Easter Sunday
4 April 2010

Acts 10: 34a, 37-43

Psalm 118

Colossians 3: 1-4

John 20:1-9

I know a priest, a classmate of mine,

who, although he is very bright,

sometimes gets a little tongue-tied.

He seems to lack that ‘internal editor’ that most of us have;

so sometimes the words just tumble out of his mouth

before he’s given any thought to subjects, verbs or predicates.

It can be a challenge.

But sometimes, it can also be quite amusing.

He has a special knack for the mixed metaphor.

“Oh, Brian,” he’ll explain to me,

“there’s nothing you can do about that;

that’s all water under the dam.”

Or if I’m discouraged about something,

he’ll offer his support by reminding me,

“Well, you know, Brian, life is not a bed of cherries.”

But my favorite
was one time when he was so frustrated that he moaned,

“Brian, I feel like I’m beating my head against a blind alley.”

When I laugh, and then try to explain what’s funny,

he always reproves me by saying,

“Oh, heck, you understand what I meant!”

To which I usually reply, “Well, yes…..barely.”

I’ve often wondered what it must be like

to listen to him preach.

He must be like Yogi Berra in the pulpit.

I bring it all up, just to make the point

that sometimes words are inadequate to communicate what we mean,

and sometimes we are inadequate to understand the words we speak.

Then the other disciple also went in ---

the one who had arrived at the tomb first ---

and he saw --- and believed.

For they did not yet understand the Scripture

that Jesus had to rise from the dead.

Although most of us have been hearing the story since we were small,
how many of us yet understand it?

“…Jesus had to rise from the dead.”

Every analogy, every metaphor

is inadequate to capture its meaning.

And I dare say,

every believer, every disciple

is inadequate to understand its implications.

Without Christ, who of us could?

In recent weeks, another scandal has erupted in the Church;

or I should say, the same scandal has erupted once again,

this time touching much of Europe.

And once again, Catholics are left shocked and angry and disillusioned,

almost as much by the secretive and defensive reactions of their bishops,
as by the unthinkable, criminal actions of the priests involved.

It’s like something from a Dickens novel.

I’ve been reminded of something I once read

by a favorite author of mine, named Annie Dillard.

In meditating on the gospels she writes,

[After the resurrection and ascension,]

“the skies have scarcely closed around Christ’s heals,
than the story is entrusted to his disciples.

What a pity, that so hard on the heels of Christ come the Christians.

There is no breather.  Between one rushed verse and another,

the disciples turn into the early Christians.

What a dismaying pity, that here come the Christians already,

flawed to the core, full of wild ideas and hurried self-importance.

For who can believe in the Christians?

They set out immediately to take over the world,

and they pretty much did it.

They converted emperors, raised armies,

lined their pockets with real money,

and did evil things large and small, in century after century,

including our own.

They are not innocent,

they are not shepherds and fishermen in rustic period costumes,

they are men and women just like us, in polyester.

Who could believe in salvation for these rogues?

That God is for these rogues?

For they are just like us…..

Unless…

Unless Christ’s washing the disciples’ feet, their dirty toes,

means what it could possibly mean ---

that it’s all right to be human.
That God knows we are human, and full of evil, all of us,

and we are his people anyway,

and the sheep of his pasture.”

Although the season of Lent is over,

the Church is never done repenting.

I pray that in the coming weeks

those responsible for this scandal

will offer repentance that is sincere
and convincing in its firm purpose of amendment.

But today is Easter Sunday.

And I believe that it’s worth remembering

that on that first Easter morning,

Mary Magdalene, Simon Peter, and the Beloved John,

still reeling in grief over the death of their Savior,

ran like the wind to peer into a tomb,

and rejoiced to find there --- nothing.

An empty tomb…..

And ever since we Christians have known ---

although we sometimes forget ---

that faith is born and born and born again

in emptiness.

And I believe

that if we can make the leap

from the evidence of an empty tomb
to belief in the resurrection,

so God can make the leap

from the evidence of our squalid, sinful humanity

to belief in us, as his beloved sons and daughters.

For Christ himself said so,

and then died and rose

to prove it.
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