When you are dating a girl in high school, you want to impress her.  Nancy and I had been dating for a while and I wanted to do something special.  I booked a table at the Flagstaff House in Boulder.  Even in 1978 it advertised itself as, “Refined American dining at a window-encased destination for views from atop Flagstaff Mountain.  Reservations required.”

I cleaned up as much as possible for a guy who worked at a gas station and picked her up in my 72 Ford pickup.  We arrived and were seated.  Flagstaff House is known for its Colorado inspired cousine - ignoring the Rocky Mountain Oysters, I chose the rattlesnake appetizer.  Surely that would impress her.  It wasn’t as bad as I feared - but then came the question.  Nancy asked, “what does it taste like?”  I gave the answer everyone does to that question: “it taste like....chicken.”

When someone asks, “what does it taste like?” -  it’s because they have no intention of trying it but are curious - or are trying to figure out if it’s worth for them to try it.  They are asking you to quantify the taste.

You actually can’t answer the question.  Your answer is both objective and subjective.  It’s objective on your side because you know what it tastes like to you.  It is subjective on the other person’s side because they will apply their own experiences to your answer.  So, when you say, “it tastes like chicken” - they are going to decide it tastes like:  Chick-Fil-A, or Canes, Kung Pao from Panda or McNuggets from McDonalds - or if they are from the South - like BBQ chicken that melts in your mouth.  All of which or none of which might be true.

So, why am I talking about chicken on Easter Sunday?  It’s not because of the eggs you colored or the eggs you ate for breakfast!

What I want to ask you today is - what does Easter taste like to  you?  Sounds a little strange - but I it’s a valid question.

Robert Ingersoll was a lawyer at the time of the Civil War.  He had learned to hate the God he didn’t believe in because of how his father was treated by a church.  He was known as the Great Agnostic.  When asked about Easter Sunday, he said, “Why did Jesus not again enter the temple and end the old dispute with demonstration? Why did he not confront the Roman soldiers who had taken money to falsely swear that his body had been stolen by his friends? Why did he not make another triumphal entry into Jerusalem? Why did he not say to the multitude: ‘Here are the wounds in my feet, and in my hands, and in my side. I am the one you endeavored to kill, but death is now my slave?’ Simply because I believe the resurrection is a myth. The miracle of the resurrection I do not and cannot believe.  We know nothing certainly of Jesus Christ. We know nothing of his infancy, nothing of his youth, and we are not sure that such a person ever existed.”

When someone said, “what about the Bible that tells us about Jesus’ life and ministry?” - Ingersoll responded, “it is unsubstantiated.”

My heart and soul ache for such people - and the world is full of them.  I accept the church is imperfect and often fails - it fails because the pastors are sinners and so are the people in the pews.  They are not the savior - they are the ones in need of being saved.  Just because they have found their way into the church doesn’t mean they are holy and able to fix everyone and everything around them.  Again, they are saved - but they are not The Savior.

Salvation is both a once and ongoing process.  We are justified once before God because of the crucifixion - but our sanctification - our becoming more like Jesus - is a lifelong and often stumbling process.  Christians say and do hurtful things - and when someone blames God for what the church or a pastor or a church member did to them - it’s a terrible tragedy of epic proportions.  St. Paul reminds us not to become “stumbling blocks” as people try to find out what Jesus tastes like.

If I were to ask people who either don’t believe in God or are angry at the God they don’t believe in - what does Easter taste like?  They would say, “Sour grapes.  Spoiled milk.  Rancid beef” - and then give the name of a church or pastor or “Christian” who is responsible for that taste.  

When I get a chance to dialogue with them - and ask them about their life and purpose and future - they are no different than people who sit in the pews.  Although, most don’t think much about what happens after they die.  If you push them - some might say they don’t know what happens - a few will say they don’t care.  And some - regardless of their answer - sound like they kind of hope there IS something after this life.  As a whole, various research polls show from an earthly standpoint the notchurched are no better or no worse than people who sit in the pews Sunday after Sunday - a fact that has many Christians stumped. Something else sets us apart.

When I ask - and this time I’m going to ask you - not just what does Easter tastes like - but I also want to know what did you expect it to taste like?  We usually have preconceived thoughts.  I’ve eaten jellyfish, bison, rattlesnake, whale, reindeer, elk and shark - and I’ll be honest, for some of them I had no idea what to expect.  And I’m not sure if that made it easier - or harder to eat.  But there are things I know exactly what taste I expect - things like Cherry Garcia Ice Cream, Reese’s Peanut Butter Cups and In-N-Out Burger.  I’ll know if it’s not real.  There are some things you just can’t compromise on because the taste is so specific that it’s easy to tell if it’s counterfeit.  And if you want that particular taste - nothing else will do.  

What you expect Easter to taste like is going to help shape how you view what you will experience on this day. 

One of the things about taste is - everyone is different.  Some like salty, some like sweet, some are adventurous, some play it safe.  And if you know what they expect - it helps you craft a meal they will enjoy.

There is a tendency to pick apart the Bible - looking for things that aren’t quite right.  The Bible is too spicy, too bland, too salty, too sweet.  There is a reason for this.  I am part of a church body that has a pretty small box that everything needs to fit into.  Whether it’s style of worship, training of pastors, design of churches or the type of person in the pew - they have a cookie cutter thought process.  They want everyone to look and act the same - and have the same experience on Sunday.  There’s a problem with that - we aren’t the same.  Each of us not only comes from a different background and culture - but we also have different needs.  Welcome to the Easter Story.
When God wrote the Bible, He had you in mind.  When you read not just the Easter Story - but the Christmas story and all the other stories - have you noticed the people all have different expectations and needs and responses to Jesus?  Why?  Because “God wants all people to be saved” - says that in 1 Timothy 2.  And even though He made you in His image - that doesn’t mean that all of us are clones of each other.  Psalm 139 says we are all unique and unreproducible. 

And so, when you get to the Easter story - God wanted to make sure that when the story is told - you were included.  

Have you ever betrayed someone you cared about - right after you promised you would never betray them?  That’s Peter’s story.  Ever done something in your past that you aren’t proud of, and it still haunts you and people can look it up on the web?  That’s Mary Magdalene’s story.  Ever had doubts - I mean really serious doubts?  That’s Thomas.  Do you tend to get a little pushy sometimes - and go from 0 - 60 pretty quickly in an argument?  That would be James and John - better known as the Sons of Thunder.  How about being all in on something - and then discovering you were not only heading in the wrong direction but taking a bunch of people with you?  That’s Saul who became St. Paul.  

Do you know why they were all-in when it came to Jesus?  Because He loved them - not for who they were but in spite of who they were.  And He didn’t wait until they got their life together before He let them become disciples - He took them as they were.

Think about that.  God was willing to put up with Peter’s betrayal, Thomas’ doubts, Mary Magdalene’s past, James and John’s anger, Legion’s demons and all the other personal baggage these folks brought with them.

And Jesus didn’t flinch or waffle or water down His message.  Repent, He said.  Turn around.  

And here is the most important part - He knew they would take one step forward and two back - and then two steps forward and one back or five steps back and then one forward.  But you know the old proverb about success - you just have to get up one more time than you are knocked down.  And Jesus was always there to help them get back up one more time.

It’s almost impossible for us to imagine what these people were feeling.  There are thousands of churches - if you don’t like one you just go on to the next one and then the next one - eventually you find one that agrees with you.  That wasn’t how things were in Jesus’ day.  If you didn’t agree with the church - or the church didn’t agree with you - you were out - on the street with nowhere to go.  And there were no alternatives.  

And the biggest problem was - the church had created a very limited menu - and you either accepted it or starved.  The menu was based on how much money you had - what your reputation was - how popular you were - and who your daddy was.  It really was more of a private club than a church.

Most people think Jesus coming back from the dead is the most impossible, unbelievable part of the story.  That’s nothing compared to God accepting you and me into His family.  We’re about as different as we can be - and yet, you are my brothers and sisters in Christ.  And I love that about you.  

What does Easter taste like?  For those of us who struggle with doubts or anger or pain or loss or a past - it tastes like forgiveness - it tastes like love and acceptance - it tastes like forever.  

If you look at the historical records on how the disciples died - with the exception of John, they all died gruesome, terrible deaths at either the hands of the church or the Roman Government.  They were given a choice - deny Jesus - or die.  They chose death.  

In the SonRose sermon I preached on Ezekiel when God took him on a tour through a valley of dry bones - and God asked him, “can these bones live?”  If I had been Zeke - I wouldn’t have just said, “you know, Lord” - I would have added, “since these are my friends and family members - those who I had the privilege of loving and knowing - I want to say “yes” - these bones can and will live!”  

We’ve made Easter about chocolate bunnies and Peeps and jelly beans and all sorts of other sweet foo-foo things - but I want and need more - and I think you do too.  I know it’s hard to read the Bible - there are so many begats and violence and customs we don’t understand - but I guarantee if you read it - you’ll find you in there.  There is someone who experienced the same thoughts and emotions and doubts that you are - and God put them in there so you would know you aren’t alone.

KSSK was doing a tribute to Larry Price and they replayed the HanoHano show where a woman ate a live cockaroach for $500.  I don’t know if I’d do that.  I’m sure someone asked her what it tasted like - I missed that part - but I’m pretty sure she said “chicken.”
Think about what Easter and Jesus and the empty tomb and the cross and all the other things “taste like” to you.  It’s why you are here - just like all those folks in the Bible you have questions and doubts and pains and losses - and you want to know if you’re the only one that ever felt that way.  You aren’t - and if I didn’t say it before, Jesus loves you - inspite of anything you have going on in your life.

I feel for all the people like Robert Ingersoll who have such a bad taste in their mouth.  And I’m thankful God gives me the opportunity to talk with some of these folks - and maybe help them cleanse their palate.

Remember - the secret to success is getting up one more time than you fall down - and in this case it means getting resurrected one more time than you die.  In a few minutes you will come forward for a tiny wafer that tastes like styrofoam and a sip of cheap wine.  It’s God’s way of saying He loves you - in those simple elements He empties you of your sin and fills you up with Himself.  And one day - when you leave this earth behind - you’ll sit down for an epic feast - and it won’t taste like chicken - it will taste like Easter.  In the name of the Father and of the Son and of the Holy Spirit.  Amen.     
