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THE EASTER HOPE 
by Lester J. Start 

Undated 

Text: Mark 16:6. “He is not here; he is risen.” 

[The end of the trail] 

“He is not here; he is risen!” This was the joyous word that the angel gave to Mary as she visited 
the tomb of her Lord on that first Easter morning long ago. And the radiant message has rung 
down through the centuries. Later Mary was to see her Lord face to face and know that He was 
risen indeed. The word spread to the disciples and all the followers of Jesus until the phrase 
became the password of that early group of believers, the Fellowship of the Resurrection. 
Whenever Christians met one another the happy greeting was, “The Lord is risen!” And the 
joyous answer would come back, “He is risen indeed!” This was the identifying salutation and its 
appropriate response. It was heard in the midst of the many peoples thronging the Temple Hill in 
Jerusalem; it was heard in the crowded streets of Corinth; among the merchants at Antioch and 
Ephesus; from passing ships in the Mediterranean Sea; in the crossroads of the desert and even 
among the servants of the Roman overlords. “Christ is risen!” And men who had been 
discouraged and felt forsaken and defeated, found a new hope and a new joy in the knowledge 
that their Lord was not dead, that He is risen. They could now sing at their tasks; their daily life 
now had a new meaning; the suffering found a new hope and courage; their burdens became light 
as they felt the presence of Jesus beside them; the oppressed felt a new freedom; the martyr 
found a strength to face his ordeals with fortitude. After the night of weeping and despair the 
morning of joy had dawned. When Jesus died, the world died, and with it every human hope and 
the fulfillment of every beautiful dream. But He found his way from the grave through the 
darkest night of terror; He unlocked the tightest tomb ever sealed by human hate and sin, and 
freed human thought from the specter of death’s impending and awful finality. Not as the 
followers of Jesus greeted each other with the joyful phrase, He is risen, the terrifying mysteries 
of life were illumined by faith in a spiritual purpose which the Resurrection of their Lord 
demonstrated, and the fear and terror of death became submerged in the swelling tide of faith in 
life eternal. 

This morning let us think on this Resurrection experience and what it means. Ever since these 
early days, for nineteen hundred years, Christians have been saying that on this first Easter 
morning Christ conquered the grave. And yet the grave still has a powerful reputation and the 
skeleton of death still swaggers in our lives. This is because the thought of death when life is so 
warm and vital fills us with distaste if not actual fear. Life beyond seems so meaningless and 
vague compared with the throbbing active life we enjoy here. And because we cannot prove 
definitively the question of immortality the faith becomes hazy, and an effort is required to keep 
it alive in the face of doubt. The burning question in many minds as they consider the 
Resurrection experience is, therefore, the possibility of such an experience. What we really want 
to know is whether Jesus lives now as He did in the days of the disciples, whether He was the 
visible manifestation in time of the Eternal God. [We want proof. The Resurrection is, but is it 
for you?] And we look for confirmation to the empty tomb at Jerusalem and then forward in faith 
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to a great consummation which is related to the empty tomb as the great leafy oak tree is related 
to the split and open acorn that lies buried under the sod. 

The miracle of the Resurrection can be appreciated only as we recognize with Paul that “we 
know in part, and we prophesy in part”. The race is still in its childhood and growing up to 
manhood, and if we seek a living faith it must not be one which confines itself to the visual, to 
scientific formulas, but accepts the partial explanation and yet dares to believe that “love never 
faileth”. Over and over again in the course of history there has been a recurring vindication of the 
basic facts of Christianity, and more than that, a growing development. Our ancestors thought 
that Columbus had inadvertently weakened the Christian faith when he discovered the New 
World and proved the earth was round. And later when Copernicus showed the earth as only a 
tiny spot in the starry heavens, faith was weakened. Later pious souls feared that Darwin had 
destroyed faith by his history of the long development of man. And in our own day many recoil 
at the modern method of inquiry which refuses to regard the Bible as sacrosanct and determines 
to apply to it the same tests we apply to every other history. But we see today that all these 
disturbances have been constructive rather than destructive, and that they have shown an orderly 
progress as if there were a Mind that were behind them all arranging the program. As we see in 
history the long trail of the Christian on his pilgrimage to the City of God and realize how far he 
has already gone, we become increasingly aware of the plan of our Maker and find reason to 
hope that the mystery of the survival of personality will not always remain hidden. This thought 
is expressed by Emerson when he said, “All that I have seen teaches me to trust the Creator for 
all I have not seen.” Through the pattern of our daily life we see a deeper design whose colors 
are strange and unknown but which we believe reflect the white radiance of eternity. 

These little lives which we lead are very mysterious and very deeply rooted. The roots of our 
being go way back into the past so far that we cannot envisage their beginning, but we can 
depend upon it that there are qualities in us, senses in us, which go back into the dim origins of 
the divine creative purpose. We are like flowers which bloom for a few short hours before our 
petals droop and fall in the dust; our lives of pleasure are like fresh poppies which when plucked 
shed their petals of brilliant orange to leave a but a mass of black pollen on the end of a barren 
stem.. Robert Burns puts it this way: “But pleasures are like poppies spread, You seize the 
flower, its bloom is shed; Or like the snowfalls in the river, A moment white-then melts for 
ever.” And yet we cannot bring ourselves to believe that God has been so long in preparing the 
roots for so pitiful a flowering. We cannot believe that He has been so long in preparing the stage 
for so feeble a drama. Our souls involuntarily reach out filaments into the dim future as the 
tendrils of a vine stretch out into the sun. We feel that there is something in the purpose of God 
which is greater than anything that can be accomplished in this world of ours. [wings ni??hy air] 
We feel as did the hero of Tolstoy’s War and Peace as he was listening to some beautiful music, 
a sweet sadness as we contemplate this life we lead, a sense of the infinite possibilities and 
potentialities of the human soul coupled with a realization of our limitations in this world of time 
and sense. We are always striving to make a better world, to build a Kingdom of God on earth. 
[Kant] But there is something about us that never seems to find its full expression in this mortal 
life; there is always in the midst of our greatest moments of satisfaction and contentment a 
reaching out of our souls to something beyond. God has ordained that man should not find rest in 
this world but in his Spirit. And if there is no way to find this peace after this life the God which 
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made us is a fiend. There are purposes of God which belong to the spirit rather than the flesh, to 
eternity rather than time, to what we call heaven rather than to what we call earth. Thus the 
Christian view is a limitless one and its hope a deathless one, and we know that Christ is indeed 
risen to show the way of the life immortal. 

I have been trying to show in these last few minutes the possibility of the Resurrection so far as 
the intimations of our own intuitions are concerned. The yearning outreach of the soul into the 
beyond, the sense of incompleteness that this life gives us, point to the life eternal without a 
shadow of a doubt if we are willing to listen to the feelings of our hearts. And the Resurrection 
ceases to be a miracle hard to believe, and becomes instead what we have learned to expect from 
God. But even if we feel we cannot accept such evidence we have other evidence which cannot 
be denied. Perhaps the most potent argument from a historical point of view we find is the fact 
that something happened between the day of Jesus’ crucifixion and Pentecost to change the 
group of Jesus’ disciples from despairing, forsaken, scattered mourners to a band confident in the 
fact of the risen Lord. This change of heart from the tears of Good Friday to the triumph of 
Pentecost is history’s evidence of the fact of Easter. And we have another evidence of the fact of 
Easter in the Christian Church today. Without a belief in the risen Lord the church could not 
have been born. The followers of Jesus would have cherished his memory during their lifetime; 
they might even have started a ‘Jesus Society’ as lovers of Shakespeare form Shakespeare 
societies, but there would have been nothing to keep up the memory. We need no elaborate 
apology for the fact of the Resurrection. The church is herself the product of this fact for she 
emerged from the empty tomb. The Christian Church today in its gigantic society could never 
have spread herself over the whole earth by preaching a myth or a false faith. Paul’s words speak 
to us today the same message, “If Christ hath not been raised, then is our preaching in vain, your 
faith also is vain…If we have only hoped in Christ in this life, we are of all men most pitiable.” 
Whether we trust the evidence of our hearts or the cold facts of history the answer is the same. 
The Resurrection is more than a faith or a hope. It is a fact. 

It is not the mere fact of the Resurrection, however, that is of importance to us today; rather it is 
the power which came to the world on that first Easter morning long ago. Jesus means not just 
the Resurrection but also the Life. And we see this power at work bringing to life the followers 
of Jesus from the death of their despair after his crucifixion. There is no doubt that when they 
saw their Master crucified they thought that their hopes and plans were crushed. We see them 
going out from Jerusalem back to their homes dejected and discouraged. Their venture in the 
capital city had collapsed. Their candidate for the Messiah had not only been defeated but slain. 
But there was a Presence which appeared to these men and changed their despair to radiant hope 
and confidence. Even the forlorn hopelessness of Thomas was changed to confident hope as the 
Presence of the risen One called forth from him the conviction, “My Lord and my God.” This 
presence of Christ in their lives filled them with a power and an understanding greater than that 
which they had when they sat at his feet and listened to his preaching earlier. They began to go 
everywhere proclaiming the gospel of the risen Lord. Where they were weak and hesitant and 
fearful before, they were now strong and confident and dauntless sealing their conviction with 
their blood. Forty days after the crucifixion of Christ he was more of a living factor in Jerusalem 
than on the day of his triumphal entry on Palm Sunday. The power of Christ was not evidenced 
only in his destroying the hold of the tomb, in conquering over death in his own life; this was the 
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beginning of the great light which fired the heart of every believer, a light which dispelled the 
darkness of fear and death filling them with a confidence and strength and fervor that enabled 
them to spread the gospel of Christ as a triumphant power. 

It is this power of the risen Christ in the hearts of man, the power behind the sign of the cross, 
which has been the source of strength throughout the years. It is the power which changed fear to 
confidence and stimulated new adventures of the human spirit, new crusades against wrong, new 
and daring excursions against the frontiers of knowledge, undaunted and tireless struggle for 
justice and equality. And no power on earth can withstand it; we can never escape from its 
presence for it is the power of God. The story is told of a Roman nobleman in the early days of 
Christianity who refused to believe in the doctrine of the Resurrection. And he determined when 
he died that no power could disturb his burial place. He went to great expense to build a tomb 
made of great slabs of rock carefully sealed so that nothing short of the destruction of the world 
could destroy his resting place. But a tiny seedling from a tree one day nestled in a crevice near 
the base of the tomb. The rains and the suns of many years nourished this tiny seed until it 
became stronger and larger. Finally its roots grew large enough to split the heavy slabs and open 
the tomb to the light of day. So the power of the risen Christ unlocks every door, opens every 
heart to disperse the darkness of fear and death with the light of God’s eternal love. 

The power of the Resurrection shows us the promise of the Easter message, the Easter Hope. The 
triumph of Easter day over Calvary tells us that. With the power of the risen Christ in our hearts 
we need fear nothing but our refusal to live by this spirit; for it is in Christ that we live, if we are 
to have eternal life. Rather than to fear that we shall some day die, then, we should fear that we 
shall never live in the spirit of Christ. Do not fear that your life will end; rather fear that it shall 
never have a beginning. Fear that your reliance about material things, your absorption in 
pleasures of the world, will blot out the spirit of the risen Christ in your lives. For if we fail to 
heed the spirit of Christ, if we are deaf to his voice, and blind to his Presence, the eternal in us 
will die. It needs the food of the Spirit to live, the power of Christ in our lives. Arid if we fail to 
open our hearts to Christ, like the blind fish in the pool of a subterranean cave who have grown 
blind because there was no light to make them see, so our souls can die because we would close 
them off from the light of Christ. We have only our selves to fear. The promise of the Easter 
message in our lives is that we have the power of God in us for Christ is risen and has promised 
to be with us always. 

The Easter hope comes to us today in days of darkness and despair. We can understand the 
feelings of those disciples who felt that all was despair and hopelessness. The stoutest spirit 
becomes sick at heart as he views the confusion and destruction which surround us. But the 
Easter Hope becomes all the more meaningful in our lives, for we see now more clearly than 
before that the power of Christ is the hope of the world. When darkness stalks the earth, we have 
a star appearing to light the way, the light of Christ bringing the power of God into our lives. 
And with that power is victory and triumph. The Easter Hope is beautifully expressed in Robert 
Browning’s poem Paracelsus. He says: “If I stoop Into a dark, tremendous sea of cloud, It is but 
for a time; I press God’s lamp Close to my breast; its splendor soon or late Will pierce the 
gloom; I shall emerge one day.” 
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1THE EASTER HOPE 

Text: Mark 16:6. “He is not here; he is risen.” 

[The end of the trail] 

“He is not here; he is risen!” This was the joyous word that the angel gave to Mary as she visited 
the tomb of her Lord on that first Easter morning long ago. And the radiant message has rung 
down through the centuries. Later Mary was to see her Lord face to face and know that He was 
risen indeed. The word spread to the disciples and all the followers of Jesus until the phrase 
became the password of that early group of believers, the Fellowship of the Resurrection. 
Whenever Christians met one another the happy greeting was, “The Lord is risen!” And the 
joyous answer would come back, “He is risen indeed!” This was the identifying salutation and its 
appropriate response. It was heard in the midst of the many peoples thronging the Temple Hill in 
Jerusalem; it was heard in the crowded streets of Corinth; among the merchants at Antioch and 
Ephesus; from passing ships in the Mediterranean Sea; in the crossroads of the desert and even 
among the servants of the Roman overlords. “Christ is risen!” And men who had been 
discouraged and felt forsaken and defeated, found a new hope and a new joy in the knowledge 
that their Lord was not dead, that He is risen. They could now sing at their tasks; their daily life 
now had a new meaning; the suffering found a new hope and courage; their burdens became light 
as they felt the presence of Jesus beside them; the oppressed felt a new freedom; the martyr 
found a strength to face his ordeals with fortitude. After the night of weeping and despair the 
morning of joy had dawned. When Jesus died, the world died, and with it every human hope and 
the fulfillment of every beautiful dream. But He found his way from the grave through the 
darkest night of terror; He unlocked the tightest tomb ever sealed by human hate and sin, and 
freed human thought from the specter of death’s impending and awful finality. Not as the 
followers of Jesus greeted each other with the joyful phrase, He is risen, the terrifying mysteries 
of life were illumined by faith in a spiritual purpose which the Resurrection of their Lord 
demonstrated, and the fear and terror of death became submerged in the swelling tide of faith in 
life eternal. 

This morning let us think on this Resurrection experience and what it means. Ever since these 
early days, for nineteen hundred years, Christians have been saying that on this first Easter 
morning Christ conquered the grave. And yet the grave still has a powerful reputation and the 
skeleton of death still swaggers in our lives. This is because the thought of death when life is so 
warm and vital fills us with distaste if not actual fear. Life beyond seems so meaningless and 
vague compared with the throbbing active life we enjoy here. And because we cannot prove 
definitively the question of immortality the faith becomes hazy, and an effort is required to keep 
it alive in the face of doubt. The burning question in many minds as they consider the 
Resurrection experience is, therefore, the possibility of such an experience. What we really want 
to know is whether Jesus lives now as He did in the days of the disciples, whether He was the 
visible manifestation in time of the Eternal God. [We want proof. The Resurrection is, but is it 
for you?] And we look for confirmation to the empty tomb at Jerusalem and then forward in faith 
to a great consummation which is related to the empty tomb as the great leafy oak tree is related 
to the split and open acorn that lies buried under the sod. 



6 

 

The miracle of the Resurrection can be appreciated only as we recognize with Paul that “we 
know in part, and we prophesy in part”. The race is still in its childhood and growing up to 
manhood, and if we seek a living faith it must not be one which confines itself to the visual, to 
scientific formulas, but accepts the partial explanation and yet dares to believe that “love never 
faileth”. Over and over again in the course of history there has been a recurring vindication of the 
basic facts of Christianity, and more than that, a growing development. Our ancestors thought 
that Columbus had inadvertently weakened the Christian faith when he discovered the New 
World and proved the earth was round. And later when Copernicus showed the earth as only a 
tiny spot in the starry heavens, faith was weakened. Later pious souls feared that Darwin had 
destroyed faith by his history of the long development of man. And in our own day many recoil 
at the modern method of inquiry which refuses to regard the Bible as sacrosanct and determines 
to apply to it the same tests we apply to every other history. But we see today that all these 
disturbances have been constructive rather than destructive, and that they have shown an orderly 
progress as if there were a Mind that were behind them all arranging the program. As we see in 
history the long trail of the Christian on his pilgrimage to the City of God and realize how far he 
has already gone, we become increasingly aware of the plan of our Maker and find reason to 
hope that the mystery of the survival of personality will not always remain hidden. This thought 
is expressed by Emerson when he said, “All that I have seen teaches me to trust the Creator for 
all I have not seen.” Through the pattern of our daily life we see a deeper design whose colors 
are strange and unknown but which we believe reflect the white radiance of eternity. 

These little lives which we lead are very mysterious and very deeply rooted. The roots of our 
being go way back into the past so far that we cannot envisage their beginning, but we can 
depend upon it that there are qualities in us, senses in us, which go back into the dim origins of 
the divine creative purpose. We are like flowers which bloom for a few short hours before our 
petals droop and fall in the dust; our lives of pleasure are like fresh poppies which when plucked 
shed their petals of brilliant orange to leave a but a mass of black pollen on the end of a barren 
stem.. Robert Burns puts it this way: “But pleasures are like poppies spread, You seize the 
flower, its bloom is shed; Or like the snowfalls in the river, A moment white-then melts for 
ever.” And yet we cannot bring ourselves to believe that God has been so long in preparing the 
roots for so pitiful a flowering. We cannot believe that He has been so long in preparing the stage 
for so feeble a drama. Our souls involuntarily reach out filaments into the dim future as the 
tendrils of a vine stretch out into the sun. We feel that there is something in the purpose of God 
which is greater than anything that can be accomplished in this world of ours. [wings ni??hy air] 
We feel as did the hero of Tolstoy’s War and Peace as he was listening to some beautiful music, 
a sweet sadness as we contemplate this life we lead, a sense of the infinite possibilities and 
potentialities of the human soul coupled with a realization of our limitations in this world of time 
and sense. We are always striving to make a better world, to build a Kingdom of God on earth. 
[Kant] But there is something about us that never seems to find its full expression in this mortal 
life; there is always in the midst of our greatest moments of satisfaction and contentment a 
reaching out of our souls to something beyond. God has ordained that man should not find rest in 
this world but in his Spirit. And if there is no way to find this peace after this life the God which 
made us is a fiend. There are purposes of God which belong to the spirit rather than the flesh, to 
eternity rather than time, to what we call heaven rather than to what we call earth. Thus the 
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Christian view is a limitless one and its hope a deathless one, and we know that Christ is indeed 
risen to show the way of the life immortal. 

I have been trying to show in these last few minutes the possibility of the Resurrection so far as 
the intimations of our own intuitions are concerned. The yearning outreach of the soul into the 
beyond, the sense of incompleteness that this life gives us, point to the life eternal without a 
shadow of a doubt if we are willing to listen to the feelings of our hearts. And the Resurrection 
ceases to be a miracle hard to believe, and becomes instead what we have learned to expect from 
God. But even if we feel we cannot accept such evidence we have other evidence which cannot 
be denied. Perhaps the most potent argument from a historical point of view we find is the fact 
that something happened between the day of Jesus’ crucifixion and Pentecost to change the 
group of Jesus’ disciples from despairing, forsaken, scattered mourners to a band confident in the 
fact of the risen Lord. This change of heart from the tears of Good Friday to the triumph of 
Pentecost is history’s evidence of the fact of Easter. And we have another evidence of the fact of 
Easter in the Christian Church today. Without a belief in the risen Lord the church could not 
have been born. The followers of Jesus would have cherished his memory during their lifetime; 
they might even have started a ‘Jesus Society’ as lovers of Shakespeare form Shakespeare 
societies, but there would have been nothing to keep up the memory. We need no elaborate 
apology for the fact of the Resurrection. The church is herself the product of this fact for she 
emerged from the empty tomb. The Christian Church today in its gigantic society could never 
have spread herself over the whole earth by preaching a myth or a false faith. Paul’s words speak 
to us today the same message, “If Christ hath not been raised, then is our preaching in vain, your 
faith also is vain…If we have only hoped in Christ in this life, we are of all men most pitiable.” 
Whether we trust the evidence of our hearts or the cold facts of history the answer is the same. 
The Resurrection is more than a faith or a hope. It is a fact. 

It is not the mere fact of the Resurrection, however, that is of importance to us today; rather it is 
the power which came to the world on that first Easter morning long ago. Jesus means not just 
the Resurrection but also the Life. And we see this power at work bringing to life the followers 
of Jesus from the death of their despair after his crucifixion. There is no doubt that when they 
saw their Master crucified they thought that their hopes and plans were crushed. We see them 
going out from Jerusalem back to their homes dejected and discouraged. Their venture in the 
capital city had collapsed. Their candidate for the Messiah had not only been defeated but slain. 
But there was a Presence which appeared to these men and changed their despair to radiant hope 
and confidence. Even the forlorn hopelessness of Thomas was changed to confident hope as the 
Presence of the risen One called forth from him the conviction, “My Lord and my God.” This 
presence of Christ in their lives filled them with a power and an understanding greater that that 
which they had when they sat at his feet and listened to his preaching earlier. They began to go 
everywhere proclaiming the gospel of the risen Lord. Where they were weak and hesitant and 
fearful before, they were now strong and confident and dauntless sealing their conviction with 
their blood. Forty days after the crucifixion of Christ he was more of a living factor in Jerusalem 
than on the day of his triumphal entry on Palm Sunday. The power of Christ was not evidenced 
only in his destroying the hold of the tomb, in conquering over death in his own life; this was the 
beginning of the great light which fired the heart of every believer, a light which dispelled the 
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darkness of fear and death filling them with a confidence and strength and fervor that enabled 
them to spread the gospel of Christ as a triumphant power. 

It is this power of the risen Christ in the hearts of man, the power behind the sign of the cross, 
which has been the source of strength throughout the years. It is the power which changed fear to 
confidence and stimulated new adventures of the human spirit, new crusades against wrong, new 
and daring excursions against the frontiers of knowledge, undaunted and tireless struggle for 
justice and equality. And no power on earth can withstand it; we can never escape from its 
presence for it is the power of God. The story is told of a Roman nobleman in the early days of 
Christianity who refused to believe in the doctrine of the Resurrection. And he determined when 
he died that no power could disturb his burial place. He went to great expense to build a tomb 
made of great slabs of rock carefully sealed so that nothing short of the destruction of the world 
could destroy his resting place. But a tiny seedling from a tree one day nestled in a crevice near 
the base of the tomb. The rains and the suns of many years nourished this tiny seed until it 
became stronger and larger. Finally its roots grew large enough to split the heavy slabs and open 
the tomb to the light of day. So the power of the risen Christ unlocks every door, opens every 
heart to disperse the darkness of fear and death with the light of God’s eternal love. 

The power of the Resurrection shows us the promise of the Easter message, the Easter Hope. The 
triumph of Easter day over Calvary tells us that. With the power of the risen Christ in our hearts 
we need fear nothing but our refusal to live by this spirit; for it is in Christ that we live, if we are 
to have eternal life. Rather than to fear that we shall some day die, then, we should fear that we 
shall never live in the spirit of Christ. Do not fear that your life will end; rather fear that it shall 
never have a beginning. Fear that your reliance about material things, your absorption in 
pleasures of the world, will blot out the spirit of the risen Christ in your lives. For if we fail to 
heed the spirit of Christ, if we are deaf to his voice, and blind to his Presence, the eternal in us 
will die. It needs the food of the Spirit to live, the power of Christ in our lives. Arid if we fail to 
open our hearts to Christ, like the blind fish in the pool of a subterranean cave who have grown 
blind because there was no light to make them see, so our souls can die because we would close 
them off from the light of Christ. We have only our selves to fear. The promise of the Easter 
message in our lives is that we have the power of God in us for Christ is risen and has promised 
to be with us always. 

The Easter hope comes to us today in days of darkness and despair. We can understand the 
feelings of those disciples who felt that all was despair and hopelessness. The stoutest spirit 
becomes sick at heart as he views the confusion and destruction which surround us. But the 
Easter Hope becomes all the more meaningful in our lives, for we see now more clearly than 
before that the power of Christ is the hope of the world. When darkness stalks the earth, we have 
a star appearing to light the way, the light of Christ bringing the power of God into our lives. 
And with that power is victory and triumph. The Easter Hope is beautifully expressed in Robert 
Browning’s poem Paracelsus. He says: “If I stoop Into a dark, tremendous sea of cloud, It is but 
for a time; I press God’s lamp Close to my breast; its splendor soon or late Will pierce the 
gloom; I shall emerge one day.” 

 


