
Now the Green Blade Rises 
 
1 Now the green blade rises from the buried grain, 
 wheat that in dark earth many days has lain; 
 love lives again, that with the dead has been; 
 love is come again like wheat arising green. 
 
2 In the grave they laid him, love by hatred slain, 
 thinking that he would never wake again; 
 laid in the earth like grain that sleeps unseen; 
 love is come again like wheat arising green. 
 
3 Forth he came at Easter, like the risen grain, 
 he that for three days in the grave had lain; 
 raised from the dead, my living Lord is seen; 
 love is come again like wheat arising green. 
 
4 When our hearts are wintry, grieving, or in pain, 
 your touch can call us back to life again, 
 fields of our hearts that dead and bare have been; 
 love is come again like wheat arising green. 
 

Text: John MacLeod Campbell Crum, 1872-1958 
Text from Oxford Book of Carols © Oxford University Press 1928. All rights reserved. Used by permission. CCLI # A-723644. 
 
To listen to the hymn sung by a soloist, choir and congregation in a very packed church (no social distancing in this 

recording from the past!) click link below:  

  

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=g-5Bi2jM40E 
 
There should be no ads with the link above. If there are, please skip them. 

 
 

Reflection in the aftermath of a quarantined Easter Sunday, April 12, 2020 
 
I love “Now the Green Blade Rises” and what I like most about it is that it speaks not of life or 
new life, but of love that brings life. Love is what Easter is all about. Love that is undying. Love 
that is continually renewed and renewing. 
 
I watched the Easter video worship of the Lutheran Church of Honolulu and heard the pastor 
say that our churches this Easter were as empty as the tomb that first Easter morning. Hmmmn. 
That first Easter the empty tomb was met with apprehension and uncertainty. ‘What should we 
do now?,’ the disciples wondered amid an undertone of apprehension and fear. They didn’t 
know what to do next so they went and sheltered in place and shut out the outside world. And 
waited. What next?! 
 
Last week it seemed I did a lot of What’s “nexting.” On Thursday amid forecasts of heavy snow 
and high winds we prepared as best we could and waited for the storm to come. Cars were 
moved to garage and shed. We drew off some water, charged laptops and phones, gathered 
batteries and flashlights and candles, brought in wood and waited. The expected rains never 
came. We started off with light snow around three o’clock on Thursday. It quickly changed to 
huge white flakes and soon everything was transformed into a winter wonderland.  

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=g-5Bi2jM40E


 
By five o’clock when the power went off we already had almost three inches on the ground and 
the winds were picking up. The optimistic forecast of one to three inches had changed earlier in 
the day to a more ominous six to eight inches. That now looked optimistic. We started shoveling 
so we could open the back door. Not that we wanted to go out, we just wanted to get out if we 
had to. 
 
The winds howled but the snow did not blow. It was so heavy it stayed were it fell. Limbs 
crashed to the ground. An old, ill, cherry tree succumbed to the wind and weight of the snow. A 
branch from the pine tree in the backyard took down my wood-framed clothes line. A huge oak 
tree, older than any of us, lost a limb bigger around than almost any tree on the property that 
now lies like a fallen soldier in my walking path. It is amazing the destruction that fourteen 
inches of heavy snow can bring when coupled with heavy winds. 
 
My crocuses had just bloomed. My daffodils were about 4 inches high and my daylilies had 
optimistically poked tender green shoots out of the ground. I feared they would all be crushed 
beneath the weight of the snow. 
 
After the storm was over I got my car stuck getting it out of the shed. Neither of the other cars 
could move. My plow guy’s plow broke before he could plow my driveway. I got out the tractor 
and gingerly tried to clear the snow without plowing away my driveway. One of the tire chains on 
the tractor broke. What next?!! 
 
Well when the power came back on my internet didn’t. Then the power went out again on 
Saturday, April 11 and the CMP recording cheerily assured me my power would be restored by 
8:30 pm on Friday, April 10!  What next?!!! 
 
What next, indeed. Next we freed the cars, got the broken chain back on with the help of three 
cable ties (better than duct tape!), the sun came out, the snow melted, the daffodils and day 
lilies survived and even some of the crocuses did, too. The grass is started to green up and I’ll 
be able to play “pick-up sticks” for months to come. It’s Spring now. More importantly Easter 
happened.  
 
There were no crowded sanctuaries, no robust singing. The churches were dark. There were no 
witnesses. There were no witnesses to the Resurrection, either. What the witnesses saw was 
not the resurrection but the empty tomb. In the southern hemisphere Easter occurs in the Fall. I 
always thought it must be hard to preach Easter as all around is dying. But Easter is the bold 
proclamation is that on the other side of death there is life.  
 
More importantly there is Love. Easter is the bold proclamation that God’s love does not have 
an expiration date. Not even the All could make God stop loving us. Jesus came back with the 
promise not just that we would someday be with him but in the meantime, and especially when 
times are mean, he has promised he is with us. “Lo, I am with you always, even to the end of 
the age” (Matthew 28:20) and “I will never leave you. I will not abandon you“ (Hebrews 13:5). 
That’s love. That’s the whole point of Easter, to which I can only say, “He is Risen! He is risen 
indeed! Alleluia! Alleluia!!” Hallelujah! Our Lord and King! 
 
Please click here: 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=9cP5CfwiYvw 
   
 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=9cP5CfwiYvw


 


