Feast of the Resurrection 2011

“God be in my head, and in my understanding;

God be in mine eyes, and in my looking;

God be in my mouth, and in my speaking;

God be in my heart, and in my thinking;

God be at mine end, and at my departing.”


That Easter Day was going particularly slowly. It was mid morning, and I was just returning to the Rectory following the second of what would eventually be four Celebrations that day; that was the norm for a parish with three congregations dispersed over some twenty -five miles of Newfoundland coastline. Already during the previous week there had been the Wednesday evening Lenten Service, three Maundy Thursday services with Foot Washing and Stripping of the Altar (the Rector being actively involved in all aspects), a three hour Good Friday Service based on the Seven Words from the Cross and an Easter Vigil the previous night. To add to the “mix”, earlier in the week, two days apart, there had been also two funerals – sisters who had died within two days of each other. I was tired. The day was bright and sunny, however, but there were still patches of snow on the ground, and the air outside the car was cold. The Rectory, next to the Church, was about half way up what could be generously be called a cliff, and was reached by a very steep driveway. I was very thankful that the sun had been strong enough to melt the overnight ice, otherwise I could see myself drifting backwards, out of control, into the patch of sea below known as Ship Cove (in days gone by they built Schooners there, and in previous days the top of the cliff was known as Cook’s Lookout, as it still is, for that was where Captain James Cook stationed sentinels to keep watch for the approach of potential enemy vessels of the French Fleet).


As I drove up past the house, out of the corner of my eye I spied, beside the wall of the house, something bright and yellow. My already low mood sunk even further as I thought to myself, “Who on earth would trek half way up a cliff (granted on a driveway) simply to throw away some garbage and to mess with my area, it really isn’t fair!”  I parked the car and, with a few minutes to spare before the start of the next Service, I trudged over to where I had seen the offending object, intent on gathering it up and disposing of it properly in the trash. Imagine my surprise, then, when upon reaching the spot I found, not refuse, but rather two beautiful yellow flowers, Crocuses, recently emerged from the cold and flinty earth and expanded into full bloom! 


My heart leapt and was touched, and I think that possibly for the first time I understood Jesus’ words to Martha, “I am the resurrection and the life.” I can honestly say that the rest of the Easter Day was, for me, a joyous celebration, and that joy came from the new clarity that I appreciated. Out of the winter of snow and ice came the resurrection of the flowers of spring; out of the winter of Christ’s crucifixion and death came the spring, the resurrection of himself and the promise that he gives to us all who are also Easter people; out of the winter of my own gloom came the spring of the resurrection in the hope of life eternal, but symbolized in two precious little flowers.


What does the Resurrection mean to you? I don’t know, because I am not you. Each of us has to find that understanding for ourselves, and we base that understanding on our own experiences, observations and the wisdom of those who have preceded us. Yes, we are an Easter people, and that is the central tenet of our belief – Jesus is alive and living with us. St. Paul said: “We preach Christ Crucified”, but that is not enough for us! Yes, we DO preach Christ Crucified, but we also preach (by actions as much as words) Christ resurrected! That is why, for us, not only is the tomb empty, but so is the cross! The winter of Christ’s Crucifixion has given way to the spring of his appearing to Mary in the Garden, to the Disciples on the road and in the breaking of the bread in the Eucharist. And what a gift that is, it has been given to us and will never be taken away.


So what does Easter and the resurrection signify to us? I don’t mean to answer the question that I posed earlier, but in the nature of today’s service we also find some direction, some ways in which we are oriented. In Baptism we die to sin, we die with Christ and are buried, only to rise once again to the new life of grace. This is, however, a poor reflection of the ultimate life of grace which we are promised to achieve when we pass through the “grave and gate of [actual] death to our joyful resurrection”, there to come face to face with our Savior and Redeemer.


This winter will come to an end, a joyful spring awaits! “Christ is the same yesterday, today and forever” the author of The Letter to the Hebrews wrote, and he is the constant beacon of our lives, shining out from the now empty cross into the hearts and minds and souls of those who bear witness to his resurrection. Let us live in that hope and that promise of eternal life, let us live in thankful praise of the joy and the gift that we have been given, and let us promise ourselves to be constant in our commitment to live the risen life, however we perceive that to be.


We cannot say it often enough: “Alleluia, Christ is Risen!”

