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Philippians 2: 5-11 / John 20: 11-18 
“The Music of Easter” 
Easter Sunrise Worship (Peace Light) 
Rev. Lou Nyiri 
 
Is there a song or musical piece in your life that upon hearing it you are automatically taken to a 
specific memory? 
 
Just a couple weeks ago when our middle school youth were leaving for a roller skating rink I 
recalled how the song “Funky Town” was the song that the roller rink (Sir Skate) in State College 
played whenever it was girls ask the boys to skate. 
When I hear Neil Diamond’s Brother Love’s Traveling Salvation Show or Sweet Caroline or Song 
Sung Blue I am taken back to Jr. High and the time I was selected for County Chorus because I 
was alternate for an individual who couldn’t make it because of a family trip planned at the 
same time and those three songs were the compilation piece we ended the program on. 
If I hear The Navy Hymn or as it’s listed in our Presbyterian Hymnal “Eternal Father Strong to 
Save” I am reminded of my own Father who served in the engine room of sailing vessels in both 
The United States Navy and Merchant Marines. 
 
I’m guessing many of us have at least one song or musical piece that has the power to do 
something like this in our lives. 
 
Music has a way of soothing us… 
 
Music also has a way of saving us… 
 
I read recently in The New York Times Magazine about Alice Herz-Sommer – perhaps you’ve 
heard of her too – she was at the time of her death at age 110 thought to be the oldest living 
survivor of a concentration camp. 
A well-known Czech pianist, Herz-Sommer – Gigi as her friends called her – had been sent to 
Terezin, a German-run ghetto an hour from Prague, along with hundreds of other Jewish 
musicians, artists and actors.   
Before the war, Herz-Sommer’s rigorously disciplined pursuit of beauty made her one of the 
most accomplished pianists in Prague.  In caring or her son, Raphael, who was age 6 when they 
arrived at Terezin, she would put him to sleep at night playing Chopin’s Etude in E major though 
not on the piano as she did at home – rather she lulled him to sleep by humming it while the 
two of them jammed onto one mattress in a room full of people. 
 
“[Music] is my food,” Herz-Sommer told filmmaker Christopher Nupen.  While she may have 
meant it figuratively in the years preceding or following the war – at Terezin it may have been 
literal – in that one time a Czech guard who was particularly moved by a piece of music she 
played thanked her with an extra portion of soup. 
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Her son, Raphael, declared his mother’s force of will made it possible to emerge from the camp 
emotionally intact: “She built a strong wall around me out of love and gave me such security 
that I could not find anything extraordinary in our lives,” he wrote in an introduction to a 
biography of her life. 
 
Herz-Sommer continued teaching such perseverance to succeeding generations when she 
wrote the following to her grandson, “Beethoven was the most unhappy person, but gives to us 
in his music, hope, strength, faith, he wants to say:  Life is worthwhile, even when it is very, very 
difficult.” 
 
Herz-Sommer believed that music had made survival possible for her and her son.  “It protected 
us from hate,” she wrote, “and literally nourished our souls.” 
 
The early church, had a hymn that took them back to the very core of their being (even in dark 
times) – it was the Philippians passage we read – and it reminded them of the One in whom 
they placed their faith and the One whom they sought to emulate in their daily living…for just 
after those words we read this morning finish, the Apostle Paul writes these words: 
“…for it is God who is at work in you, enabling you both to will and to work for his good 
pleasure.” (Philippians 2.13) 
 
The disciples also had a song – they had a tune that overtook their lives and became the 
soundtrack by which they lived – and it all began with resurrection on Easter morning. 
When Mary walks outside the empty tomb and comes face to face with Jesus – he says her 
name, “Mary!” 
She turns and I’m guessing with a mixture of joy and astonishment is given her commission to 
go and tell the others – to go and announce the good news of the completion of the events of 
the hour to the disciples – namely that death did not win – new life, resurrected life is reality! 
 
Think about the setting for a moment – they’ve just come off the most horrendous week – on 
Friday they watched Jesus die – Saturday they tried to figure it out – Sunday he’s alive – alive! 
 
This past week – a member in the congregation I am privileged to serve handed me a notecard 
with the words of a church sign board - it read “Easter is your 2nd chance” – if anyone 
understood this it is most certainly the disciples! 
 
I believe the words of the poem “Sunday” which Carrie & Greg Trax read for us this morning 
(and as I see it a poem is a spoken song) this morning captured a bit of the disciples faith 
leading up to that first Easter ~ for when I heard these words I thought of the disciples on that 
day between crucifixion and resurrection: 
“And so what happens ever so gradually if we do not guard our hearts is that we come to be 
gradually overtaken by this pervasive sense that there might not be a point to it…underneath it 
all it actually is random and pointless.” 
And then they come to a point where resurrection begins to take hold: 
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Picking the poem up again, “…that this Jesus, in his resurrection insists that in the conquering of 
death he has brought about something new…something you can trust that whatever is holding 
you down… 
Whatever feels like it’s drowning you 
Whatever feels like it’s a weight chained to your ankle does not have the last word 
That is resurrection.” 
 
Now the realist in me knows these moments don’t happen always on such grand scales, 
however, let’s not forget that sometimes the not-so-big things can declare big messages… 
Again, as this morning’s poem puts it: 
“…you have these experiences and some of these experiences fill you with hope and with life 
Sometimes it’s a beautiful song 
Sometimes it’s sitting by the bed as your grandfather takes his last breath 
Sometimes it’s that moment at work where you get the sense that what you’re doing 
matters…” 
 
“Resurrection says oh, no, no, no, no, no.  
Those glimpses, those are actually the real thing… 
They’re the thing that undergird the whole thing 
Resurrection says…everything about our home that is wrong, twisted, broken, destructive, 
flawed and failed…is, in the end, in some really, really hard to describe way temporary.” 
 
And in the end, it requires faith. 
 
Faith to declare that in the end it will all work out. 
Faith to remind ourselves that if it feels like Good Friday Resurrection is not far away. 
Faith to shout into the darkness it will not overcome. 
 
Faith to play or hum a melody which drives back the night. 
 
Faith to sit by the hospital bed of your father and listen to the Navy Hymn as it plays on your 
iPhone knowing that he will soon be reunited with his beloved in the next life! 
 
Faith to believe that a dead man can walk out of tomb alive. 
 
“Faith to trust,” as the poem declares, “that all those glimpse and glances of hope and beauty 
and truth and light…weren’t aberrations, mistakes or blips in the system…that this new life is as 
close as the breath you just took and the breath you’re about to take…” 
 
Whether that breath is in this life…or the next! 
 
In the name of the risen and reigning Christ – Alleluia & Amen! 


