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 “Letter to a Child on Easter Morning” 

 

Letter to a child on Easter morning… 

 

Dear Milo, 

I asked your parents if I could write you a letter on behalf of all our children 

On this Easter morning, and they agreed, graciously. 

It will be years until you are old enough to read this, 

And by then who knows if actual letters will even still exist, 

For you are growing up in the age of texts and tweets and acronyms 

That fit on little screens you hold in your hand. 

Does OMG still mean Oh My God?  Does LOL still mean Laugh out Loud? 

Do you still text to your friends POS when there is a Parent Over Shoulder? 

See, I‟m not so old-fashioned that I don‟t know the lingo. 

 

This morning we blessed and dedicated you in church. 

And even though you looked somewhat unfazed by the whole deal, 

I will tell you it is as big a moment as there is in the life of our church, 

And in your life, too. 

We learned how you received your name, the name that is uniquely yours, 

And then your parents, your Godparents, and the whole group of people 

In this room promised to stand by you through thick and thin, 

Which I hope you will hear as comfort, Milo, because over the years you will 

Need people around you, and you will learn hopefully sooner than I have 

How life is a whole lot better when the word „me‟  

crosses your lips less often than the word „we.‟ 

Maybe in your day there will be an APP that will help you keep track. 

 

After your blessing you went to spend time doing more kid-friendly  

Things in our church than listening to a letter like this, 

But if you had stayed you would have heard a story  

That is told on Easter about Jesus, the tomb, the stone, the women running, 

And the beginning of a faith anchored in resurrection.   

Oh Milo, how ministers like me, how congregations like this, how people 

Across time and space have wrestled with themselves and wrestled with each  

Other over what to make of this story! 

You know that game Twister, where you have to stretch your body into weird 

contortions across friends or family to connect the dots? 

That game is such an embodied metaphor for life, Milo, 

And it so describes what many of us feel like when we try to explain 
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Easter and Jesus and God and crucifixion and death and resurrection mixed in  

With bunnies and eggs and chocolate and even though you don‟t have sisters, 

Easter dresses. 

But Milo, you and your contemporaries, you and your friends ask us, the adults, 

To explain all of this anyway. 

What is Easter? you say. 

Who was Jesus?  Did he die?  Did he come back to life?   

Followed by: Is the Easter bunny real?  And, I didn’t think bunnies laid eggs! 

Wait, you say, what is going on?   

Minister Nathan, what is Easter?!? 

So now you know why I‟m writing, Milo,  

because I want you to know that we adults 

Take you and your friends‟ questions seriously, 

Not least because they are our questions, too. 

 

First, Milo, I will tell you this on this Easter morning: I believe in Easter. 

And because you weren‟t here when I read this letter out loud, 

And because you didn‟t see the looks of surprise on the faces of the people 

In the pews, because many of us wrestle with this holiday, let me clarify. 

I have come to my beliefs by detour, 

By way of Christian traditions and churches that expected things of me 

That over time I came to realize I could not give. 

There were doubts about the relevance of the creeds. 

There were reservations about the concept of Original Sin. 

There were questions about the resurrection. 

And it all came together for me one Easter late in my teens, 

My mother, Father and younger siblings next to me in the pews, 

And when the priest announced “He is Risen” 

and then asked us to rise with the choir to sing “Hallelujah” 

I noticed I could barely stand because I felt like a phony, 

like I was being dishonest. 

I pray you never have that feeling in one of our congregations, Milo, 

And if you do I hope you will go to the minister. 

That what‟s I did.   

I went and told Father Kevin my reservations, 

And in response he said something that surprises me still,  

But that saved my life. 

Quoting Scripture he said: “Jesus tells us that in my Father’s house there 

Are many rooms, many paths, and  

Maybe, Nathan, maybe what we call God is calling you somewhere else.’ 
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Milo, can I tell how indebted I am to Father Kevin, 

How I hope someone like him arrives in your life when you need him or her most? 

Without him I probably would have closed up my heart to religion. 

But instead he kept open the doors for me, 

He kept open the path that led me eventually to this faith  

of ours called Unitarian Universalism, 

This faith that is open enough for you and I to bring our Easter questions, 

But not closed so much that Easter becomes stripped down to mean simply 

bunnies and spring-time on the one hand,  

or a holiday for „those other people in those other churches‟ on the other. 

 

So let us get on to the meat of this letter, Milo, 

You who are wondering maybe if I can evade the question any longer, 

You who I hope will have a shorter detour than I have in response 

To the question: What is Easter? 

Here are my wishes for you Milo, in no particular order: 

 

One, that you will hear the story I told you of earlier 

Of Jesus and the tomb and the stone rolled away, 

And you will not immediately: 

a) accept it as literal truth, just because, or 

b) reject it completely because it doesn‟t mesh with your ideas of what‟s 

reasonable, or 

c) tell us you never heard the story because Unitarian Universalism doesn‟t ‘do 

Easter.’   

Instead, I hope you will be curious about the story. 

I hope you will ask questions about how and why the people who wrote this 

Wrote it the way did, and why this story so grips and captives so many  

The world over, maybe even you or someone you love. 

 

I also hope, Milo, that when you hear the story and you call to mind 

The images – the stone, the tomb, darkness, sadness, 

followed next by the stone rolled away, the sunlight, astonishment, surprise, 

resurrection, the joy  –  

you will ask not only what is fact or fiction, 

but also how do these images speak to my life and my world? 

Because Milo one of the Easter questions you can ask, 

You will get asked all the time, leading to our Twister game, is: 

Do I believe that Jesus rose from the dead?  
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But another kind of question altogether you can ask sounds like this: 

Do I believe that after dark there is light? 

That on the other side of walls and stones and roadblocks there is life, 

That after despair and disappointment there is morning, there is sunrise, 

There are new beginnings? 

Do you hear the difference, Milo? 

Of course you do.  You are smart, but more than smarts 

I wish for you to be wise. 

Because the world is long on the former, less so on the latter.  

 

Next Milo, I wish for you to hear the name “Jesus” 

And not take years as I did, and on this I know I am not alone, 

To hear the name and call to mind the bad things done in his name, 

Or call to mind a religion we might not believe in or didn‟t happen  

To grow up with. 

In a word association game I sometimes play with our new church members, 

And that I suspect drives a few of them crazy, 

I say the word “Jesus” and then I watch their faces for clues 

About their religious past and present, some of them frowning, 

Others smirking, others smiling, never one of them  

Able to give a Poker expression. 

And I do this Milo because as their minister, and as your minister, too,  

I want to meet people where they are on this journey of faith, 

I want to hear their stories,  

But also, Milo, I want to take them somewhere, 

And when it comes to Jesus the place I want to take  

Them to is beyond the first reactions, the cultural knee-jerk associations, 

The prejudice even, 

Because Milo, this I do believe:  

I believe Jesus gets a bad rap in our culture,  

this culture that when I was a child in the 70‟s 

depicted him on posters and in statue as a blond-haired, blue-eyed saint 

Who, among other things, wore hip open toed sandals and claimed 

To be „my friend,‟ 

And who now is alternatively a soldier for the Christian right, 

Or a guy who taught good stuff on par with MLK or Ghandi, 

Or a doorman at the gates of heaven telling us who‟s in and who‟s out.  

This I know, Milo: that our descriptions of Jesus probably tell us  

A lot more about us and our own agenda than  

they do about him and his ministry. 
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I am sure I am no different, 

But I will say the Jesus I have come to love is the Rabbi Jesus, 

The teacher who gave us the Sermon on the Mount, 

Who taught us the humble shall inherit the earth, 

That the first shall be last, the last shall be first, 

And who went into the desert and washed the feet of the IRS guy, 

The sex trader, and the person with our equivalent of AIDS, 

People who everyone else had left behind. 

Did Jesus rise from the dead?  I don‟t know, Milo, honestly I do not know. 

Is it enough to ask if just some of his teaching can live? 

Is there some Easter faith in that? 

 

Milo, a final word. 

Another reading we heard today was a poem by Mary Oliver, 

A writer who lives on the Cape and who, I pray, is still living and writing 

When (notice that I say when, Milo, not if) you come savor poems 

As I do, they being the closest thing we Unitarian Universalists have  

To a common lectionary. 

In this poem the person she is writing about is herself, 

And she is saying, now here in midlife, how there comes 

A time when she wants to cry aloud for her mistakes, 

But that, to tell us the truth, the world doesn‟t need any more of that sound, 

To which I say, amen! 

But then she says: if you must, if you must cry and you can‟t hold it in, 

You should go to a beautiful place on earth. 

Mary goes to a waterfall, to a cave behind the waterfall, 

And there amidst all that rushing water and noise and beauty 

She roars out her heartache, 

And, she says, nothing will be disturbed. 

She writes that she dripped all afternoon in despair, 

In her case I learned it was because someone she loved had died, 

Giving voice to this poem, 

But then, even as she is roaring, even in the midst of all this noise, 

She writes that in the corner of her eye she sees something move, 

A thrush on a branch, and it is singing. 

Its wings just lightly touched, she says, by the passing water, 

Puffing out its chest, singing of the perfect,  

stone-hard beauty of everything. 

 

Milo, it has taken me a while to appreciate the Easter message  
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In a poem like this, 

But I‟m nearing 40 now – OMG!  

And I am that POS, that Parent over Shoulder! 

God is definitely LOL!   

And over this time I have come to learn how important finding redemptive 

Moments like the one Mary describes is important for me,  

and will be important for you, too. 

Think salvation with a small „s,‟ Milo, 

Think resurrection with a small „r,‟ 

And then think of what or who or where or how you might be called back 

To Life in those cave moments, those dark moments, 

Water all around, noise everywhere. 

 

Because, Milo, this is what it comes down to, in the end. 

That it is you, not me, but you who answers the question: what is Easter? 

Because Easter is the response you give, Milo, 

To the one life one you are given, 

To this one, wild, precious life you have been given that calls to you, 

Saying: Rise, rise whatever the obstacable, the stone, the wall. 

In the word of my colleague David Blanchard, rise to hope, rise to heal, 

Rise to forgive, rise to courage, rise to foolishness, rise to wisdom, 

But most essentially, Milo, most essentially, rise to life. 

 

With much affection, Milo, for you and our children and everyone  

In this room, 

 

Nathan 


