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Mon Dieu. My God. Those were the first words that came to my lips as I joined the rest of the 
world in watching Notre Dame go up in flames earlier this week. I was writing my Good Friday 
sermon when the news broke, and it did feel like a death of sorts was playing out before our very 
eyes.  
 
Yes, the Church transcends physical structures. Yes, Jesus came into the world to start a 
movement, not to create an institution. But still. This hurt. As human beings, we crave sacred 
space and holy ground. We seek encounter with the divine through art and architecture. We 
desire tangible evidence that something greater than ourselves is at work in the world. We strive 
to place ourselves in the context of history.  
 
And suddenly these deepest yearnings of the human soul were literally going up in smoke during 
the holiest week of the Christian year. And that hit us all at a mystical and deeply visceral level. 
 
Two things, in particular, struck me about John’s account of the resurrection in light of the news 
out of Paris this week. There is a lot of running and there is a lot of weeping. After Mary 
Magdalene arrived at the tomb and saw that the stone had been removed from the entrance, she 
ran to Peter and the beloved disciple. And then these two disciples ran to the tomb — raced 
really. We hear that the other disciple, John by tradition, outran Peter. And then after all this 
running, the weeping begins. Mary weeps outside the tomb. Two angels ask her why she’s 
weeping. Jesus asks her why she’s weeping. And then she receives news of the resurrection, 
which forever wipes away her tears. Running and weeping. 
 
In Paris, as news broke of the fire at the iconic 13th century cathedral, that in many ways is the 
heart and soul of the nation, there was also much running and weeping. Firefighters and first 
responders running to the scene. Parisians running to simply be in the presence of their cathedral 
to pray and to sing. And then weeping over the uncertainty of the damage. Weeping over what 
was lost. Weeping over a structure that had, for generations, simply always been there. Running 
and weeping. 
 
Now, running and weeping are often seen as things not done in polite company. Or in church. I 
remember a young child at my former parish in New York who for some reason, when it came 
time to bless the bread and wine, would run up to the altar. The first time this happened, his 
parents were mortified. They chased him up the aisle grabbed him just before he reached me, and 
rushed out the door. This led to much weeping. Okay, it wasn’t weeping. It was full-throated, 
top-of-the-lungs primal screaming. “The Lord be with you.”  
 
I talked to them later that week and said, you know what? Who cares if he wants to join me at the 
altar? And sure enough, the next Sunday, at precisely the same moment, he came tearing out of 
the pew. His parents started to grab him but I motioned for them to just let him go, and for the 
next few weeks he stood next to me as I blessed the bread and wine. Eventually he grew out of it 
or lost interest or realized that he wasn’t actually pushing anyone’s button and he stopped 
running up to join me.  



 
But the point is, for all of us, church should be a safe place to be our true selves. A place where 
we can run and weep if we need to. We shouldn’t treat the church like a museum. Like a place 
where decorum matters more than faith. Where social norms and rules matter more than 
relationships. Where running and weeping must be stifled in the name of etiquette. Because 
when we do, when we value beauty over beatitude, we miss the point entirely. We miss the point 
of why Notre Dame matters. We miss the point of why Easter matters. We miss the point of why 
resurrection matters. 
 
Because resurrection is ultimately about hope, not perfection. Resurrection is about a golden 
cross shining amid the rubble of a fire ravaged cathedral. About joy and light rising up from 
darkness and despair. 
 
The church must be a place to run and weep. Otherwise, what’s the point? If it’s simply a place 
of unvarnished beauty without allowing space for our unvarnished selves, then we’re getting it 
all wrong.  
 
Jesus want us to run and weep on earth as it is in heaven. That’s the promise of the resurrection. 
That the barrier between life and death, between this world and the next is ripped away, 
revealing the very face of God. 
 
May you forever run and weep in the sure and certain knowledge that the risen Christ is running 
and weeping right alongside you at every step of the journey. May the joy of this Easter Day 
draw you into ever-deepening relationship with the living God. And may Christ’s victory over 
death and the grave open up for you the very gates of heaven. Alleluia and amen. 
 
 


