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    One Easter a priest and a taxi driver both died and went to heaven. St. Peter was at the 
Pearly gates waiting for them. 
 
    'Come with me,' said St. Peter to the taxi driver.  The taxi driver did as he was told and 
followed St Peter to a mansion. It had everything you could imagine from a bowling alley to an 
Olympic size pool.  'Oh my word, thank you,' said the taxi driver. 
 
    Next, St. Peter led the priest to a rough old shack with a bunk bed and a little old television 
set. 
 
    'Wait, I think you are a little mixed up,' said the priest. 'Shouldn't I be the one who gets the 
mansion? After all I was a priest, went to church every day, and preached God's word.' 
 
    'Yes, that's true.'  St Peter rejoined, 'But during your Easter sermons people slept.  When the 
taxi driver drove, everyone prayed.'  
 
    Today is Easter day.   Today is GOOD NEWS typed in capital letters for Christians.  This is the 
good news which shapes all other good news for Christians.  
 
      Easter is the unreserved celebration of stunningly grand news.  First, resurrection declares 
that the last and truest words in the universe are not hatred, injustice and death, the words 
that seemed to have won the Friday before and often seem triumphant today.   “Believe it or 
not,” Easter boldly declares “with God, the last words in the universe are love, justice and life.”  
 
    Second, resurrection is the promise that Jesus Christ is not just a dead memory.  He’s not 
simply the founder of Christianity, not just a teacher who died to be fondly remembered.  
Rather, Jesus Christ is the living, empowering presence of God. 
 
   But Mark’s gospel, the earliest account of the resurrection we have, doesn’t deliver the story 
to us very neatly.   Mark’s account ends with the women leaving the empty tomb and the 
narrator tells us, “They said nothing to anyone, for they were afraid.”  If you are paying 
attention you may notice there are some more words in our bible, but nearly every scholar 
agrees they were added much later by people who didn’t like how Mark ended his gospel so 
abruptly.  Mark’s story leaves the women and the disciples with an empty tomb.  No Emmaus 
Road, no Doubting Thomas.  The women have to choose for themselves what they want to see.   
 
    I would like to share the message of a modern angel, a man named Daniel Kish.  He brings his 
life story of a remarkable journey which he started much too early.  He was born with bilateral 



retinoblastoma, or retinal cancer.  His right eye was removed at seven months of age.  His left 
eye just 7 months later; even before he could walk, he was without eyesight.  Kish says of his 
challenge:  “It's the impressions about blindness that are far more threatening to blind people 
than the blindness itself.”  Think for a moment about your own impressions of blindness. The 
terror is incomprehensible to most of us, because blindness is thought to epitomize ignorance 
and unawareness. 
 
    Fortunately for Kish, his parents were pragmatic.  They understood that ignorance and fear 
were but matters of the mind, and the mind is adaptable.  They believed that their son should 
grow up to enjoy the same freedoms and responsibilities as everyone else.  In their own words, 
he would “move out --which he did when he was 18 -- He will pay taxes – gee thanks.”  Kish 
describes his parents as knowing the difference between love and fear.  Fear immobilizes us in 
the face of challenge.  But, he says, “I was not raised with fear.  They put my freedom first 
before all else, because that is what love does.” 

 
    Today Kish manages to negotiate life with skill and a sense of humor.  He has found it handy 
to carry a trusty long cane, which extends up past his shoulder, longer than the canes used by 
most people who use a cane for assistance.  He doesn’t call it a cane, though.  He calls it his 
freedom staff.   
 
    He has also used a method of sound for negotiating his way around which he calls “flash 
sonar.”  He makes a clicking sound with his mouth, and tunes his very sensitive ears to make 
judgements of his surroundings.   As he clicks his way through daily life, using the mouth and 
tongue God gave him, those flashes of sound go out and reflect from surfaces all around him.  
Just like a bat’s sonar, they return to him with patterns, pieces of information, much as light 
does for most of us.  He thanks his parents for activating his brain to come up with this creative 
solution for seeing through the dark unknowns of his own challenges.   
 
   Friends have given him a nickname for the clicking sound; One he fully embraces.  It is 
Batman.  He says “bats are cool.”  And batman is cool.  But he does not consider himself to be 
“the remarkable Batman” or remarkable in any substantial way.  In his understanding, he has 
always regarded himself much like anyone else who navigates the dark unknowns of their own 
challenges.  Is that so remarkable?  He asks, I do not use my eyes, Kish says, I use my brain.” 
 
    To illustrate that point, when he speaks to groups, he asks them to do a simple exercise.  It is 
an exercise which I ask you to humor me with today.  It’s simple.  Everyone out there who 
currently faces or who has ever faced a challenge, raise your hands.  Yep, I had a hunch.   Ok, 
keep them up for a moment.  Now, those of you who use your brains to navigate these 
challenges, put your hands down.    

 
    On this Easter, where Mark’s story leaves us running from an empty tomb, full of fear we 
have to learn to see differently.  Not with our eyes.  But with our brains, our hearts, and our 
faith.  We have to see Christ in one another, in the world around us, and especially when we 
face the dark unknown.   



 
    The last decade or so our denomination the United Church of Christ, has been trying to work 
on our identity.  One fun way we put our UCC Faith into a bumper sticker size saying goes like 
this, “I love my church because it’s sort of like The Wizard of Oz–it’s about having a heart, and 
a brain, and courage.”  Say that with me, one word at a time, heart, brain, courage.   
 
    Those first disciples learned to see differently, and their faith grew exponentially.  The 
traversed the terror of the unknown using courage which trusted in a God whose last word 
would not be the cross.  The disciples gave their hearts to follow the one who said “I am the 
good shepherd – love my sheep.  Those in the fold and those who wander away.”  The disciples 
used their brains to carry them through the crisis of an empty tomb, an unknown future, and 
they co-created with God a new way of being believers, of being the church, of bringing Jesus’ 
good news to a waiting world.  Do not be alarmed, the angel said, have courage.  Take heart, 
things are not as you expected to see them, He is Risen.   
 
    And with that we are invited into this totally new way of seeing to become messengers of 
God’s  love.  Thanks be to God.   
 
Amen.   
 


