
SOMETIMES A SONG
Discovering Life’s Greatest Surprise

Text: John 20:24-31 

When Silence Falls

I was on Spring Break out in Colorado a week ago and enjoyed a rendezvous 
there with some cousins I hadn’t seen in years.  We joked and laughed over 
how wild the ride of life had been since we last saw one another.  “Gosh, when 
was that?” we wondered.  And then an uncomfortable silence fell between us.  
We both knew when we’d last been together.  It was at a funeral.

I remember my cousins’ parents as people of such wonderful passion and 
humor.  My Aunt Noni and Uncle Hig had the kind of life that dreams are made 
of and songs get written about.  They traveled the world and adventured 
through the wilds together.  They were raising four beautiful girls.  Hig had 
become the president of LearJet.  They’d just adopted a fifth child – a baby 
boy.  And, then, on his way home to a family party, Hig was killed by bank-
robbers fleeing the scene of their crime.  

My Aunt never got over it in this life.  It seemed to put a wall of silence 
between her and God.  And then the cancer was found in her body and she too 
was gone -- at the same age I am now.  You can understand why, for the 
whole family, it became hard to believe in dreams or that life would ever be 
filled with songs of joy again. You understand, perhaps from your own losses in 
life, why there was an awkward silence between my cousin and me in that 
Colorado restaurant.

Think how many people sit in that sort of place today.  The parents who mourn 
the baby who died before birth. The families who grieve the death of that loved 
one so unnecessarily killed in the terrible violence of our time. The friends of 
those lost in tragic accidents or to terminal illnesses.  The people who will never 
again sit laughing at brunch with that special someone.  Those of us who know 
that the Grim Reaper will not pass US by forever.  Those of us who fear his 
closeness now.  At one level or another, all of us understand something of the 
dark silence one feels before the reality of Death. 

The Day the Music Died

Easter begins in a place like that.  The Bible suggests that from Friday afternoon 
around three to early Sunday morning, there was this terribly dark sort of 
silence.  Mary, Peter, John, Thomas -- all the disciples we meet in John chapter 
20 – could feel the anguish of it. Jesus had been their link to the kind of God 
and life you’ve always wished existed and would drop pretty much anything to 
follow. He had shown them a God of such lavish love and glorious goodness 



that discovering him had become their grand obsession (John 14:9b).  Jesus 
had helped them see a way of living with other people that, if we could all do 
it, would get individual lives and families and whole societies working so much 
more beautifully (Matt 19:18b-19).  

For a season, Jesus even appeared to have a supernatural authority to bring all 
the life-changing power of this amazing Kingdom into people.  They had seen 
Jesus drive evil and disease away and make broken people healthy again.  “Let 
me into your life, and I will make everything new,” said Jesus (Rev 3:20; 21:5).  
He offered the kind of life and love of which dreams are made and songs are 
written.

And then it all stopped.  The authorities arrested Jesus and tried him as a 
danger to religion and politics alike. They ripped his body to ribbons with a 
whip and nailed him on a cross to die.  The Bible says that as Jesus died, 
“darkness came over the whole land” (Luke 23:44) The awful silence of 
love lost, of hope crushed, of dreams destroyed settled upon the whole world 
that Friday, and through that Saturday, and into that Sunday – three days.  

The Promised Reprise

Earlier that week, Jesus had said something puzzling.  The crowd on Palm 
Sunday had hailed Jesus as a messianic superstar.  But the religious leaders had 
never bought it. You see, Hollywood depictions aside, Jesus didn’t look the part 
of a star; in fact, the Bible says: “He had no beauty or majesty to attract 
us to him, nothing in his appearance that we should desire 
him” (Isaiah 53:2b). He wore working person’s clothes, not the spectacular 
costume you’d expect of an emissary from God.  He spoke with a Galilean 
northern twang, not the upper-class lilt you’d expect of the Messiah.  

No wonder the judges wanted to give him the hook.  To them, Jesus looked 
and sounded like one of those weak acts on The Voice or Idol or Dancing with 
the Stars.  They planned to get rid of him altogether.  But the audience was 
watching at this moment, so the judges gave him one last chance to show his 
stuff.  “What miraculous sign can you show us to prove your authority 
to do all this?” his opponents asked.  And “Jesus answered them, 
‘Destroy this temple, and I will raise it again in three days’” (John 
2:18-19).

I guess you know by now, that Jesus wasn’t talking about a church building 
campaign.  He was predicting his resurrection – and ours too. “I am the 
resurrection and the life,” Jesus had told his disciples earlier. “He or she 
who believes in me will live, even though they die” (John 11:25).  Jesus 
was promising his followers and everyone else who’s ever lost a loved one or 
been afraid of death, to take courage.  “Though all goes dark and silent, I have 
the power to restore the glorious song of Life.”



It was a hard promise to believe, even for his disciples.  Peter and John didn’t 
believe it, until they saw the grave-clothes lying in the tomb like an abandoned 
chrysalis (John 20:6-8).  Mary didn’t believe Jesus had overcome death, until 
he came and spoke to her personally (John 20:15-16).  The other disciples 
thought Christ must be an imposter, till they saw the actual nail wounds in his 
hands and the spear gash in his side (John 20:19b-20).  Thomas -- the patron 
saint of all us skeptics -- wouldn’t believe it wasn’t just an illusion, until he put 
his own fingers in the wounds (John 20:27-28). I struggled to believe it myself, 
till I really thought about the hundreds of first-century Christians who preferred 
to be tortured to death rather than deny that they’d met the risen Christ. 
“Jesus told [Thomas], ‘Because you have seen me, you have believed; 
blessed are those who have not seen and yet have believed’” (John 
20:29). 

A Song for the Skeptics

Do you have that kind of blessing?  My friend Jack wanted it.  He wanted to 
believe without wavering the message of Easter.  But when the cancer got really 
bad, Jack confided that he was a bit afraid of what was to come. I said, “Jack, 
if you’ll stretch out even a trembling hand in faith toward Jesus, his hand will 
take hold of you, and he is strong enough to take you home.”

When Jack died a short while later, I thought back to an email he’d sent me.  It 
was my first exposure to that now famous clip from the television show, 
Britain’s Got Talent. “What are you going to sing for us?” Susan Boyle is asked.  
“I’m going to sing ‘I Dreamed a Dream,’” she answers.  Simon Cowell rolls his 
eyes like a Pharisee before the claims of Jesus.  The other judges restrain theirs 
smirks, anticipating what a bomb this house maid is going to be.  And then, as 
the music strikes up, as unlikely a star as a carpenter from Galilee, does what 
she can do.

Her voice floats over the notes like hot caramel syrup melting on mounds of 
ice-cream.  It dips and rises like a hang-glider soaring the cliffs of Hawaii.  Her 
voice crashes like the Niagara Falls and explodes in radiant color like the Fourth 
of July.  And Simon Cowell’s jaw drops, and a female judge begins to cry, and 
a third judge (Piers Morgan) simply begins to laugh with pleasure, as the crowd 
cheers, knowing that they are in the presence of glory.  Heck, let’s watch it 
again. [VIDEO]

Surprise!

Is it just a dream that there is a love and life that never truly dies?  No it’s not.  
You see, Easter is simply the rehearsal of an even greater day coming – a day of 
glorious surprise. You and I will take our seats in the Great Performance Hall of 
Heaven.  We may arrive there a bit like Simon Cowell or like Saint Thomas – 



somewhat skeptical of what we’ve heard and fancying ourselves fit to judge.  
And then CHRIST appears before us with all he really is.  The melody of his 
grace resounds through eternity.  The wonder of his long-pursuing love for 
sinners soars. The splendor of his sacrifice on the cross makes beautiful angels 
weep.  The power of his resurrection explodes like fireworks.  And all of heaven 
cheers. 

If we have been determined to be our own God and Savior, this will be an 
awkward, even awful, moment.  But if we have put our trembling hand in his 
strong hand here, our jaw will fall in awestruck wonder. Tears of joy will fill our 
eyes, and laughter will overflow our chest, as he who IS the Resurrection and 
the Life, the Light of the World, the Eternal Song, bathes us in his glory.

And in that instant, we will know that God was vastly greater than many judged 
him, based on appearances in this world.  We will discover that his purposes 
were far more magnificently written than we were able to see as we studied the 
jumble of notes on this side of life’s page.  We will realize that, though battered 
and bruised at times, we were always, ultimately, safe in his hands.  And it will 
feel so natural to fall on our knees or rise to our feet clapping: “My Lord and 
my God” (John 20:28).

This is the good news Christ has for my aunt and uncle and their still sad 
children.  It’s the assurance, Jesus came to give my friend Jack and any one of 
us who ever fears what is to come. “Do not be afraid,” Christ and his angels 
repeatedly sing to us.  For at the heart of this Universe is not the cold, dark 
silence we fear.  At the core of creation is the Hallelujah-inspiring, Lord of Life – 
the final winner over all skepticism, sin and death.  Easter shows him to us.  
And you are welcome to come follow him with us. 

You see, Easter is not the end of the story but a new beginning. In the last 
verses chapter 20, the Apostle reminds us that:  “Jesus did many other 
miraculous signs in the presence of his disciples, which are not 
recorded in this book. But these are written that you may believe that 
Jesus is the Christ, the Son of God, and that by believing you may 
have life in his name” (John 30-31). 

May that be so – as we come before God in prayer…
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