
 I spent the summer after my freshman year in college at Marine 

Corps Officer Candidate School boot camp.  But I got there by a strange 

route.  I started out Fall semester wanting to be a Marine, and signed a 

contract to go to OCS boot camp that summer.  But by Spring semester I 

had become a Zen Buddhist – a vegetarian – and a pacifist.  Obviously, 

it was a time of intellectual experimentation and fermentation.  But in 

any case, those ideas didn’t mesh well.  I was not the typical Marine 

Corps Officer Candidate – and my attitude showed it. 

 You see, I went to boot camp knowing that I did not want to be a 

Marine – I just went to fulfill a legal obligation.  As you can imagine, 

that attitude colored my whole experience.  Boot camp is hard, but most 

of the guys were either sure this would be their career, or were at least 

seriously looking at it as a possible future.  They were Gung Ho.  It 

mattered to them what scores they received, how they did in the drills, 

their marks for marksmanship.  They were out to impress their superiors 

and prove themselves. And they grew that summer. 

 My goal, on the other hand, was simply to get by with as little pain 

or inconvenience as possible until my obligation was up.  Most of the 



men would be cleaning their rifles or polishing their boots by flashlight 

late into the night the day before inspection.  I did the minimum 

necessary.  I tried to go unnoticed, blend in, get by.  And I was 

remarkably successful.  There was that one morning I got up too late and 

risked that the Drill Instructor would not look too closely at me, and so 

skipped shaving -- bad mistake.  He saw my bristly chin a mile off and 

was on me like a shark with blood in the water.  I don’t know why I 

thought sleeping in at boot camp was a good idea.   

But on the whole I slid through Marine Corps boot camp.  The 

others drove themselves to improve and excel.  I strove to be as 

comfortable as possible, as I ran out the clock in the unwanted situation I 

found myself in.  The others were living for, and looking ahead to, the 

following summer’s camp.  They were starting to live their future as 

Marines.  For me, I knew there would be no next summer.  There would 

be no future, no afterwards.  And that made all the difference. 

 On Easter we remember and celebrate the most important fact in 

all history.  When Mary Magdalene, Peter, John came to the tomb of 

Christ -- it was empty!  I want to stress that we Catholics have always 



claimed in the 2,000 years since that moment, and always will claim, 

that Jesus rose from the dead on the first Easter.  This was not a 

symbolic invention of later Christians.  No one stole the body.  The 

Resurrection is not simply a spiritual experience in the minds of the 

Disciples.  The dead body of Jesus of Nazareth was taken down from the 

Cross and put in a tomb.  The tomb was sealed.  And early on that first 

day of the week Jesus resurrected from the grave body and soul. 

As much as some modern scholars and others want to explain 

away the supernatural, the Faith is based upon it.  The Resurrection 

really did happen in a mysterious way we don’t understand fully.  But it 

happened.  And people would later encounter, see, touch that resurrected 

body, and that experience was at the center of the early Church’s 

message and teaching. 

 Death has been defeated.  Someone had come back from the dead, 

Jesus, transformed in such a way that He would never die again.  And 

He has told us we can follow Him into eternity and everlasting life – by 

living His WAY.  That is the central fact and truth of Christianity.  By 



living with Jesus there is a joyful afterwards after death that starts even 

now!  That is why we can sing, “Alleluia.” 

 As in my Marine Corps boot camp experience, so more fully, for 

every human life, it matters whether we believe in that afterwards or not.  

Eternity makes all the difference.  It guides our decisions, priorities and 

our hopes already in this life.  We will all die.  We can forget death for 

long stretches of time.  But that question – what happens after this – is in 

all our hearts.  If there is no eternity we will share in, then our whole life 

becomes what it was for me at boot camp: a situation in which we find 

ourselves that will end definitively some day because there will not be a 

next summer, no afterwards.  We’ll cease to exist, so we might as well 

live as comfortably as possible now in our quiet despair. 

 But if He DID rise from the dead, then that can change our lives 

forever. It changed the lives of the first Disciples, who were so sure of 

the resurrection, and so fully alive with Christ, that they were willing to 

die for Him.  The Resurrection of Jesus is something entirely new in 

human history. He was now living a new kind of life. And we can share 

in that new way of life through faith in Him.  That power of the Father 



that raised the Son from the grave – it’s able to live in us.  We invite His 

life in by our baptism, prayer, the sacraments, acts of charity. Consider 

that! 

 I don’t mean to say the Marine Corps would have been heaven for 

me.  But I am saying that those young men at Boot Camp living for a 

future were more alive than I was that summer.  So it is we are more 

alive when we live now for a future with Jesus. This world can seem, 

sometimes, like boot-camp. Life can be hard.  But there is a never-

ending future in store for us in Jesus. Let us strive for Him, live for Him, 

because that life starts now.  Let us prove ourselves in this short time we 

have, so as to live with Him forever.   


