St Stephen’s Church:  Easter 2 2015

Do you believe that resurrection is possible?
The disciples didn't.  They had experienced death, on Good Friday, and it was devastatingly powerful and overwhelming in its debilitating impact on them.
'We never thought it could end like this!' They had bonded as a group, and felt each other's pains and sadness, and there was a sinking feeling of having been 'let down' - badly!  Who had let them down? Was it one, or more, of their own number? Was it Jesus? Was he just not up to it? - couldn't keep to what he promised? -was that it? Was it God?  In the wake of what was happening to them, was there just nobody you could trust - even God?
And then, there He was. Quietly, even unobtrusively, - no procession, with incense and acolytes, no fuss, no heralding or announcing. There he was.
And you're well familiar with how they knew it was Him - the wounds of his suffering and dying we're still clearly visible in his hands, his feet and his side.   All that devastation of his body, and their hopes, with their sense of betrayal and being let down, had not gone away; but his very aliveness - in the midst of their desolation - joining them behind those doors that were firmly closed 'for fear'- his tangible aliveness didn't in any way cancel out the horrors that had gone before, but his aliveness compelled their attention.  That's what the Gospels show.  That's what we see when we gaze on Jesus. God incarnates in Jesus the anguished pain and the amazed joy of the Passover mystery of death leading to life. It is nothing less than a judgement, for we (yes, alright, with the rest of them ...) did it to Him.  However, it is also a promise -and one upon which we can rest our hopes -for his death, in self-giving love, has changed things; and he leads us, if we will follow, into the hope accomplished by that change. This hope, despite what we had felt, even moments previously, is full of promise
The promise of the paschal mystery of death and resurrection is that it is deeply at the heart of the entire cosmos, and, therefore, death and resurrection is the very 'being' - the Godly essence -of the microcosm that is each of us.  And, strangely, really, after all the blood and let-down, there is laughter, irrepressibly bubbling-up.
Well, it's how we cope with things, isn't it? We laugh, and it presses the re-set button of our  perspective. Laughter helps.
I laughed with the chaplain in Southampton hospital on the night before my operation, back in January.  After she had given me the sacrament - my bread for the journey -she asked how I felt about death.  I responded that I was okay with it, as the entry to really a rather better place, but that Lucinda and I had a few things we'd like to do with children and grandchildren, given a chance - and there were even some things in the church, here, that I'd like to see through properly.  So, I said, we would see what surprises God might have up his almighty sleeve; although, I reminded her, the success rate for these operations was remarkably high.  "Ah well," she said, gently, "I'll see you on the other side."  
I grinned.  In the light of our previous conversation, I couldn't resist it:
 "Well," I said, "I certainly do hope to see you 'on the other side', in due course, but maybe not quite yet? We'll see."
"I meant," she remonstrated with her rather perverse patient,"that I would see you in the recovery room!"  We laughed, and, as you gather, she did see me, alive, and better than I’ve been for some years, in the recovery room.   Humour sets things in perspective, even the prospect of death, which is well capable of being up-staged for us, as for Jesus and the first disciples, by the sheer aliveness of God.  What's the old cliche? - 'You can't keep a good God down!"
As we gather on this Sunday after Easter, the signs of death and life are mixed-up all around us, yes, and within us. So it always will be- for that's how it is with God.
The divine sense of humour keeps to no rules, other than those of recklessly unbounded love ; and the Risen Christ (who is always ahead of us ...) bids us share it with others.
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