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“Easter changes everything.” 
(Frederica Mathewes-Green) 



 
Gathering Music                           Andrew Poaps 
 
Scripture  Matthew 28: 1-10 (New Revised Standard Version) 
 
After the sabbath, as the first day of the week was dawning, Mary Magdalene and the 
other Mary went to see the tomb. 2 And suddenly there was a great earthquake; for an 
angel of the Lord, descending from heaven, came and rolled back the stone and sat on 
it. 3 His appearance was like lightning, and his clothing white as snow. 4 For fear of him 
the guards shook and became like dead men. 5 But the angel said to the women, “Do 
not be afraid; I know that you are looking for Jesus who was crucified. 6 He is not here; 
for he has been raised, as he said. Come, see the place where he lay. 7 Then go quickly 
and tell his disciples, ‘He has been raised from the dead, and indeed he is going ahead 
of you to Galilee; there you will see him.’ This is my message for you.” 8 So they left the 
tomb quickly with fear and great joy, and ran to tell his disciples. 9 Suddenly Jesus met 
them and said, “Greetings!” And they came to him, took hold of his feet, and worshiped 
him. 10 Then Jesus said to them, “Do not be afraid; go and tell my brothers to go to 
Galilee; there they will see me.” 
   
Welcome        Rev. Heather Weaver-Orosz 
 
Blessed and Happy Easter to you all, this magnificent day of celebration!  In the 
sanctuary of our homes, we are together but apart, gathered to marvel that God’s Love 
could not and still will not be held down by the powers of death.  We are here to rejoice 
in who God is, and all that God is, always.  
 
Easter Sunday is the day when this congregation celebrates the Sacrament of 
Communion, and clearly we are unable to do so altogether this year.  We are, however, 
still able to celebrate from where we are, in this modified way.  We’ll prepare for the 
feast in a little while, but for now, if you haven’t yet done so, perhaps you can pause 
the recording for a moment and gather what you’d like to have ready for sharing at the 
table.   
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There is so much to celebrate, but especially so on this beautiful Resurrection Day.   
Come, let us worship and adore, for 
Christ the Lord is Risen today! 
He is Risen indeed! 
Hallelujah!   
 
Hymn “Jesus Christ is Risen Today” (Voices United 155) 
 
Lighting of the Christ Candle        Kassandra Matthews, Student Minister 
 
Opening Prayer 
 
Lord God, early in the morning, 
when the world was young, 
you made life in all its beauty and terror; 
you gave birth to all that we know. 
Hallowed be your name. 
Hallowed be your name! 
Early in the morning,  
when the world least expected it, 
a newborn child crying in a cradle 
announced that you had come among us, 
that you were one of us. 
Hallowed be your name. 
Hallowed be your name! 
Early in the morning, 
surrounded by respectable liars, 
religious leaders, 
anxious statesmen, 
and silent friends, 
you accepted the penalty for doing good, 
for being God: 
you shouldered and suffered the cross. 
Hallowed be your name. 
Hallowed be your name! 
Early in the morning,  
a voice in a guarded graveyard 
and footsteps in the dew 
proved that you had risen, 
that you had come back 
to those and for those 
who had forgotten, denied, and destroyed you. 
Hallowed be your name. 
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Hallowed be your name 
This morning, 
in the multi-coloured company 
of your Church on earth and in heaven, 
we celebrate your creation, your life, 
your death and resurrection, 
your choice to be among us. 
So we pray: 
God, bring new life, where we are worn and tired; 
new love, where we have turned hard-hearted; 
forgiveness, where we feel hurt 
and where we have wounded; 
and the joy and freedom of your holy Spirit, 
setting us free, forever.   
To all and to each, 
Jesus pronounces his pardon 
and grants us life and love to begin again. 
Thanks be to God!  Amen. 
 
Sung Response    “Behold, Behold, I Make All Things New”  

(More Voices 115) 
 
Reading   “Mary of Magdala sees Jesus” 
    (From ‘Living God’s Way’ by Ralph Milton) 
    Kevin Bourque, Owen & Rosie Hugill-Bourque 
 
Sung Response    “Behold, Behold, I Make All Things New”  

(More Voices 115) 
 

Growing Together A Love Letter, to You 
 
Hymn    “Hallelujah, Hallelujah, Give Thanks” (Voices United 179) 
 
Message   ‘Absolutely Not’ 
 
Give thanks, indeed. 
I give thanks that you are where you are, wherever that may be; and that you are still 
able to gather with this community of Jesus, to read together, or watch and listen 
together.  Whichever way you are part of this year’s Easter celebration, may you know 
and hear your own voice, as we pray and sing together, and find our ways to express 
this life-changing moment.   
 
Let us pray: 
God of new life, thank you for all the ways you bring us to places of rebirth.  Thank you 
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for each day’s dawn, and especially this one, today, where we can feel and we can 
know you lifting us into beginning again.   
Always, we begin again, with you.   
Thanks be to you, O God.  Amen.   
 

When I think about the time beyond this time of separation, there are many 
things to which I already look forward.  I look forward to welcoming you all back to this 
beautiful house of worship.  I look forward to hearing your voices singing, and praying, 
and even laughing sympathetically at the corniest of jokes.  I look forward to 
introducing you, again or maybe for the first time, to the small but extraordinary team 
that has worked tirelessly, behind the scenes, to bring these services to life.   

From behind the scenes, and hopefully off camera (although there will no doubt 
be a blooper reel to show someday), there are many moments of conversation that are 
worthy of sharing.  Maybe they could be classified distracting trivia, but I find it 
fascinating and quite a healthy distraction that in the midst of resetting this space, for 
the next service and recording, I get to overhear, from far away, members of our staff 
discussing things like the difference between Alleluia and Hallelujah.  I’m still not clear, 
but I love that it’s being thought about and talked about.  Words matter, and these last 
few weeks have been powerful reminders that they ought never to be taken for 
granted.  Right now, words are what we have most, to tell each other how we feel.  
Words matter, so very much. 

You know well that these last few weeks have sometimes seemed like a never-
ending mailbox of words – certainly in the sense of almost unending online 
communication.  Like every community, we have been trying hard to figure out what to 
say and when, in ways that convey truth but do not contribute to the inevitable worries 
and anxieties.  The experience of this church family is then writ large across the 
national and North American attempts to articulate both who we are, and how we are 
to go forward, as a community of Jesus in the midst of a pandemic.  I really do not 
envy the social historian who has to figure out how to archive and then someday 
succinctly describe this era in our history.  While I’m sure it has been around for ages, 
and Tania has mastered it months ago, it is only in this time of pandemic that I have 
learned to use a little email technology called ‘Mail Chimp’ – and it is not lost on me 
that, when helping you/me to prepare a message for the masses, the program offers 
this little tidbit on how to select a Subject line.  According to these masters of 
communication, “a great subject line gives your audience a reason to open your email.”  
Indeed.  What might the archive of subject lines say for future generations to 
understand this time?   

I’ve been keeping a little archive of subject lines that have flashed across my 
screens, since March 11 in particular - that was the day the World Health Organization 
declared that the spread of COVID-19 had reached pandemic stage.  It was the day 
that language started to change, on a global scale.  So did behaviour, mostly for the 
better. 

Among the headlines, the subject lines and links I chose to keep are for articles 
like an early piece by Erin Wathen, from her blog entry called ‘Five Ways to be the 
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Church When Church is Cancelled’.  Soon after that in my folder are articles on coping 
mechanisms, very pointedly titled ‘Complicated Grief’; and ‘Ten Ways to Cope with 
Anxiety’.  Even online spaces like Birds Canada offered early and timely messages to 
their members, with good wisdom on maintaining our health and well-being by caring 
for the health and well-being of the newly returned migratory species.   

As the days became weeks, many articles took on deeper tones again, with 
acknowledgements and titles like ‘We Are Not Just Passing Through’, and ‘Keeping the 
Faith During COVID-19’.  Not surprisingly, the lead up to this week, through last week, 
was overflowing with wisdom on ‘Thinking About Easter During a Pandemic’, and 
reminders that ‘It’s a Very Different Kind of Holy Week.’  No kidding.  The Christian 
Century has sent through a regular stream of articles, with everything ‘On Not Getting 
Used to This’, and very pointed assessments that ‘The coronavirus pandemic feels like 
an unending Holy Saturday.’  I can’t say I agree with all of the above, but I can say I’ve 
filed them electronically – if only for moments of reflection, at some stage when I’m 
ready to relive this time.   

Among that very long list, here’s one piece that I find most fascinating, and with 
which I really agree.  While written from a decidedly American perspective, it is 
nonetheless a clear window into our collective existence, across their northern border, 
too.  Written by Angela Denker, and published online this past Monday, April 6th, the 
title is two-part, and perhaps double-punch.  Denker says, ‘The coronavirus pandemic is 
exposing the myth of self-reliance.’  Subtitle:  ‘The people we deem invisible are holding 
us together right now.’ 

Through the magic of the internet and to offer the chance for you to read the 
article, too, I’ve inserted the link here in my full text that will be posted to our website, 
[https://www.christiancentury.org/article/opinion/coronavirus-pandemic-exposing-myth-
self-reliance] 
but for this moment, and for those reading along, I can offer a Coles Notes version.   

From my read, Denker is essentially calling us to re-examine who and what is 
truly essential in our lives.  She succinctly and powerfully runs through the problematic 
nature of our economic system and society that, for far longer than we realized and in 
ways that we are just beginning to understand, have created a hierarchy of the seen 
and unseen; the valued and discarded; the visible and invisible.  She tells the story of 
the last time she was able to visit her very elderly parishioner Della, in an assisted living 
facility where Della can now no longer see anyone but caregivers on staff.  These staff, 
Denker argues, are the core of sacrificial love, there at work because the government 
bodies have declared them essential, but also because they know they are, with or 
without that label.  They are the often invisible core of what Denker calls a winner-
takes-all economic system that dismisses our interdependence and core elements of our 
communities in the process.  The coronavirus has exposed the myth of self-reliance, 
she says, as we now find ourselves with enough time to notice “that the people holding 
us together are those we have too often erased:  the health-care workers, the 
overnight grocery story stockers, the child-care workers and teachers, the factory 
workers who make toilet paper and protective masks, the oldest and wisest among us.”   
 I have no real idea how old we should guess both Mary and Mary to be.  The 

https://www.christiancentury.org/article/opinion/coronavirus-pandemic-exposing-myth-self-reliance
https://www.christiancentury.org/article/opinion/coronavirus-pandemic-exposing-myth-self-reliance
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women who come to the tomb that first Easter morning, Mary Magdalene and “the 
other Mary” receive very little description comparative to many other Biblical figures.  I 
have no real sense of where they ranked demographically to the others who first knew 
Jesus… but I defer to their wisdom.  I defer to the description that Matthew provides 
for us, in today’s Gospel account of their approach to the tomb.  I think at great length 
about the fact that, while Mark and Luke speak of the women arriving with spices and 
plans to anoint the deceased body of Jesus, and John speaks of them approaching in 
fear, Matthew speaks of their arrival with expectations of life.  As the good folks of 
SALT Commentary parse out for us, at Matthew 28:1 we’re told that the women arrived 
that morning not to embalm a corpse but “to see the tomb”.  The Greek word used 
here (theoresai) means “to see” or “to look at”, but it also means “to discern; to 
contemplate, to analyze, to understand.”  Just as fascinating and just as important, 
linguistically, is to know that same Greek root for seeing, discerning, understanding, 
underlies the English word ‘theatre’:  “the art in which we behold dramatic action in 
order to concentrate on its meaning, the better to understand it.”  
 From Matthew’s account, there is evidence for the heart that these women 
have arrived at a place of great suffering and death, but they seem also to have come 
with bold expectation that there is more to see and discern.  There is more to see and 
discern about God, about the death of Jesus, and about themselves in the process.  
They come to the tomb with expectation of life to come beyond this – and they are not 
disappointed.  They stand firm in the face of earth-shattering fear, holding the angel’s 
gaze and choosing to cling to hope like never before.  They become the original 
apostles:  the ones commissioned by the angel to go and tell the others what they have 
seen; to move from death to life, with trepidation, understandably, but also with great, 
great joy.  They move forward in trust, and faithful belief that God is still at work:  in 
them, through them, for them.   
 The Marys, the women, were arguably all but invisible until that Easter 
morning.  They have arguably been mostly overlooked for most of time that has 
followed.  And yet, because there’s always an ‘and yet’, the women receive and live 
their commission to serve.  They honour their calling, so that countless others would 
know their lives are valued, too.  Through their calling, Jesus returns to be with the 
others who have held back in fear – but he comes not to rebuke.  Jesus returns to 
forgive, and to make them, too, into apostles; into bearers of Good News.  Those whom 
society had rendered invisible were suddenly the ones holding aching eyes open to 
God’s promised reality.   
 The invisible worker, specifically the too often invisible health care workers, are 
very much on my mind these days.  The realities of this pandemic have weighed on my 
heart very heavily from the beginning, as I’ve struggled to grasp the scope of suffering 
and loss.  But then, late on Sunday evening, it all became entirely too personal. 
 Our son came to our room, just as I was drifting away to sleep.  He’d heard 
from a very good friend about his mother, a treasured friend of mine.  She, Kathy, 
works in a Hamilton hospital, in a critical but often behind the scenes role.  She’d been 
working long and extra days, trying to manage and care for patients, and she had just 
said to me on Saturday afternoon that her greatest fear was bringing the COVID-19 
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virus home to her family.  Sunday brought news of the almost inevitable.  She had been 
working with a patient who has since tested positive - and now Kathy is in isolation, 
apart from her three sons, whom she loves more than life. 
 In this pandemic reality, in this race to minimize loss, every possible case of 
the virus is intensely personal… and yet it is almost deceptively easy for me to see 
patients as numbers, as almost invisible, until the virus may be in my circle of love.  
Suddenly it is more terrifying and ominous and even more real.  And so I find myself 
with two choices:  I can be the woman who arrives with the embalming spices, or I can 
be the woman who arrives with the expectation of life; who comes with realism, and 
also optimism, and trusts that there is more to discern, more to learn, more to 
proclaim.   
 This Easter day, I choose to come and stay with Kathy in spirit, as she 
processes her worries, and I choose to stay with her in her strong faith and optimism.  I 
stand and I wait, impatiently, even as I follow her lead to walk toward fear and hold the 
angel’s gaze.  I remind myself what it feels like to feel this viral threat so personally; 
and I remind myself this personal stake is what Jesus came to teach us: that each and 
every life is intensely personal to God.  God sees and longs for each one of us to know 
how deeply we are seen and loved and held, no matter what comes.  For our surviving 
and for our thriving, this Easter and every Easter, is intensely personal to God – and 
nothing can ever be the same again because of it. 
 So when the local paper published an editorial, just two days after the 
pronouncement of this pandemic, the headline, the subject line seemed rather stark to 
me.  I think that’s why it caught my eye, but I know that’s not why I kept it.  The 
headline did its job, proclaiming that “This week, a virus changed everything.”  The 
headline also spurred me to say aloud in response, “Absolutely not” – for even from the 
naïve vantage point of March 13th, it was clear already that God was and is working 
through women and men around the world to ensure that the core elements of our 
everything are lifted to their proper place again.  In the places they have always been, 
but now starting to be seen, women and men around the world are holding the angel’s 
gaze and preparing to protect life.  As Angela Denker describes her life, as clergy and 
now working-from-home mother of a four-year old, she says that she and her nurse 
friend “told each other this morning that we were both walking around on the verge of 
tears so often these days.  We’re crying out of fear and uncertainty and anxiety and 
lack of sleep – but also because of all the people we see [we see, my emphasis] who 
are refusing to give in to hopelessness, despair, and isolation.  They remind us of what 
it is to be human.” 
 The people we see and the people we cannot; the few friends and family that 
we can see from afar and the countless we cannot; they remind us of what it is to be 
human… and they remind us of to whom and to what it is we must return.  When this is 
all over; when this suffering has come and gone and there are but volumes of history 
left to describe this as yet indescribable time – may the stories tell of who we choose to 
see.  May they tell not of our glory but of God’s, who raises us up to be who we’ve 
always been, even if we’ve lost sight of ourselves along the way.  May the archives and 
the tales speak of women and men and children of every community who choose to 
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speak of a life-giving Love that death cannot contain.   
 In the words of Sonya Renee Taylor, may we choose not to go back to normal.  
May we stand on this threshold of new life in a reclaimed way, and hear God calling to 
us, one by one by one, giving us grace and peace and mercy, that we might not be 
afraid; that we will be brave enough to go forward.  May we respond to God’s speaking 
of our names, and choose not to return to anything that denied anyone from being 
seen and known.  Taylor says, “we are being given the opportunity to stitch a new 
garment; one that fits all of humanity and nature.”  May this be the new garment 
woven together in one piece, to cover all God’s people with the truth of an absolutely 
personal, merciful, and life-changing Love.  May we choose not to live in anything less.   
 To God alone be the glory!  Amen. 
 
Prayer & Personal Reflection 
 
Solo   “The Holy City”          Andrew Poaps 
 
Offering                      
 Invitation 

Song of Thanksgiving (VU 541, lyrics by E. Law) 
  Praise God from whom all blessings flow 
  Circling through earth so all may grow 
  Vanquishing fear so all may give 
  Widening grace so all may live 
 Prayer of Thanksgiving 
 

The Celebration of Communion 
 
Welcome & Preparing the Table  
 
This Easter, most of us are unable to gather together in person to share in  
Communion, but we believe wholeheartedly that God meets us at every  
table.  A very few of us, as staff, are gathered in this beloved sanctuary, at 
this beloved table, longing to gather here all together again.  Until that  
time, we are grateful for the breadth and depth of God’s love, that finds us  
where we are, blessing us and making our gathering holy, however far 
apart we may be from this sacred space.  Where you are is sacred, too. 
God blesses the simple table set before us all.  God lifts us to new life and  
new possibilities, again and again.   
 
If you haven’t yet done so, we invite you to take a moment now and gather a few basic 
elements to partake in this holy time together.  Nothing fancy is required:  just some 
simple bread or crackers for each person, and a small glass of juice or water for each 
one at your table.  Rest assured that God blesses us and these elements of 
nourishment, in this holy space, and wherever you find sanctuary right now.   
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You may also wish to light a candle in the centre of a table or small space before you, 
as a reminder that this is a space set apart.  This meal is a reminder of the promises 
made to us in the sacrament of Communion – that all belong to God, that God’s love is 
stronger than death, and that one day, all will be fed. 
 
Let us prepare our hearts and minds for this feast like no other. 
 
Hymn  “All Who Hunger” (Voices United 460) 
 
Prayer of Thanksgiving 

Christ is risen! 
He is risen indeed! 
Lift up your hearts. 
We lift them up to the Lord. 
Let us give thanks to the Lord our God. 
It is right to give our thanks and praise. 

 
Blessed are you, gracious God… 
Creator of light, Giver of all life, Source of love. 
With your breath, you formed all that we are and all that is beyond us; 
the heavens tell your glory. 
Through fear-filled days and aching night, 
when the powers of death have done their worst, 
your love has never deserted us. 
Even when we turn away from you, you are with us; 
your presence never fails us, 
and your gifts of hope and new life transform us. 
We praise you for Jesus Christ, 
risen to new life, eternal as your love. 
With the women at the tomb, we raise the strain of gladness. 
Hallelujah!  Life is stronger than death! 
The day of resurrection has come, scattering fear and gloom, 
and so we rejoice with all your people of every time and place, 
and with angels and archangels, 
to proclaim the glory of your name and your glory. 
Hosanna in the highest! 
 
As we gather at this table, 
we remember that on the night before he died, 
Jesus had supper with his friends. 
He took a loaf of bread, thanked you as we have, 
broke the bread and gave it to them, saying: 
“Take, eat.  This is my body, given for you. 
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Each time you do this, remember me.” 
Then, he took a cup, and after giving thanks, 
passed it to his friends, saying: 
“Drink.  This cup is the promise of God, poured out for you. 
Each time you drink from this cup, remember me.” 
 
Holy God, we remember Jesus, and pray your Spirit will make us one. 
Make us whole, in spite of our broken places. 
Make us alive, despite death. 
Come, Holy Spirit, come! 
Help us to love as Christ loved; to stand with all who stumble; 
to remember all who suffer; to embrace all whom the world denies; 
to forgive as we are forgiven; to be hands and feet in search of justice; 
to have hearts that hold hope for healing and beginning again. 
[silent prayer] 
 
…Remembering all the prayers spoken aloud  
and those resounding deep within each of us, 
we lift all this up to you, seeking you as a child does  
for the comfort of a mother, 
praying the words Jesus taught us to pray, singing: 
 
Our Father, who art in heaven,   sung by Eli Hugill-Bourque 
Hallowed be thy Name. 
Thy Kingdom come.  
Thy will be done on earth,  
As it is in heaven. 
Give us this day our daily bread. 
And forgive us our trespasses, 
As we forgive those that trespass against us.  
And lead us not into temptation,  
But deliver us from evil.  
For thine is the kingdom,  
The power, and the glory,  
For ever and ever.  
Amen. 
 
Sharing of the Loaf and Cup 
 
 

The bread which we break 
is our sharing in the life of Christ. 
The cup for which we give thanks  
is our sharing in the life of Christ. 
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These are the gifts of God, for the people of God. 
Let us celebrate, for all things are now ready. 

 
Flute Solo  “Rose Cottage” (Catherine McMichael)       Abbey Orosz 
 
Prayer after Communion: 
 Life-giving God, 
 we give you thanks for the gift of Jesus’ presence 
 in the simplicity and splendour of this holy meal. 
 Unite us with all who are fed by the life of Christ 
 that we may faithfully proclaim the Good News of your love 
 and that your church may be a rainbow of hope, 
 a living promise of new life, in an uncertain world. 
 In the name of Jesus we pray, as we go to walk in his Way. 
 Amen. 
 

Hymn  “Thine Is the Glory” (Voices United 173) 
 
Blessing & Sending Forth 
 
Sung Blessing “Go Now In Peace” (Besig and Price) 
 



 
Used with permission and gratitude: 
 
‘Lord God, early in the morning’ – adapted from text by the Iona Community, in Stages 
on the Way:  Worship Resources for Lent, Holy Week & Easter.  Chicago:  Wild Goose 
Worship Group, 2000; 182-183. 
 
 


