
“Ask Someone Who Knows” 

April 4, 2021—Easter Sunday  

 

John 20:1-18 

 

 Rev. Dr. Otis Moss, III, the Senior Pastor at Trinity UCC in Chicago, tells the 

story of the Drug and Alcohol Recovery Revival they hold annually in their church 

sanctuary.  The revival consists of a worship service where members of the congregation 

and recovering drug addicts and alcoholics from the local community come together to 

sing, pray and share testimony.  

 

 It’s always a packed house for this worship service.  And the service itself, as 

revival worship services tend to be, is filled with wonderful music and inspired 

preaching.  Yet the highlight of the worship service, as Otis Moss describes it, happens 

near the end of the liturgy…when the worship leader calls the roll of groups of people 

and the congregation responds in a very specific manner. 

 

 The worship leader, who knows something about the life histories of the addicts 

and alcoholics who are in attendance, starts out by inviting the one man in the sanctuary 

who has been sober the longest, forty-five years, to stand up.  And when he does, 

everyone in the entire congregation rises and gives that one man a loud standing ovation.   

 

 The ritual doesn’t stop there, however.  The worship leader continues.  “If you’ve 

been sober for forty-five months, I want you to stand up.”  And a whole group of men 

and women who have been in recovery for forty-five months or more rise to their feet.  

Whereupon the entire congregation, including others in recovery, stand and start clapping 

and praising God.     

 

 “If you’ve been sober for the last forty-five days and you are sitting here tonight, 

stand up so we can acknowledge you.”  And all the people who have been sober for a 

month and a half get up to the sound of people cheering and shouting.   

 

 After that group of recovering men and women sit down, there’s a pause.  And 

it’s a pause that lasts just long enough you almost anticipate what’s coming next.  “Last 

but not least brothers and sisters, if you’ve been sober for the last forty-five minutes since 

you walked through the doors of this church and sat down in your pew tonight, I want 

you to stand up.”   

 

 This final group is a bit hesitant.  They look around at each other sheepishly, 

knowing they are the last ones to have their names called and wondering if they are 

worthy of the attention.  But they can hear people throughout the sanctuary encouraging 

them and slowly they rise up from their seat.  Immediately, every single person in the 

sanctuary stands on their feet along with them.  And this last group of men and women 

hear the longest, loudest ovation any group has received…    

 



 If you want to know what Easter is about, ask a recovering addict or alcoholic 

about choosing sobriety.  

 

 Picture an American serviceman or woman in a foreign country, accidentally 

stepping on a land mine buried just underground.  The explosion throws them across the 

ground and it’s clear they can’t get up without the help of others from their unit who 

carry them to the nearest field hospital to receive emergency medical attention.  As soon 

as possible, the serviceman or woman is medevacked back to this country where they 

spend long months rehabbing from their injury in a VA hospital.  

 

 Until one day, after countless surgeries and relentless hours of painful exercises, 

the serviceman or woman is in the physical therapy room holding on to the bars on either 

side of the walking ramp with both hands and trying to maintain their balance.  And with 

the encouragement of the physical therapist and fellow servicemen and women who have 

paused to watch, the one who assumed this day would not come takes a small, tentative 

step forward on their injured leg.   

 

 If you want to know what resurrection feels like, ask a wounded veteran on the 

road to healing. 

 

 Think about the one who has struggled with depression for years.  Trying 

different medications and different dosages.  Sitting through hours of psychotherapy.  

Being told by others to get over it because everything is fine.   

 

Until one morning the medication and the therapy align and getting out of bed 

doesn’t take all the emotional energy they can muster.  Accomplishing the routines of the 

day doesn’t seem like putting on a face and going through the motions.  And thoughts 

about the future are suddenly tinted with a small measure of hope.  

 

If you want to understand what it’s like to have your life given back to you, ask 

someone finding balance with their own mental health. 

 

The grandparent who receives a COVID vaccine and is finally able, after more 

than a year of isolation, to reach out and hug a beloved grandchild.  The woman who 

endures years of verbal and physical abuse at the hands of their spouse until one day she 

finds the inner strength to gather up a few things and walk out of the toxic relationship.  

The loved ones who have cried too many tears and walked through too many shadowed 

valleys only to wake up one morning carrying a lighter burden…ready to welcome a new 

day.   

 

If you want to know love’s unconditional embrace at the end of loneliness.  If you 

want to know freedom’s release at the end of long-suffering violence and humiliation.  If 

you want to know hope’s promise at the end of despair and sadness.  Then ask someone 

who’s been there…  

 



According to the Gospel of John, early on Easter morning Mary Magdalene 

walked solemnly through the darkness to the tomb where Jesus was buried.  Hoping to 

pay her final respects, Mary reached the tomb and found that the stone was rolled off to 

the side.  Immediately she took off running until she found Simon Peter and the disciple 

whom Jesus loved.  Out of breath, she shared the astounding news with frantic 

excitement.   

 

As soon as they heard Mary Magdalene’s announcement, Simon Peter and the 

Beloved disciple took off running at full speed to see the empty tomb for themselves.  

The two men were so overwhelmed and so overcome by this amazing, spectacular 

possibility that they didn’t want to waste one more minute without taking it in for 

themselves.  That’s what the first Easter was about.  Two men so elated they could not 

contain their excitement and they took off sprinting…   

 

Meanwhile, Mary Magdalene stood outside the empty tomb weeping.  A voice 

called to her from behind.  But it wasn’t until Mary turned around and the man standing 

there spoke her name that Mary knew who he was.  “Rabbouni” or “Teacher” she replied.  

And Mary reached out and held onto the Risen Christ for all she was worth.     

 

As she hugged him, Mary’s remembered all the times Jesus told her he was going 

to come back to life.  She recalled all the things she learned from Jesus over the years and 

all the love and compassion he showed her.  She understood for the first time what it 

meant to have life given back to Jesus when he had been left for dead.  Simultaneously, 

Mary could sense life flowing through her own body again when the prior two days felt 

as though she too had been left for dead.        

 

The Risen Christ told Mary not to hold on because he had things to do and places 

to go and people to see.  He encouraged Mary to deliver the Good News to anyone she 

encountered.  And eventually, Mary let go of Christ, even though she probably wasn’t 

ready.  Resurrection was like that for Mary.  The happiest she ever felt on the best day 

she ever lived through.  No wonder she didn’t want to let go.   

 

.   Still, Mary did as the Risen Christ instructed.  She told the disciples and others 

about the incredible miracle she witnessed with her own eyes.  Time after time, Mary 

announced the news boldly and loudly and joyously.  “I have seen the Lord!”  And 

people who heard Mary remembered and understood and believed…   

 

This morning, centuries later, you and I hear the Easter story.  And the ones in the 

story tell us everything we need to know about resurrection.  They tell us about running 

until we’re out of breath because we’re so excited.  They tell us about not wanting to let 

go of love and joy.  They tell us about being filled with news so wonderful that we’re 

ready to burst if we don’t share it with someone.   

 

But we don’t have to just take the Biblical word for it.  In spite of all the horror 

and the tragedy and the injustice in the world today, centuries later, we can see Easter 

stories everywhere we look.  Addicts and alcoholics in recovery working hard to maintain 



their sobriety.  Veterans rebuilding their lives in the wake of disabling and debilitating 

injuries.  Men and women and youth and children gaining control over their own mental 

health.   

 

Vaccinated grandparents finally hugging their grandchildren and victims of 

domestic violence walking out the door and starting over again and grieving brothers and 

sisters finding reasons for hope.   

 

If you want to know what joy and hope and healing and recovery and excitement 

and new life feels like.  If you want to know what Easter is like.  Ask someone who 

knows.  Alleluia and Amen!   


