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There is something about just being outdoors as the sun in coming up.  God seems more present.  

Humanity, on the whole, seems a lot more optional.  The woods and mountains have gotten 

along just fine without out us for millions of years.  If we can manage to wreak havoc only on 

ourselves, they will go along just fine without us once we stop messing up the systems they rely 

on.  In the meantime, we can come to these woods, or to the lake, maybe the seashore, and some 

really deep and fundamental part of us connects with Creation and the Creator.  If we treat that 

experience with respect, the words from today’s Scripture are “fear God”, then we can hold onto 

that sense of the divine when we leave the woods.  That’s important, to carry that sense of the 

power and tranquility of Creation, in our lives outside of our early morning experiences in the 

woods and on the mountain. 

For most of us who sense the Divine in the wilderness and who are Christians, we can see all 

sorts of connections.  The trees appear to die in the winter, and yet, when you’re out for a walk 

around here, you often hear the plink of sap dropping into metal buckets.  Jesus talked about 

seeds having to go into the earth to die and be reborn in abundant life.  There are so many more 

images through Jesus’ ministry, because really Jesus was ministering to people who were 

intimately connected with the land they lived on.  Sunrise outdoors was nothing more than a part 

of everyday life.  And yet surely they felt that awe, that fear, that we all feel when we are on the 

edge of wildness and the day begins. 

Yet there is something very straightforward too about being on the mountain as the sun comes up.  

You don’t end up here if you’re not at least somewhat organized.  This isn’t a Hollywood movie.  

There are animals that will die today because they got too hungry to too cold.  In the cold 

morning light, it may be very beautiful, but it is also very real.  Perhaps that’s why Jesus used 

images from nature so often.  Not only did they explain the human heart so well, but they were 

accurate.  Sometimes deadly accurate. 

So when we stand here this morning, in the cold morning light, how do we connect with the story 

that Peter is telling?  Maybe we’re just one of those in every nation that fears God, does what’s 

right and is acceptable to God.  We come to the woods, we connect respectfully with the Divine, 

maybe we even go out of our way to protect the wildness around us. 

It’s just that it’s Easter morning.  And it’s freezing cold.  And we had to get up extra early and 

drive up the side of a mountain and even then we couldn’t get to where we wanted to worship. 

The snow is still too deep after a long winter.  We didn’t want to be alone with the Divine or 

we’d be hiking in Beaver Brook.  We wanted to be with others who would sing the same songs 

as we did.  We wanted to hear the words again that the tomb is empty, that God has opened 

paradise, that our sins are forgiven now and forever.  Jesus is just the first of us to rise from the 

dead.  That this world, as beautiful as it is at dawn, is not the end of the story. 

God has chosen all of us to come to this wilderness and then to go home and mention over 

family dinner that we went to sunrise service.  To tell the story of how much it reminded us of 

going with our dad, now long passed, or how our mother would have rolled her eyes through the 

whole thing as she balanced on her heels with her Easter hat and gloves.  God has chosen us to 
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tell other people how much we look forward to seeing the people we love again, in the life that 

comes after this one.  What a relief it is to us to think that the love we feel for the people we’ll be 

eating dinner with in a few hours or a few days doesn’t have to come to a screeching halt on that 

cold morning when one of us is no more. 

When we talk about our Easter joy, about the amazing, confounding, scientifically impossible 

event that we very rational people believe in, we are joining the crowd of people Jesus ate and 

drank with after he rose from the dead.  When we talk about our experience of that Easter joy, of 

the place it has in our lives, other people ask us how we can believe in that stuff.  And yet we 

stand here, perfectly rational, perfectly reasonable, on the side of a wooded mountain, and meet 

with other perfectly rational, perfectly reasonable people.  We stand here with each other, 

respectful, fearing God, feeling the presence of the Holy flowing around us.  We think of the 

love that has been in our lives that we connect with differently now that the people we loved 

have died.  We do all that on a chilly Easter morning, and we ask those who are confused by our 

beliefs, “How can I believe in the Resurrection and the Life?  How can you not?” 

When we read about Peter saying that God chose us as witnesses, we’ve been taught to think that 

the whole point of being a witness is to get other people to believe.  Maybe that’s part of it, but 

saying what we believe changes us.  We say that love leaves behind more than death can take 

away.  We say that this world is not all there is.  We say that there is a way to leave sin behind.  

We say all those things out loud and we change.  Perhaps the most important thing of being 

chosen as a witness is that it changes you.  And once you’re changed, other people respond to 

that change and they change.  Not because of what you did to them, but what you did to yourself.  

Simply by saying out loud what it was that you found in this cold morning light. 


