
 
 

   

 Arise  
A reflection / letter to foster pastoral and spiritual growth 

By Bob Traupman / priest / writer  
Vol. XX / No. 8 / April 2009 

 

 
Twentieth Anniversary Year  

 
Easter 2009: Waking up to New Life 

 
 
 
 

Awake, O sleeper, 
             arise from the dead 
       and Christ 
                   will give you light! 
 
This is the Easter part of the Paschal 

Mystery of Jesus. If the last Arise was about 
broken pots and fragile humans, about 
surrender and dying to self, this issue is about 
the dawning of a new day, about waking up 
from our mediocrity, about gathering strength, 
enthusiasm and exuberance for life, about 
finding and building community and being 
empowered by the Spirit of God instead of 
the power of money and greed and hate.   I will 
tell you the story of my own Easter this year for 
I believe that “what is most personal is most 
universal.”  
 
Easter, doesn’t always come on Easter, but, if you wait awhile, it always comes. 
 
The Easter Vigil was beautiful, the music glorious, the people warm and friendly and 
I walked out with a kind word from Father Roger, the pastor of St. Maurice Parish in 
the still-cowboy town of Davie.  The church is a converted horse stable.  The parish 



decided not to build a monument to some pastor or other but to use their money to 
care for the poor.  It is an imaginative, creative worship space, the walls bedecked 
with some beautiful tapestries. I prayed that someday I would be invited, once again, 
by a parish to help them “add beauty to the feasts as King David was known for.” 
 
It was a glorious night with a crisp freshness in the South Florida spring air on a 
tropical breeze. I put the top down on my 2001 Mitsubishi spider that Shivvy and I 
took a year ago to the deserts of Arizona and New Mexico.  I was alone, yet joyful.  I 
put on Rachaninoff’s magnificent Easter Vespers on my iphone and turned up the 
volume as Allelulia after Allelulia rolled out across the eight lanes of I-95 as I headed 
north. I glanced over my right shoulder to take in the still-glorious Paschal moon that 
had just come up over the ocean as an orange ball.  I was alone but not alone.  I felt 
still somehow deeply connected to all there is . . . 
 
And so it was: “Hello darkness, my old friend.”  For the past fourteen years since my 
father died I’ve had few invitations for Thanksgiving or Christmas or Easter.  My 
celibacy is very hard because I have no family that cares, no children or 
grandchildren to spoil or boast about and no parish community right now to belong 
to.  Like the apostles, I, too, was discouraged and downcast on Easter morn. But then, 
but then, I remembered Easter doesn’t always come on Easter but, if you wait for a while, it 
always comes.  
 

I have learned to accept this aloneness 
now.  It has been with me most of my 
life, with some periods of full 
productivity and creativity and 
connection with people.  I stay focused 
on that happening once again. Sadness 
has been a constitutive of my life since 
very early childhood.  I am determined 
not to be bound or defined by it.   I 
continually reach out in prayer and 
love as best I can, a wounded healer of 
sorts, to whomever would receive it.  I 
am a priest in good standing but 
without portfolio.  For the moment. 

  
So, my priesthood is very interior these days. Very early in my priestly journey, I 
began to realize that it is Jesus who is loving me / beckoning /encouraging / 
supporting / guiding me every step of the way: 
 

I know that my Redeemer lives! 
 
I spoke with a friend who was with her family and friends.  But there was sadness for 
her, too, because they did not grasp the meaning of the day.  I long for us to gather in 
small communities of people whose reason for gathering is Jesus:  
  
“Where two or three are gathered in my name, there am I in their midst.” (Matthew 

24:18-20) 
 

I hope to find and gather a small community who nourish and strengthen and accept 
each other warts and all.   It is hard living in a society that is hostile to belief and a 
church that is not alive with the joy and exuberance of being caught up in this 
divine/human love affair we call Christianity.  It is a source of real sadness for me.     
 
My hunch is that my aloneness is a necessary part of my vocation -- as difficult as it 
is.  I tell you this for I realize that what I experience in my inner depths, as I allow 
myself to reflect on it, is also what many are experiencing in our world today.  



Perhaps you, too, dear reader.   Two people can be very much alone who share the 
same bed.  If Erich Fromm is correct about the devastating effects of consumerism in 
our generation many children, teens and young adults have never experienced the 
genuine article that we call LOVE.  Emotional isolation, alienation and abandonment 
are the consequences of our focus on material things.  It is LOVE that heals. 
 
My own need for love. It has always been difficult for me to take care of my own 
needs.  I’ve been here in South Florida nine months now and haven’t made the effort 
to gather old friends (until last week) or to make new ones.  I have been working 12 -
16 hours a day writing and trying to get organized after my move.  Not attending to 
my own need for warm loving relationships has been a painful mistake I have made 
again and again throughout my priesthood.   
 
My sadness got so painful by the fifth day of Easter (Thursday) that I realized I 
needed to do something about this. I have a lovely condo and I am now sitting on my 
second floor screened patio overlooking our wonderful court yard. I am very 
thankful that I’m Here in such a lovely place. But I want my home to be filled with 
laughter and good friends.  
 
I needed to seize the day and to draw a community of love and support together and 

stop grousing because it wasn’t 
happening, so I created my own 
birthday party.  That, indeed, did 
happen on the eighth day of this 
resurrection story.  On the spur 
of the moment, I called a few 
friends to see if they could come.  
Five people who love me very 
much and with whom I have 
confided the inner dimensions of 
my story came with a wonderful 
baked ziti dinner. It turned out 
to be the best birthday since my 
21st.  So, you see, dear reader, 
Easter doesn’t always come on 

Easter, but, if you wait awhile, it always comes. 
 
The little communities of faith I have gathered together or were a part of throughout 
the forty years of my priesthood are a reminder of the early Christian community.  
Easter for them wasn’t a dramatic occurrence as it was for Jesus.  It began in fragility 
and grew stronger and then spilled out with joy and exuberance into the Jerusalem 
marketplace. 
 
The Acts of the Apostles records that a wondrous miracle of transformation did 
indeed take place in them.  As a fragile seedling grows, seen only by time-lapse 
photography, transformation occurs in us as well. 
 
The compelling evidence of the resurrection of Jesus is that he transferred his 
power to the early Christian community as recorded in the Acts of the Apostles.    
 
Timid before, then leaderless, they somehow received the strength / the courage / the 
wisdom to boldly proclaim the message that our Redeemer lives.   
 
He gave them the gift of the Holy Spirit symbolized in fire and wind “that blows 
where it wills, the spirit that enlivens and renews the face of the earth.  They 
eventually were so radically transformed that they left behind all material concerns, 
many sold their homes and possessions, encouraged and supported each other.  
Jesus had infused in them the power of love – to give it and receive it.   



 
The point for us: “They will know we are Christians by our love!  And the opposite 
is true.  If we Christians do not love, we become a scandal and a stumbling block.  
And the world grows even more hostile to us. 
 
We’re waking up to the realization that what “they” tell us is important in life really 
isn’t. In our culture, we are often quick to throw away (consume) our spouse, a lover, 
or friends or an unborn child.   
 
Perhaps we can grab hold of what is truly important by asking God’s Holy Spirit to 
renew and enliven our relationships and our Church and our country as P approach 
Pentecost 2009. 
 
Being awake means to be conscious, to be aware of what’s 
going on around us and within us.  To find Easter in little 
things.  Every time Shivvy takes me for a walk I notice that 
there are fragile little plants poking their heads out of a storm 
sewer.  For months now, they still haven’t given up.  And I 
ponder:  What a valuable lesson!  Perseverence! 
 
So, I invite you, if you are in the midst of financial worries, or fear losing a job or 
struggling with a difficult illness,  wake up!  It’s still a beautiful world out there. 
As for me, I know my Redeemer lives and loves me – and you -- very 
much.  Easter is about believing that nothing will defeat us if we wake up to the 
message of faith, hope and love which is Easter. 
 
To make this work for you from now until Pentecost on May 31st, take time each day 
to notice the signs of Risen Life around you.  (1) Look for it in the eyes of the people 
around you.  (2) Look for it in the sky above you and the ground beneath your feet. 
And remember: Easter doesn’t always come on Easter, but, if you wait for awhile, it always 
comes.  
 
 
                             Come, Holy Spirit,                             
 
             Fill the hearts of your faithful                 
 
                And enkindle in them the fire  
                                        
      of your love, 

                  And You shall renew the face of the earth! 
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