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St. Mark’s Episcopal Church 
Rev. Christopher McLaren, Rector 
Theme: Wild Hope  
 
Alleluia Christ is Risen! The Lord has risen indeed.  
 
The Easter acclamation is the Wild Hope at the center of our faith and exactly the 
message we need after a most difficult year.  
 
Who would have thought that we would have a second Holy Week with the specter 
of covid surrounding us? Who would have thought that we would be crafting church 
and cultivating a community of faith through zoom rooms and delivering Holy 
Communion and devotional materials to the front porches our entire membership? 
It’s a been a year of so many losses it’s hard to tally them up. Many of us have lost 
loved ones that grew gravely ill during this time.  I can hardly understand what 
people have suffered over these many months of isolation, working from home, 
parenting with virtual school and social lockdown.  With more than 500,000 people 
tragically dead in our country alone and the pandemic still threatening to surge 
again we need a message of resurrection that new life can come out of this trial.   
 
Last night at The Great Vigil of Easter Mother Sylvia reminded us that “This is the 
night when we hear the Story of Creation, and we remember God’s call to be good 
siblings and caretakers of every plant and every animal, and every element with 
which we share our earthly home.” And this part of her sermon touched something 
in me, and I threw the sermon I had written away and started over.  
 
One of our Lenten books at St. Mark’s this year was Wild Hope: Stories for Lent from 
the Vanishing.  It was a challenging and unusual selection. In it, author Gayle Boss 
writes about our environmental and ecological crisis that is taking species at an 
alarming rate and pressing others to the brink of extinction at an unprecedented 
clip. “For more than a century whole species have been disappearing a hundred 
times faster than in the past, because of the choices about shelter, food, 
transportation, communication and leisure that we humans make every day are 
pounding the planet. We are laying waste to the animals’ only home,” Boss writes.  
 
It was a hard book to read but it was so beautifully and tenderly written that we 
pressed on as a community, supporting each other. Each week in Lent offered 4 
meditations on particular animals and their plight. The chapters for the 6 weeks of 
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Lent and Holy Week were titled: The Hungry, The Sick, The Homeless, The Poisoned, 
The Hunted, The Desecrated.  As you can tell it was a cheerful book.  In a real way, 
the chapters seemed to be playing off Matthew 25:  
 
“Lord, when was it that we saw you hungry or thirsty or a stranger or naked or sick 
or in prison and did not care for you? Then the son of Man in all his glory answers, 
“Truly I tell you, just as you did not do it to one of the least of these, you did not do it 
to me.” What became clear in reading about these beautiful and stunning creatures 
is that they are part of God’s wild creation and they too are our siblings on this 
earth. This beautiful blue-green globe we all ride is the animals’ only home and as a 
human animal it is our island home as well.  
 
I’ll confess that at first I think most of us found the book pretty depressing. We 
struggled with our feelings of shame and guilt. It was not easy to look at the 
suffering of these creatures that certainly didn’t deserve to suffer. However, we 
found that learning about the animals was also a delight, The Red Knot, the Black 
Footed Ferret, the Monarch Butterfly, the Golden Riffleshell Mussel, the Chinese 
Pangolin, the Atlantic Bluefin Tuna and more.  The stories were often disturbing, but 
the animals were fascinating, and we found ourselves more and more in awe of 
God’s wild creation. Red Knots that migrate 9,500 miles. Tuna that can swim 40 mph 
and weigh up to 2,000 lbs. We fell in love with the animals that God has so wildly 
created. We became astonished by their ways and overwhelmed by their plucky 
survival despite the circumstances.   
 
St. Paul wrote that “All creation groans in this one great act of giving birth.” 
(Rom.8:22). For Paul, not only were the creatures animate and inanimate groaning 
for the transformation, but humans especially were groaning because we’ve had 
some glimpse of who we might be and it’s painful to wait for our full transformation 
into persons of unbounded love and compassion like Jesus.  
 
We were also amazed by incredible work of the conservationists trying to help 
rebuild populations back from the brink, to resurrect them back into sustainable 
populations. We read of the successful breading program for the Black Footed 
Ferret, thought extinct until one showed up on a Wyoming rancher’s porch in the 
mouth of one of his dogs.  We were fascinated by the 19-year project to restore the 
near extinction of the Golden Riffleshell Mussel in the upper Tennessee River Basin.  
 
In the devastating stories of this book, we began to find not only our kinship with all 
creation but signs of hope, a wild hope in the most unlikely places.  We began to 
understand what the author was trying to teach us. She was trying to unearth in us a 
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wild hope that something new might be born of the ruin.  She wanted us to groan 
with all of creation for the coming of God’s dream.  
 
Gayle Boss wrote. Resurrection promises that a new future will be given to us when 
we beg to be stripped of the lie of separation, when the hard husk suffocating our 
hearts breaks open and, like children again, we feel the suffering of any creature as 
our own. That this can happen is the wild, not impossible hope of all creation.  
 
In our gospel the Wild Hope of resurrection comes slowly to Mary.  She couldn’t 
sleep, grief had kept her awake nearly all night, so bundled against the morning chill 
she walked toward the tomb. It was early on the first day of the week, still dark and 
quiet. For Mary it was the night of the end of hope, perhaps you too have had a night 
like Mary’s.  She wept, thinking of her beloved friend and teacher. He was gone. She 
would never see him again, never have another of those conversations that made 
her heart burn, never hear his contagious laughter around the fire, never be part of a 
crowd he was teaching or see the miracles that seemed to flow from the hand of God 
through him. He was gone; he was not coming back; and their community was in 
ruin.  
 
As she approached the tomb, she sensed something was wrong. It was no longer 
secure. The stone seal had been rolled away.  
 
Fear seized her, and she ran in terror back to tell the others. Peter, and we assume 
John, the beloved disciple, headed for the tomb. The men had a bit of a foot race that 
even in her grief made Mary smile. Their sandals slapped the ground; their robes 
flew up. Boys will be boys, she thought. At least they would go into the tomb ahead 
of her. The three friends found that the wrappings were still there, and the head 
cloth was neatly rolled up. Martha Stewart would have been so proud.   
 
Peter and John wandered home bewildered; Mary stayed near the tomb.  
 
 
Mary was weeping when she realized that she was not alone. 
 
The two strangers asked her, “Woman, why are you weeping?”  
 
She spilled out her loss, “They have taken away my Lord, and I do not know where 
they have laid him.”  
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Suddenly there is another person whom she mistakes for the gardener. I wonder did 
he have a floppy hat on and a pair of Felco pruning shears on his hip? 
 
Again, she is asked the painful question, “Woman, why are you weeping? Who are 
you looking for?”  
 
Then the third stranger calls her by name, “Mary!” 
 
Suddenly she realized that this was no gardener. This was her beloved friend and 
teacher. He was--and is-- alive again. The text here is spare, and we are not sure 
what Mary does, but I believe she threw her arms around the Risen One out of sheer 
joy. 
 
 “Do not hold onto me,” Jesus cautioned her, “because I have not yet ascended to the 
Father.”  
 
It was a rather peculiar thing for Jesus to say unless Mary was holding onto him.  But 
maybe it was more than that, maybe Jesus could hear it in her voice how she wanted 
him back the way he was so that they could go back to the way they were, back to 
the old life where everything was familiar and not frightening like it was now.  
Rabbouni, she called him, but that was his Good Friday name and here it was Sunday 
– an entirely new day in an entirely new life.  
 
As one commentator pointed out Jesus was not on his way back to her and the 
others, rather he was on his way back to God and was taking the whole world with 
him.  And this may be why all the other gospel accounts of the resurrection tell us 
not to be afraid – because new life is frightening.  
 
I wonder if any of this describes us right now.  We are probably quite a bit like Mary, 
we’ve endured a lot this past year, and to be honest a lot of us want things back the 
way they were. We want to go back to what we knew and what was comfortable.  
But I think that the resurrection story tells us that we can’t really go back, we can 
only go forward into a new future that is changed and changing before our eyes. If 
we are to follow Jesus into a new life, if we are to make the way of resurrection our 
way of life, we cannot cling too tightly to the past, we can’t expect things to be just 
the way they were.  We are going to have to let our hearts be broken in a way that 
opens us up to a new way of being and this is a kind of wild hope.  We don’t know 
what the Church will look like in the coming years, but we do know that because the 
Risen one is at work within us and within this community the church will continue 
to be the hands and feet of Jesus in the world. No matter what the circumstances the 
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church is never closed, the mission and ministry of the church continues as long as 
Christ is alive and at work within each of us in this world that God made and loves 
and is drawing to God’s very self.  
 
True we live in an age and time of great anxiety and fear. Even with the vaccines 
rolling out at a record pace, we worry. But isn’t it nice to see New Mexico first in the 
vaccine rollout in the country, finally first for something healthy and positive. 
However, we see the ongoing destruction of our eco-systems and the loss of 
planetary health in wild weather patterns, extended drought, and the death of bees 
and birds that pollinate our crops. There is no denying the incredible violence of our 
world just look at the gun violence in our own country recently, the continued 
warfare around the globe, the growing refugee camps, economic stress, and the rise 
of anti-immigrant movements. We have heard so much tragic news that we are not 
sure how to even listen or hear good news when it is right in front of us.  
 
But in spite of all of that, or perhaps because of it, the Easter proclamation is that all 
is well.  This Christian proclamation is not made with blinders on or with some sort 
of pie in the sky optimism.  We dare not proclaim that “Christ is Risen” as if we have 
never known a time or lived in a time of great uncertainty or pain. We cannot 
proclaim the Christian hope without first facing the devastation of the cross then 
and now. We do not speak of the Risen one without knowing what it is to live 
separated from God or wondering where God is in the midst of so much pain and 
suffering.  The Resurrection is not proclaimed because all is well in the world or 
because by some luck of the draw or genetic lottery, we have escaped the world’s 
most wretched and painful blows.  
 
We proclaim that Christ is Risen because deep down we believe that in the dark 
hours of that morning long ago, as Mary stumbled to the tomb in grief and loss, Jesus 
got up, with life in him again and the glory on him. This is the source of our Wild 
Hope, that in Christ death has been overcome and the end of the story is life.  And 
though these words are still strange today, we proclaim them with joy and faith and 
hope beyond hoping. He got up and said, “Don’t be afraid.” He got up and said, “Lo, I 
am with you even unto the end of the world.” He got up and said, “Peace be with 
you.” He got up and said, “Feed my sheep,” He got up and said, “Follow me.” 
 
In reading Wild Hope the author did not sugar coat anything about the devastation 
taking place in our natural world that each of us depend upon. But in the stories, we 
began to find glimmers of hope, the scent of resurrection in the actions of people in 
relationship to particular animals and their protection and restoration. At the end of 
the book the author shares the story of a French woman who became passionate 
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about restoring a population of wild Mongolian horses called Takhi that were 
extinct in the wild. Her dream led to the restoration of wild herds of these horses in 
the Mongolian wilderness where they now thrive in the thousands. 
 
Mary Magdalene went and announced to the disciples, “I have seen the Lord”; and she 
told them that he had said these things to her. 
 
The good news is, that God can bring new life out of what looks like death. Richard Rohr 
puts it this way, “I like to think of the resurrection as God’s way of telling us that 
God can take the worst thing in the world—the killing of the God-Human Jesus—
and change it into the best thing: the redemption of the world.”  
 
God is in the resurrection business; God delights in making all things new and 
this is what the message is for us today. If things look dreadful for or planet, that 
does not mean the end, God is capable of bringing about the restoration of Gods’ 
good creation and we are called to find new life ourselves in participating in that 
renewal.  What has looked like the death of the church and of the community can 
be a moment of new birth in our midst of caring for one another, of reaching out 
to those in need, of finding new ways to be church and of opening our hearts to 
the transforming love of God.  Resurrection is not an easy fix, it does not come 
without the cross, without suffering and death. Resurrection is not something 
that happened long ago, it is the very nature of God at work in each of us to 
transform us into the loving and compassionate presence of God in this world 
here and now. Resurrection is the Wild Hope that was born in Mary Magdalene 
when she encountered the Risen one in the Garden. Resurrection is the Wild 
Hope that we are to have about saving our planet and our animal friends, 
Resurrection is the Wild Hope that we can be healed, grown, changed and made 
new by God’s Spirit at work within us.  
 
Let us pray.     (Silence) 
O God of unchangeable power and eternal light: Look 
favorably on your whole Church, that wonderful and sacred 
mystery; by the effectual working of your providence, carry 
out in tranquility the plan of salvation; let the whole world 
see and know that things which were cast down are being 
raised up, and things which had grown old are being made 
new, and that all things are being brought to their perfection 
by him through whom all things were made, your Son Jesus 
Christ our Lord. Amen. 


