“Were you there when they.....”                                    

and ponder this question:                                             

Can I hang with Emptied Jesus:                               

Dying. Dead. Powerless?                                 

(Read Phillipians 3:1-11) 

 Wishing you a helluva blessed Holy Week. 

 

 

 

Jeff Archambeault, Chaplain For Near North                                                                         

(Still able to hurry when I must ... but  cannot rush)  

 



March 30, 2021                   The Underground Jesus                  John 12:20–36 
 

Tim Robertson remembers how, when he was ten, his mother planted a garden in their new 
backyard, revealing the magic of seeds—the mystery of germination—and the sacredness of life. 
 

ust before today’s Gospel reading (or at least from the way the author of the 
Gospel of John tells the story, combining several disparate elements from the 
Synoptic Gospels together with several unique additions of his own), in 

Bethany (where the author of this Gospel has his newly-minted siblings of Mary, 
Martha and Lazarus living), Jesus raises Lazarus from the dead. Hearing of this, a 
council of the chief priests and Pharisees plot together to put Jesus to death. 
Knowing this, Jesus goes into hiding. Underground in the wilderness. With his 
disciples.  
 Then several days before the Passover, Jesus resurfaces in Bethany. When they 
hear he is there, people flock to see not only him but also Lazarus, and when they 
leave, many of them—because of Lazarus—become believers of Jesus (and because 
of this, according to John, the chief priests now also target Lazarus for death). 
 The next day, with the festival in full-swing, Jesus brazenly goes up to 
Jerusalem. Many people are gathered there to greet him with palm branches and 
Hosannas (notice in this part how the author of John plays with the disciples’ 
stereotypical incomprehension of what’s going on—which of course is merely an 
instruction to you to pay attention to and understand its sacred significance). 
 Right after this, we come to the start of today’s Gospel passage: a couple of 
Greek people (by whom our author, writing sixty-five years after the death of Jesus 
and twenty-five years after the Romans destroyed the temple, means international 
non-Jewish people who may-or-may-not be Gentile followers of Jesus), who had 
come to the festival, ask to see Jesus. The disciples quickly arrange for it to 
happen, whereupon Jesus announces unambiguously that the hour has come for 
the Son of man to be glorified: 
 

Verily, verily, I say unto you, Except a corn of wheat 
fall into the ground and die, it abideth alone: but if it 
die, it bringeth forth much fruit.                 John 12:24, KJV 

 
This, you may notice, is John’s deliberate echo and variation of the parables (in the 
Synoptic Gospels) of the kingdom of God being like, oh, so many things: among 
those which are pertinent here, like sowers of seeds or like seeds of mustard—and 
as scholars have noted John here applies it directly to Jesus himself (with the 
ultimate effect of collapsing the differentiation and separateness between Jesus 
and the kingdom God itself)—and notice further how it is followed immediately in 
today’s reading by the reminder that those who love life will lose it, and those who 
hate life will gain life eternal (a delightful, frustrating, classic Biblical inversion; 
preceded in a couple of the Synoptic versions with the instruction to deny yourself 
and take up your cross and follow Jesus). Right after this, God affirms the 
glorification but many hear only thunder, and Jesus spends several verses 
expounding on the light and walking-in-darkness. And then abruptly the passage 

J 



ends with Jesus withdrawing from the crowd and going back into hiding. Back 
underground … (… you know … where seeds grow …) 
 
What interests me here is the metaphor of a seed dying to itself in order to enter 
into the fullness of life. Into life abundant. So what’s this about loving and hating 
your life? 

Loving your life (understood negatively in the way Jesus uses it in this passage), 
means maintaining a separated self-interested selfhood by keeping your self-
defining skin/husk/shell/barrier intact over-and-against everything else: the 
bounded you against the hostile universe. (Elsewhere, musing on the same theme, 
Jesus says, dismissively, let the dead bury the dead.) If you do this—loving your 
life (in just this negative way, or so Jesus says)—you end up abiding impotently 
alone in a disconnected universe, separated from everyone and everything. 

Hating your life (understood positively in this passage, or so I take it), means 
seeing through your self-preoccupation, your self-interest, your self-centeredness—
your life as usual, civilization as normal—to which the very act of clinging is death: 
life-denying death. Or simply: your self-obsessed yearnings and self-directed 
desires imprison you in a way of life which is lifeless. So, hating your life then, in 
this context, means rejecting the fearful wanting clinginess of your self-separating 
selfhood: you!—the unplanted ungerminated seed bound within its own skin, its 
own husk, its own shell—stagnant behind the self-imposed barrier that 
permanently separates your seedling-self from the rest of the universe. Or, that is, 
until you plant yourself.  
 Only if you go underground, only if you fall into the ground and die (which is 
not only a reference to Jesus’ crucifixion and entombment, but also yours)—and 
thus dissolve the barrier, shedding your husk, breaking out of your shell, 
permeating through the membrane of your skin, releasing your seedling-self—is 
true life possible.  
 Although this passage points not only to the death of Jesus but to your very 
death and how you are to meet it, it is also a teaching to wake up, in the 
meantime, and come to life right now, beyond your limiting fears and wants, 
including and especially your fears of death and your wants to live. If you break 
the barrier of your self-imposed, self-generating, self-limiting membrane, you 
suddenly become so much more: a fecund force for life integrated into God’s world, 
abiding in the kingdom of God: bearing a cornucopia of fruits like the Tree of Life 
itself planted in the center of the Garden of Eden—thrusting up on either side of 
the river of the water of life in the New Jerusalem—rooted like mustard in the 
eternal now of the kingdom of God. What is sown, or so Paul says, is perishable: 
what is raised is imperishable (I Cor:15:42b). 
 
So what are you waiting for, my kernels of wheat? Germinate! Beyond the 
boundary of your skin, beyond the horizon of your selfhood, beyond all your side-
taking wants and fears (or so the underground Jesus tells us—yes, that Jesus, the 
one who emptied himself out), you are invited into a self-transcending selfless life 
of abiding without barriers, beyond limits. True life. Abundant life. Life eternal.  
 
God bless us all. And may it be so! 



March 31, 2021                Mark 14:1—15 - The Anointing at Bethany 

Peter Haddow is retired. He is an active Licensed Lay Worship Leader, coordinator of the St. 

Andrew’s Loaves and Fishes Community Food Bank, and the church’s temporary office 

administrator. Some retirement! 

Who is this woman who anointed Jesus? Her identity is unknown. The other gospels say that she 

is Mary, sister of Simon. That would make sense since they were gathered in his house. 

However, in Mark it doesn’t say who she is.  

There are so many questions that come to mind. If she was not Mary, then why did she decide to 

do this, and where did she get a jar of precious oil. It must have taken great courage to come into 

a room with only men, uninvited,  and walk up to Jesus, break open the jar and pour the oil on 

his head. This was not just any oil; it was very valuable - 300 denarii. It would have been the 

wages of a well-paid labourer over the course of a year. 

The role of women at the time of Jesus, apart from ritual mourners at funerals, was limited.  

Jewish women took no part in public life and were largely confined to the domestic scene. A 

woman was exempt from the commandments requiring attendance at public religious 

ceremonies, and duties such as studying the Law or Torah, making pilgrimage to Jerusalem and 

reading from the Law in the synagogue. 

Schools were for boys only, and women sat apart from men in the synagogue. Men did not speak 

to women in the streets. 

This was a woman of great faith. It is that faith that gave her the inner strength to anoint Jesus. 

She had a great sense of who she was and to whom she belonged. This woman did what no one 

else in that room did. In accordance with the traditional anointing of kings, she recognized Jesus 

was the King of the Jews and anointed him. Later he would be mocked as King before his 

crucifixion. She had prepared Jesus for what was to come - his burial. 

The men that were gathered and saw this happen were taken aback. This oil could have been sold 

and money given to the poor. They did not realize that this was not about the poor, it was all 

about Jesus. Jesus said to them, “Let her alone; why do you trouble her? She performed a good 

service for me. For you will always have the poor with you, and you can show kindness to them 

whenever you wish; but you will not always have me…. Truly I tell you, wherever the good 

news is proclaimed in the whole world, what she has done will be told in remembrance of her.” 

This unknown woman had within her everything she needed. She recognized who Jesus really 

was even though those around her could not. 

_________________ 

What’s the greatest lesson a woman should learn? 

“That since day one, she’s already had everything she needs within herself, 

It’s the world that convinced her she did not – rupi kaur” 
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Corinthians 11:23-26  (NKJV)    

Kimberly Robinson: member of St. Andrew’s choir, church council and Worship Team. Waiting in 

anticipation of gardening once again. Looking for the light that comes with Spring and new beginnings. 

For I received from the Lord that which I also delivered to you: that the Lord Jesus on the same night in 

which He was betrayed took bread: and when He had given thanks, He broke it and said, “Take, eat; this 

is My body which is broken for you: do this in remembrance of Me.” In the same manner He also took 

the cup after supper, saying, “This cup is the new covenant in My blood. This do, as often as you drink it, 

in remembrance of Me.” For as often as you eat this bread and drink this cup, you proclaim the Lord’s 

death till He comes. 

We give thanks for the sacrifice that Jesus made for us when we gather at the table of Jesus, collectively, 

all over the world and here at St. Andrew’s, where all are welcome. Jesus knows he has been betrayed 

and still welcomes all, still proclaims his love for all and blesses and breaks bread and wine as he gives of 

himself.   

The words of this passage remind me of the practice of gathering for a meal and remembering the 

bounty in our prayers and our grace. In our family, when we gather with our family we sing grace and 

have done so for my whole life as long as I can remember. There is comfort in grace and 

acknowledgement that we give thanks for being able to gather around sometimes big tables and 

sometimes smaller tables. There is abundance shared and gratitude for all that is provided.  

I also think of our gatherings around feasts and simple meals when we offer a plate of food first to the 

ancestors who have gone before us. Sometimes it is on a simple piece of bark, a sampling of all we have 

before us and it is offered with prayer and some tobacco to the fire or into the bush off the beaten path. 

It is given to the Creator to honour and feed those who have crossed into Spirit.  

Another tradition, similar to the Easter story, it the yearly feasting of our ancestors, acknowledging their 

life once they have crossed into Spirit, and bringing forth favourites that they have enjoyed during their 

earth walk. This past year, we took direction from our father and when he was near death, he wanted us 

to gather and celebrate his life with a turkey dinner. He discussed the meal and those people who he 

wanted to come. On the days coming up to his passing, he still wanted us to gather. So, we did. In the 

early morning in March 7th, he crossed into Spirit. His daughters gathered, gave him a cedar bath and 

drummed in gratitude for our ancestors receiving him. As the sun was coming through the windows 

showing the light of Creation, we put the turkey in the oven to cook.   

Later that same day, family and friends gathered and celebrated with stories, laughter and tears. That 

was our little Easter last year. It was a way to start the healing process in our journey. It is a journey of 

letting go of the pain that his body endured and a way for him to show us resilience, hope and a way to 

live our lives in a good way. He cared for many friends in simple ways of meeting with friends on a daily 

basis, providing us examples of a good work ethic during his work life, and loving his children and 

grandchildren.  

So, our remembrance of him will continue. His bread and wine are like butter tarts, turkey, licorice 

allsorts, sausages, BC salmon, bacon, macaroni–hamburger-onions-tomatoes. Whatever the meal, he 

ate with gusto and gratitude.  



Like Jesus, when we break bread this year we will remember all those who are not at our table, except in 

our hearts and we will look towards the light and the hope for the life that impacts us in our living and 

journeying forward. 

Prayer: Gracious Creator, we give our love as we journey towards the Light of Christ knowing that Good 

Friday and good-byes come before the dawn of another day. In our sorrow and in our joy, may we 

remember the sacrifice that the Lord has given. Miigwech and Amen. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Donna Sinclair is a spouse, mother, grandmother and friend. Also a writer, walker, baker, and gardener, 

who looks forward to our church re-opening so she can attend worship in person, as well as the Inclusivi-

ty Committee, rainbow potlucks and other beloved St. Andrew’s groups.  

 

April 2,  2021 - Good Friday  

Love and Good Deeds 

Scripture: Hebrews 10:16-25 (NRSV)  

…And let us consider how to provoke one another to love and good deeds, not neglecting to meet 

together, as is the habit of some, but encouraging one another, and all the more as you see the 

Day approaching. 

 

This is the golden age of grassroots groups. They multiply exponentially, appearing apparently 

out of nowhere to fill our streets with people and our hearts with hope. Paul Hawken, in his book 

Blessed Unrest, suggests that we might see this vast, astonishing “shared activity” as “humani-

ty’s immune response to toxins like political corruption, economic disease and ecological degra-

dation.”  

 As some unknown author (possibly St. Paul) wrote in today’s scripture passage, when we 

share activity in a community, we can “provoke each other to love and good deeds…encouraging 

one another..”  Exactly. The organizations to which I belong do just that. The Indigenous Soli-

darity Team, for example — a group within the Mission Cluster of the United Church in our area 

— sprang up to aid Wet’suwet’en land defenders just over a year ago, rallying and writing letters 

and meeting with our Member of Parliament. Later we invited wonderful speakers for webinars 

on broad issues — like, say, environmental racism — that are highly visible in Wet’suwet’en 

territory, but are equally present across the country, even in our own region.   

 We are, we hope, a sort of antibody of love and good deeds, just as the unknown writer to 

the Hebrews (maybe St. Paul) describes. We work happily together, encouraging one another; we 

are supported by our communities of faith, the Canadian Shield Regional Council, and the pre-

cious network of people who signed up to connect with our webinar presenters (some of them 

familiar to you) on Zoom.  

 All these hundreds of thousands of grassroots organizations are linking and growing, 

sharing crucial information, and working towards healing around the world.  Again, Hawken 



 

 

says, much like the immune response in a living organism. “At the heart of this,” he continues, 

”is not technology but relationships, tens of millions of people working towards restoration and 

social justice.”  

 Soon it will be Easter, the ultimate day of restoration.  Our Day of peace and social jus-

tice is approaching, just as the letter-writer to the Hebrews yearns for and predicts. Earth’s im-

mune response, which includes every organization with love at its heart (like St. Andrew’s and 

Friends of Temagami and the Alzheimer Society and the Coldest Night of the Year and millions, 

yes, millions of others) has kicked in. It is battling the contagion of inequity we see around us. 

The time is coming when our battered, ailing Earth will be healed. Her waters will be clean, 

teeming with fish and turtles. And her people will be whole, each one living in the land they pro-

tect and honour.  

 

This I pray and believe. May it be so.  

 

God of the Hebrews and of us, 

Help us to encourage one another 

In love and good deeds 

Because the Easter dawn is coming 

And we would be ready.   

Amen 

 

 

  



Saturday, April 3, 2021                                                         Philippians 2: 5 – 11 
 
Trish Mills is a retired hospital social worker who continues to work as a Child 
Protection Mediator. I am the grandmother of two adorable boys: Graydon, age 3 
years, and Rhain, who is 1 and 1/2 months old. 
  
 I remember vividly the days when I was on welfare, having to line up 
outside on the street, answer lots of very personal questions and have my house 
inspected to ensure that I had no one other than my baby living with me.  I also 
remember being in a strange city where my baby had been airlifted to the 
hospital and he was due for a feeding, and I asked at the welfare office for a cab. 
“You can’t afford a cab.  You walk!” I was told.  I was penniless and desperate 
when I entered the office, did not know the way back and was afraid of getting 
lost.  There was no kindness, no compassion, no empathy given.  
 
 This was so different from the pediatrician who did everything he could to 
reassure me, including giving me his personal phone number, in case I ever felt 
desperate.  Just knowing I had that resource was enough -- I never needed to 
make the call.  It is so easy to judge rather than offer empathy.  I am sure most of 
us have experienced being judged and dismissed, rather than heard and cared for. 
 
 I listened to a Ted Talk by Simon Sinek, who spoke about the importance of 
humility and empathy.  He said that great leaders are responsible for those who 
are responsible for doing the job.  He said leaders are responsible for creating an 
atmosphere of mutual respect, understanding and appreciation.  He suggests that 
the critical point is to ask, “How do I help people to be their best self?”  There is a 
great need for employers, leaders, managers and service providers to take care of 
those who work for them and for people to take care of each other.  Simon 
suggests that even when a person feels they have nothing left to give, an 
empathic and humble person will dig deep and give what help they can. 
 
 Nelson Mandela was a great leader who learned from his father how to be 
humble.  He would sit in the circle and listen, offering no comment, not even a 
nod, holding his word until everyone had spoken.  He would sit and take it all in, 
sometimes asking questions to better understand the issue. i.e. “can you tell me 
why this is so important to you?”  Only when the last person had spoken would he   
offer his comments.  



 
Simon Sinek’s message was to walk a humble path.  He said that when you 

lose your position of authority, you drag your own suitcase.  You were never 
worth more intrinsically, than anyone else – it was just the position you filled. It 
was never about you, so stay humble. 
 
 During these COVID times we are faced with opportunities, again and again, 
to be humble, kind and empathic.  Disease has the ability to level the playing field 
very quickly.  In the end we realize that we all enter and leave this life, this world, 
in the same way.  The question is, “What will we leave behind? What will our life 
have stood for?”  What people will remember is not just what you said or did, but 
also how you made them feel. 
 
 In this scripture passage we are called to be humble, to show empathy, to 
care for each other, to offer compassion.  These are the qualities that enable us to 
rise above whatever our life circumstances might be.  It is what connects us to 
one another.  When we witness tragedy we realize, “this could be me or someone 
I love.”   Immediately, we think about how we can help support that person or 
family in their greatest need…  Jesus illustrated this over and over in his response 
to those who were suffering.  He stood with the abused, the under-privileged, 
those who were discriminated against for whatever reason. 
 

Nelson Mandela stood with the oppressed.  After spending two decades in 
prison, he was released.  At his first public appearances after being set free, 
listeners said they felt that they were “in the presence of greatness”.  Inspired by 
him, people walked through the night from their villages to be present before 
dawn, to cast their vote for freedom.  Jim Sinclair, who heard him around this 
time, described him as “a revered elder, a principled resister to an abusive regime 
at great personal cost.  Mr. Mandela stood up to the “powers of the day” – he 
stood with and for the oppressed.”  We are called to do no less. 

 

 



 Easter Morning – April 4, 2021 

At the crack of dawn on Sunday, the women came 
to the tomb carrying the burial spices they had 
prepared. (Luke 24: 1) 

The acclamation, “Christ is Risen.  Christ is Risen 

Indeed!, is the core message of 

this day. “  Since the earliest days 

of the Church this has been our 

song on Easter morning.   

But the first to experience Easter 

morning did not already know the 

chorus.  The women go to the 

tomb anticipating a loved one’s 

body waiting for those last acts of 

love and devotion related to 

burial.  With spices and heavy 

hearts, they make their way to 

prepare the body of their friend 

and rabbi.  There is nothing in the 

story that suggests they go to the 

tomb anticipating that it will be 

empty or that Jesus’ words about 

rising on the third day will have actually come true. 

 I wonder what we anticpate as we wake this Easter 

morning?    

Do we wake with heavy hearts thinking about 

beloved ones we have lost?  Do we wake hoping 

that this day will bring a new reality, that the 

concerns and restrictions of the pandemic will have 

disappeared?  Do we wake longing for the warmth 

of the spring sun to shine upon our face and to feel 

its warm penetrate deep into our being with 

promise?  Do we wake prepared to go to the hard 

places with anointing oil and spices?  Do we wake 

seeking chocolate bunny trails and children’s 

laughter and excitement?  Do we wake alive to the 

amazing discovery that Christ is risen and life is 

forever changed? Do we wake discouraged that we 

cannot sing together as community and with gusto, 

“Jesus Christ is risen today!” because we care for  

 

 

one another and keep the protocols that ensure 

safe space when gathering. 

It is okay to say yes to any, or some, or all of those 

possibilities.  All of those are embraced by  the 

living Christ who holds all of life, its hard moments 

and its joyful moments; its 

assuring    moments and its 

doubtful moments; its hopeful 

moments and its tearful 

moments.  The Risen One 

meets us in all those moments 

even as the Risen One met the 

women. 

The women scurried off 
quickly away from the tomb, 
in a mixture of terror and 
great delight, and went to tell 
his disciples.  Suddenly, there 
was Jesus himself. He met 
them and said, ‘Greetings!’ 
(Matthew 28:7-8a) 

In part, Easter is about 

discovering what we do not 

anticipate.  It is the stone rolled away.  It is the 

empty tomb.   It is the meeting of the risen Christ 

who speaks our name.  It is the stone of anxiety 

rolled away from the covid tomb. It is light of life 

shining in the darkness of the tomb of pandemic 

life.  It is the joy that God promises a spring of 

renewal each Easter.  It is the release from fear 

that rings in the dawning truth that life not death is 

the victor and nothing can separate us from the 

love of God.  May your Easter be touched by these 

discoveries and may joy emerge in the tomb places 

of your life and may we with great delight share 

that joy with others even as we contemplate its full 

meaning.  

Transitional Minister Lillian Roberts has come to St. 

Andrew’s following retirement last June from the 

Canadian Shield Regional Council as the Pastoral 

Relations Minister. Her spouse Gord is also a 

retired United Church minister.  They have lived in 

North Bay for almost seven years and are happy 

that they have made their home here. 

 

The image is of a painting that was gifted to 

St. Andrew’s by Judith Ingwerson.  It depicts 

the women at the tomb on Easter morning. 



Joy comes with the dawn 

Joy comes with the morning sun 

Joy springs from the tomb 

and scatters the night with her song 

Joy comes with the dawn 
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