



Easter Baskets

One of my favorite Easter jokes involves three candidates at heaven’s gate. To gain admittance St. Peter asks them to explain the meaning of Easter. The first says, “Easter is that special feast when boys and girls dress up and go door to door collecting candy and apples.” The second said, “Easter is that special day when a baby was born and shepherds came to worship.” The third said, “Easter is that special day when Jesus died on a cross and was buried in a tomb.” St. Peter’s interest is piqued and he asks, “Can you tell me more?” “Yes,” the third continues, “and they put him in the tomb and on the third day he came out, saw his shadow, and we had six more weeks of winter.”

When I started this article I had, in fact, chosen the title “Easter Caskets”. I feared some readers might be put off, so I changed it. But it struck me; what a difference one letter makes. Reflecting a little deeper, I realized that the C could represent Christ who made the joy of Easter possible. Christ made possible the joy of living, laughter, and a life free of the ultimate fear. The casket is no longer a dark end to our existence. As St. Paul said, “Thanks be to Christ, …Death where is your sting?” (1 Corinthians 15:55).

The miracle of Easter is not something from the distant past. Emmaus is still happening; the Resurrection is still happening; and the sacrifice of Christ is on going to bring forgiveness and conversion to all. If the early church fathers could have seen 2000 years into the future they would have been amazed at how the message of Christ has reached the millions.

American poet e.e.cummings put the joy of Easter this way in “Call to Gather”:

i thank You God for most this amazing
day: for the leaping greenly spirits of trees 
and a blue true dream of sky; and for everything
which is natural which is infinite which is yes
(i who have died am alive again today, 
and this is the sun's birthday; this is the birth 
day of life and of love and wings: and of the gay 
great happening illimitably earth)
how should tasting touching hearing seeing 
breathing any--lifted from the no 
of all nothing--human merely being 
doubt unimaginable You?
(now the ears of my ears awake and 
now the eyes of my eyes are opened) 

With our eyes of eyes and awakened ears we can grasp the miracle of Easter in a character like Edith Barnes who lived in San Antonio Texas (Internet Source – author unknown). She was the patient of Dr. Will Phillips. Edith would introduce herself to anyone and everyone saying, “Hello, my name is Edith Burns. Do you believe in Easter?” Then she would explain the Easter story.

One day Dr. Phillips had bad news. Edith had cancer and not long to live. Edith said, “You have told me I’m going to see my precious Lord Jesus and celebrate Easter forever, and you’re sad?” One head nurse Phyllis Cross was not sold on the Easter story and told Edith, “You can quit praying for me, it won’t work.”

“Then I will ask God not to let me go home until you come into the family,” Edith said. The battle was engaged until one day Phyllis was drawn to Edith’s room. Edith greeted her, “I’m so glad you came, because God told me that today is your special day.”

“Edith, you have asked everybody else. ‘Do you believe in Easter?’ but you have never asked me.”

“God told me to wait until you asked…Do you believe that Jesus is alive and that He wants to live in your heart?”

“I want to believe that with all my heart, and I do want Jesus in my life.” Phyllis Cross said. Her heart was suddenly lifted and she practically floated out of the room.

 “On Easter Sunday Phyllis came to bring Easter lilies and wish Edith a Happy Easter, Edith’s hands were in the bible. A sweet smile was on her  face. But Edith was dead. Her left hand was on John 14, “In my Father’s house are many mansions. I go to prepare a place for you…” 

Her right hand was on Revelation 21:4, “And God will wipe away every tear from their eyes, there shall be no more death, nor sorrow, nor crying and there shall be no more pain, for former things have passed away.”

As Phyllis left the room she met two student nurses. She said, “My name is Phyllis Cross. Do you believe in Easter?”

(777 words)

