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Sometimes, you just can’t resist.  It’s not every day that you get the opportunity to preach on April 
Fool’s day.  And so, I must indulge myself and begin today with a few short jokes about eggs, 
which is, you shall see soon enough, at least somewhat on topic: 
 
What happens when you tell an egg a joke?  It cracks up 
 
Why did the egg cross the road?  To get to the Shell station on the other side 
 
Why did the chicken lay an egg?   Because it would break if she dropped it 
 
What do you call a city of 8 million eggs?  New Yolk City 
 
Why can’t you tease egg whites?  Because they can’t take a yolk 
 
And finally, Knock, knock.  Who’s there? Omelet.  Omelet who? Omelet smarter than I look. 
 
These jokes have been brought to you by the Bridgewater Church of the Brethren joke committee.  
You may now submit your joke nominations for inclusion in our next April Fool’s Sunday – in 2018.  
  Incidentally, in case you were wondering, that will be Easter Sunday in 2018.  Unless, of 
course, you become Eastern Orthodox, in which case it will again be Palm Sunday.   
 
Now that I have gotten that out of my system, we can go on.  But I did say that the jokes were at 
least on topic, because today I want to invite us to think a bit about eggs.  After worship, our 
children will have their annual Easter Egg Hunt, and they will join countless others who will run 
around filling baskets with eggs this week.  Around this time every spring, the egg enjoys a prime 
spot in our culture, with adults and children alike spending time painting them with bright colors, 
hiding them in the grass and newly blooming flowers, hanging them in the branches of trees, and 
creating all manner of crafts both sacred and secular in their likeness.  Whether plastic or straight 
from the chicken, filled with candy or still with whites and yolk, the egg is indelibly linked with 
Easter among Christians around the world and especially in the west.    
 
Now like many of you, I have often wondered about this association of Easter and egg.  The mixing 
of this symbol with the cross and the tomb often seems dubious at this time of year in the church, 
especially with the commercialization and secularization of Easter that calls us to swiftly move from 
the green braches and jubilant Hosannas of Palm Sunday to the triumphant choruses, masses of 
flowers, and pastel themed baskets of Easter morning, without significant investment in Lenten 
discipline and repentance or a journey through the solitary darkness and emptiness of Jesus’ 
Passion during Holy Week.  Eggs and pastels sell much better than confession, discipline, and 
repentance you know.  Yet there are also many good reasons for embracing the egg as a symbol 
of the new life that we proclaim is made possible in the Easter event, many of which you have 
already surely learned.  However, today I would like to suggest that the egg is also an appropriate 
symbol for us to contemplate not only in our Easter celebrations of new life, but also during our 
Lenten journeys of repentance. 
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Consider an egg.  Its shell is incredibly strong.  You can squeeze it in your hand as hard as you 
can all day long and it will hold up to the even and steady pressure.  And yet it is also incredibly 
fragile.  Even the slightest direct blow or accidental fall will crack it open.   
 
It is an apt metaphor for the human ego.  Like a shell, our egos – our sense of self – can be 
sources of strength.  The development of the ego around 18 months of age allows us to carve out 
independent space where we become aware that we are separate from other human beings.  In 
many ways, our egos protect and strengthen us.  They shield us from the pain of absence when 
we are alone.  They can provide a source of motivation – cheering us on to “be all we can be.”  
And they can allow us to think independently and resist evils such as peer pressure or mob 
behavior.   
 
Yet like an egg shell, our egos are also fragile.  While they normally hold up well under the steady 
pressures of day-to-day life and provide a protective barrier that keeps us functional, unexpected 
blows or tragic falls can break us wide open, and wound our sense of self.  When we’re let go from 
a job, when we’re diagnosed with cancer or Alzheimer’s or another dreaded disease, when an 
accident robs us of mobility, when a relationship or marriage falls apart, when we fail a class or fail 
to earn a desired promotion, when we are betrayed by a friend, when we fall to addiction or 
temptation of whatever sort – any of these can crack even the strongest ego, and leave our lives, 
and our sense of self, a mess. 
 
But also like an eggshell, our egos should not be ends in themselves, but rather the means to an 
end, and we make a mistake if we confuse the two.  Even when they remain whole and intact, they 
can become our undoing.  Alfred Camus tells a poignant story illustrating this point in his 1956 
novel, The Fall.

1
  The story unfolds with Jean-Baptiste Clamence sharing the story of his life with a 

man he meets in a bar.  He tells of his early professional life as a lawyer devoted to “noble cases” 
–fighting for justice for orphans, widows, and the like.

2
  He explains how he always jumped at the 

chance to lend a helping hand to a blind man crossing the street or to offer charity to a beggar.  All 
of these things he confesses he did not merely because they were the right thing to do, but first 
and foremost to satisfy his tremendous ego.  Along with his good looks, physical prowess, 
impeccable manners, and personal charm, they contributed to his own self-image of superiority.  
He confessed, “I was always bursting with vanity.  I, I, I was the refrain of my whole life.”

3
  His 

championing of justice and generosity to the poor simply propped up his ego.  He considered 
himself to be exemplary in character and conduct, without peer in matters of intelligence and 
compassion, and to top it all off, as a champion of noble causes, he was seemingly above 
reproach in all matters of life.  At least in his own eyes.   
 
That was until a fateful evening as he was crossing a bridge on his way home, when a young 
woman jumped from the bridge behind him.  Hearing her screams, yet knowing the coldness of the 
water, he struggled with whether to jump in and try to save her.  As he stood motionless by the 
river and listened as her cries ceased, he argued with himself: “too late…too far…”  And then he 
turned slowly and went on his way, speaking of the incident to no one.

4
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Yet Jean-Baptiste Clamence would not be able to walk away from the memory of that night.  
Something had changed inside of him.  He began to discover that he wasn’t the superman he had 
always fancied himself to be.  He could no longer justify himself and all that he was.  He was no 
longer immune to the judgment that came from others or from within.  In remembering the event 
years later as he was confessing all this to the man in the bar, he made a statement worth noting.  
He said, “Suppose…that someone should jump into the water.  One of two things – either you do 
likewise to fish him out and, in cold weather, you run a great risk!  Or you forsake him there and 
suppressed dives sometimes leave one strangely aching.”

5
 

 
For Jean-Baptiste, that was the moment of truth.  It was then that his ego-centric life ran head-on 
into the reality that there was more to life than himself.  From that moment on, the universe that 
Jean-Baptiste had created for himself revolving around his own ego began to spiral downward.   
 
Suppressed dives sometimes leave one strangely aching.  That line has haunted me from the 
moment I read it.  For it touches on a deep truth of our human existence – the need to reach out 
beyond our selves.  The need to connect with and give to something larger than one’s own ego.  
The need to find meaning apart from one’s own being.  Or, to return to the egg, the need to find life 
beyond the shell.  For the shell is meant to protect a developing fetus for a time.  Inside the shell is 
enough food to provide life and nourishment for a certain amount of time.  But the day comes when 
the life inside must break out of the shell.  If it does, it ceases to be an egg.  If it does not, it dies. 
 
Is this not the central paradox of the gospel?  Is this not the story we remember and recite and 
enter into as we journey through Lent?  Is this not what Jesus was getting at when he told his 
disciples that to save their lives they had to lose them?   
 
The scripture from Philippians that we read this morning is by many accounts one of the earliest 
confessions of Christian faith in the New Testament.  In lyrical language it proclaims that Jesus did 
not only preach this paradox, but lived it.  That though he was in the very form of God, Jesus 
emptied himself and took human form, enslaved to the same principalities and powers to which we 
are all subject, even death itself.  And it affirms that in his death Jesus was not a victim.  No one 
emptied him; he emptied himself.  No one made him a slave or humbled him; he took the form of a 
slave and humbled himself.  As commentator Paul Simpson Duke says of this text, “This is the 
Christ mind: not to grasp at glory, but to live, to love, to die, an emptied self.”

6
  In short, Jesus 

embodied the paradox of self-gain thru self-giving & self-emptying.   
 
We live in an individualistic culture.  We learn early in life to focus on our selves – my needs, my 
desires, my feelings.  Our contemporary conscience is trained in a myriad of ways – to look out for 
“number one,” “to thine own self be true,” “to be all you can be.”  We are taught and encouraged to 
treasure and pamper and coddle our egos, and at all costs to keep them intact, to let nothing break 
through our shells.   
 
But Jesus modeled and calls us to a different way.  Hear again Paul’s exhortation to the 
Philippians, this time as paraphrased by Eugene Peterson in The Message:  
If you’ve gotten anything at all out of following Christ, if his love has made any difference in your 
life, if being in a community of the Spirit means anything to you, if you have a heart, if you care—
then do me a favor…Put yourself aside, and help others get ahead. Don’t be obsessed with getting 
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your own advantage. Forget yourselves long enough to lend a helping hand.  Think of yourselves 
the way Christ Jesus thought of himself. He had equal status with God but didn’t think so much of 
himself that he had to cling to the advantages of that status no matter what. Not at all. When the 
time came, he set aside the privileges of deity and took on the status of a slave, became human! 
Having become human, he stayed human. It was an incredibly humbling process. He didn’t claim 
special privileges. Instead, he lived a selfless, obedient life and then died a selfless, obedient 
death—and the worst kind of death at that: a crucifixion.   
 
Brethren have historically sought to discern and submit together to the “mind of Christ.”  And as 
Barbara Brown Taylor says of today’s Lectionary texts, “For the full details of Jesus’ arrest, 
arraignment, torture, and death, see the Gospel.  For the mind of Christ – the attitude that 
determined his actions every day of his life, including the last – see the Epistle.”

7
  She goes on to 

say of Jesus’ acts of self-giving, “They all arise from the Christ-mind – the way he saw himself in 
relationship to God and to the world – which involved such a total evacuation of this ego that there 
was all kinds of room for…(the great “I AM”) to act.”

8
 

 
But in good Brethren fashion, Taylor asserts that it is not enough to stand in awe of Jesus’ self-
giving.  Rather, she affirms that Paul really meant it when he wrote that we ought to have the same 
mind in us that was in Christ Jesus.  She writes, “On Palm Sunday, we do not witness the singular 
death of a singular child of God.  Instead, we witness the kind of self-emptying that we too are 
capable of…Sooner or later, we too will be called to be obedient to death.  In the meantime, we are 
as free as Jesus to decide how we will spend our energy: on self-protection or self-donation, on 
saving ourselves…or giving ourselves away.”  For when the “I” is on empty, “the great ‘I AM’ takes 
over.”

9
 

 
Frank Mar once stated, “Everyone brings an egg, and everyone wants an omelet, but without 
breaking their own egg.  That poses a most difficult situation.”

10
   

 
If the Christian life is found in following and imitating Jesus, then our annual Lenten journey is a 
journey to join him at the cross.  It is a call to repent of our self-centered living, to transcend the 
egoism into which we so easily and so naturally fall, and to empty ourselves of our selves, that we 
might make room for the great “I AM.”   It is an invitation to break open the shell of our ego, to pour 
out ourselves for others in the way of Jesus, to dive into the river of self-giving that is the Mind of 
Christ.  To suggest otherwise is to play the fool.  And suppressed dives sometimes leave one 
strangely aching. 
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