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There’s a story I came across a number of years ago, of an older gentlemanly priest who was 

walking down the street in the small town in which he served.  It was a beautiful midwestern 

neighborhood lined with these gorgeous 19th century Victorian homes up and down the street.  

And, as the priest made his way down the sidewalk, the site of a small boy across the street 

caught his attention.  As he looked over, he saw that the boy was jumping, with all his might, 

trying to reach the doorbell that was mounted especially high on these old homes.  As the boy 

jumped and jumped, to no avail, the priest made his way over to help.  He placed his hand on the 

shoulder of the boy to settle him down, and then smiled at him as he pressed the doorbell.  As the 

bell rang, the priest turned to the boy and said, ‘So now what?’  And, to this the boy replied, 

‘Now we run and hide in the bushes as fast as we can!’ 

 

The classic prank of ‘ding-dong-ditch.’  Now, I assure you that, because I have never been 

anything but the mature, astute, dignified person that I am – I never did anything like this when I 

was a kid.  But, from the stories I’ve heard from those other, far more malicious children than I 

ever was, I can picture the young boy ringing the bell and then running off to hide in the closest 

bushes.  As that boy would look on, the man or woman of the house would come to the door, 

open it up expecting to find someone there – and then start gazing around in confusion as, 

despite their expectations, they found nothing.  Eventually, they’d go back into the house, shut 

the door, and give that young boy a chance to do it all over again.  And sometimes, from the 

stories I’ve heard, this process could repeat two or three times before the people in the house 

would finally stop answering. 

 

Now, my point is that that is a story, and an image, that I think speaks volumes to us at this time 

of year.  As Easter approaches, it as though we get more and more anxious trying to ring that 

bell.  We work harder, jump higher, effort longer, as we approach that resurrection service.  As 

we near Easter, we put that extra time and energy into our faith as we attend more services, 

spend more time at the church, participate in different studies, or any of a thousand other things.  

During Lent, and in those final days leading up to Easter, it is as though our longing for God in 

our lives is heightened, and we spend a notably increased amount of time (each in our own ways) 

trying to get to that bell that is simply out of our reach.  As Easter approaches, it is as though we 
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want that more and more every day.  And as it all comes to a climax, on Easter morning, there 

are more of us here for that service than on any other Sunday the rest of the year. 

 

But, in truth, at the very same time, much like that priest making his way across the street to the 

aid of that young boy, as Easter approaches, Jesus makes his way to us.  In those final days we 

celebrate before and into Easter he proclaims the meaning of his death, he climbs up on a cross, 

he gives his life and then he rolls away the stone and essentially puts his hand on our shoulder, 

calms us down, and rings, for us, that proverbial bell that will bring us face to face with the God 

we’ve so been longing to have in our lives.  And then, with the bell rung and us standing on the 

precipice of that Divine relationship, Jesus turns to us and asks us the very same thing the priest 

asked that young boy, ‘So, now what?’  And, I have to be honest (and I know I’m preaching to 

the choir to an extent here), all too often we turn back to Jesus with the same response as that 

young boy, “Now what?  Now we run as fast as we can and hide so that it is as though we were 

never here in the first place.” 

 

It’s a quantified reality in the life of the church.  I’ve seen a number of studies over the years that 

suggest that worship attendance, the Sunday after Easter, drops by as much as 60 to 80 percent 

from what it was on Easter Sunday.  Think about that – on the Sunday after Easter you are lucky 

if you have a third of the people who worshipped with you the Sunday before.  We get all 

worked up and excited as we approach Easter, we put more effort than ever into that goal of 

ringing that bell that can open the door to that Divine relationship in our lives, Jesus gently walks 

up beside us and rings that bell for us, and then we turn to him and proclaim – ‘Now we run and 

act as if we were never here at all.’ 

 

Now, again, I know I’m kind of preaching to the choir here.  But, every year I get this picture of 

God walking out that proverbial door that Jesus broke open at Easter, only to find that all of that 

clamoring was really for nothing.  Every year I get this picture of God looking around on those 

days after Easter confused and saddened because everyone he thought was going to be there has 

run off as though nothing ever happened at all.  We get all worked up and excited as we 

approach Easter, we put more effort than ever into that goal ringing that bell that can open the 

door to that Divine relationship in our lives, Jesus gently walks up beside us and rings that bell 

for us, and then we turn to him and proclaim – ‘Now we run and act as if we were never here at 

all.’ 

 

“Count yourselves dead to sin but alive to God in Christ Jesus,” says Paul.  His litany that I read 

in Romans 6 is (like Paul often is) a little heady and somewhat hard to absorb on first take.   

But, what Paul is saying, essentially, is that if Jesus has died for us (and therefore that sinful, 

self-absorbed, self-righteous nature of ours has died with him) we can’t go on living that way 

any longer.   

• What Paul is saying, essentially, is that those for whom Jesus died must live a life in 

accord with what he has done and conquered for us.   

• What Paul is saying here, essentially, is that this should change you, that it should drive 

the way you live, that it should guide the person you are, that it should be the defining 

aspect of your very identity and character in life.   

• In other words, what Paul is saying here is that, once we make our way to that proverbial 

doorway, and once Jesus ushers up beside us, puts his hand on our shoulder to calm us, 
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and presses that bell for us – we can’t go running off and pretend it never happened.  We 

have to stand there and be a part, in some way or another, of what comes next.   

 

And that brings us to this character named Dorcas.  A number of years ago I did a sermon series 

on characters of the Bible, and this was one people of that series – and the simplicity and purity 

of her story has always stuck with me.  Dorcas, or in her Hebrew name Tabitha, is one of those 

biblical characters that we know little to nothing about.  She doesn’t show up in Scripture 

anywhere outside of this one passage in Acts.  But, when I first explored her a but some 8-10 

years ago, it was the fact that so little is known about her that actually stood out to me.  There is 

precious little we know about this woman.  We don’t really know where she came from, what 

her background is, how old she is, whether she ever had children – nothing.  We know, basically, 

three things.  We know that she died.  We know that Peter raised her from the dead.  And, we 

know that the one and only thing that everyone remembers about this woman is that she was 

constantly trying to help others.   

 

That’s all we know.  She died, she was given new life through the power of God in Jesus Christ, 

and then she lived every moment to bring glory to the God who had given her that life.  And, in 

so many ways, that’s really all I’m trying to say thig morning.  While perhaps not in this world 

and not in the same way, we too were facing death.  And, we too, in this Easter miracle have 

been given new life through the power of God shown to us in Jesus Christ.  And, now Jesus is 

looking at each of us and asking, ‘So, now what?’  And, I guess the question I am posing for all 

of us this morning is: a week from now, a month from now, a year from now, which character 

will best describe us – a week from now, a month from now, a year from now – will you be that 

boy hiding in the bushes, or will you be like Dorcas living every moment in light of what has 

happened in and through the miracle of Easter? 

 

 


