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THE WORSHIP OF GOD 

APRIL 4, 2021 

THE SUNDAY OF THE RESURRECTION: EASTER DAY 

AGAIN & AGAIN, THE SUN RISES… According to Mark, on the first day of the week, the women rise 

with the sun and buy spices to anoint Jesus’ body. They are shocked to find the tomb empty, and leave in 

fear and terror. Mark’s resurrection story is less triumphant than the other Gospel testimonies (as scholars 

believe the remainder of Mark’s gospel was a later addition). In Mark’s version, we are reminded that 

Easter comes to us, again and again, even if we don’t know what to make of God’s resurrection ways. 

Again and again, the sun rises. And some days, that is enough. 

GATHERING 

Chimes 

Welcome 

Minister:   The Lord is risen. 

People:    The Lord is risen indeed! Alleluia! 

Prelude: “Christ Lay in Death’s Strong Bands” ............................ Johann Sebastian Bach 

Christ lay in Death’s dark prison, It was our sin that bound Him; 

This day hath He arisen, And sheds new life around Him. 

Therefore let us joyful be And praise our God right heartily. 

So sing we Hallelujah! Hallelujah! 

PRAISING GOD 

Call to Worship 

Minister:   This day is like every other day. 

People:  Alarm clocks beeped.  Covers were removed.   

 Coffee was brewed.  Weary bodies came to life. 

Minister:   And yet this day, is like no other day –  

People:  For the sun rose, and we knew it was a miracle.   

 The tomb was empty, and they knew it was love. 

Minister: So again and again we say –  

People:  The longest night is over.  Death has lost its sting.  Jesus is among us.  

Alleluia!  Amen. 

Minister: Again and again and again –  

People: Alleluia!  Amen. 

Hymn 216: “Christ the Lord Is Risen Today” .............................................EASTER HYMN 



Time with Children – Esther Soud Parker 

PRAYING TOGETHER 

Call to Confession 

Silent Prayers of Confession 

Corporate Confession and Assurance of Pardon   

We confess before God and before each other:  

 We have seen the sun rise and withheld our praise. 

 We have seen our neighbors suffer and have withheld our aid. 

 We have seen love extended and chosen to walk away. 

 We have seen divisions deepen and managed to remain unfazed. 

 But God’s love is like the sun. 

 No matter how lost we are in the night, 

 Day after day, the light will find us. 

 We can rest easy knowing we are held in God’s warmth. 

 We are heard.  We are seen.  We are forgiven. 

 And for a love like that, we say, again and again,  

“Thanks be to God!  Alleluia!  Amen.” 

Pastoral Prayer – Dorisanne Cooper 

TENDING TO THE WORD 

Gospel: Mark 16:1-8  

Minister: The Word of God for the People of Christ. 

People: May the Spirit grant us understanding. 

Meditation – Dorisanne Cooper 

Silence 

OFFERING OUR GIFTS 

Minister:  We know the pain of Good Friday, and we know the darkness before dawn.  

And still, and still, we believe. 

People:  We offer our gifts because we believe.  Again and again, the sun will rise.  

Again and again, God will draw near.  Again and again, we will march 

toward justice.  Again and again, Love will win.   

Receiving Our Gifts 



Anthem: “An Anthem for Easter”............................................................ William Billings 

The Lord is ris’n indeed, Hallelujah.  Now is Christ risen from the dead, and become the first fruits 

of them that slept.  Hallelujah.  And did He rise?  Hear, O ye nations, hear it, O ye dead.  He rose, 

He burst the bars of death, He burst the bars of death and triumph’d o'er the grave.  Then I rose, 

then first humanity triumphant passed the crystal ports of light, and seizd eternal youth.  Man, all 

immortal hail, hail, Heaven, all lavish of strange gifts to man, Thine’s all the glory, man's the 

boundless bliss.    —Edward Young, 18th century 

Doxology......................................................................................... LASST UNS ERFREUEN 

Christ is alive!  Let Christians sing, Let Christendom with praises 

ring.  Alleluia!  Alleluia! 

Christ is alive!  This be our song!  To God all praises now belong. 

Alleluia!  Alleluia!  Alleluia!  Alleluia!  Alleluia! 

Prayer of Dedication 

COMMITTING OUR LIVES IN FAITH 

Invitation  

Hymn 233: “Alleluia! Sing to Jesus” ................................................................. HYFRYDOL 

Benediction  

Carrying the Light into the World  

Postlude: “Hallelujah” (Messiah) .................................................................. G. F. Handel 

During the postlude, we celebrate our new life in Christ with photos of  

Easter flower crosses sent in by members of the congregation. 
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The Promise 
by Rev. Lisle Gwynn Garrity 

Inspired by Mark 16:1-8 | Acrylic & gold leaf on canvas 

 
Just after sunrise, they come to the tomb. They come to do what far too many cannot do in the 

wake of COVID’s rage—to touch and anoint the body of their loved one, to provide a proper 

burial, to honor the life lost with a memorial. However, the women at the empty tomb are left 

with what many who are grieving today are experiencing—dread and terror. Mark’s gospel 

originally ends this way (we believe verses 9-19 were added later). Not with Mary running to 

tell the disciples, not with exuberance and joy, but with fear and silence. The women are numb. 

 

How could it be this way? Who stole the body? Did we come to the wrong tomb? Jesus is going 

where? Galilee? How? 

 

The young robed man’s words probably feel like a mirage induced by their grief or lack of 

sleep—or both. 

 

In this painting, I imagine what the women see in the moment before they turn to flee from the 

tomb. Instead of the dry, cracked desert, I imagine instead that they see the story of creation 

happening again before them.  As the horizon breaks open, I imagine light and wind sweeping 

over a deep sea, giving shape to what was once a formless void. I imagine the heavens 

blooming like an iris, giving birth to glimmers of radiance. I imagine darkness that still 

lingers—for in these shadows, there is sacredness too. I imagine the winding path they followed 

to get to the tomb, previously lit only by starlight, now illuminated with promise. 

 

They may be overridden with fear and trembling, but their story does not end here. There is a 

way forward. In this liminal space, once again, God proclaims that their fear—this new, 

uncertain way—is still held within the promise of resurrection. For this, I believe, is the promise 

of this life: that the story of creation happens again and again. 

 

—Rev. Lisle Gwynn Garrity 

 



 



 
 



 


