alone!

Anne Lamott in her best-selling book,
Traveling Mercies, describes her experi-
ence with the Living and Resurrected Jesus
in this way. For her Easter did not so much
burst into her life either, but rather it slowly
crept in, like dawn into the darkness,
despite her doubts, despite her confusion.
As aself-described vagabond agnostic,
loose-woman, searching for something,
searching in the darkness for the light, she
writes:

On the seventh night, though I was
very drunk and just about to take a
sleeping pill ... I got in bed, shaky and
sad and too wild to have another drink
or take a sleeping pill. I had a cigarette
and turned off the light. After a while,
as I lay there, I became aware of some-
one with me, hunkered down in the
corner, and I just assumed it was my
father, whose presence I had felt over
the years when I was frightened and
alone. The feeling was so strong that 1
actually turned on the light for a mo-
ment to make sure no one was there—of
course, there wasn t. But after a while,
in the dark again, I knew beyond any
doubt that it was Jesus, I felt him as
surely as I feel my dog lying nearby as 1
write this.

And I'was appalled. I thought about
my life and my brilliant, hilarious,
progressive friends; I thought about
what everyone would think of me if I
became a Christian, and it seemed an
utterly impossible thing that simply

could not be allowed to happen. 1
turned to the wall and said out loud, “I
would rather die.”

But one week later I went back to
church, I was so hung over that [
couldn t stand up for the songs, and this
time I stayed for the sermon, which I
Just thought was ridiculous, like some-
one trying to convince me of the exist-
ence of extraterrestrials, but the last
song was so deep and raw and pure that
I could not escape. It was as if the
people were singing in between the
notes, weeping and joyful at the same
time, and I felt like their voices or
something was rocking me in its bosom,
holding me like a scared kid, and |
opened up that feeling—and it washed
over me.

1 began to cry and left before the
benediction, and I raced home and felt
a presence running along with me, and 1
walked down the dock past dozens of
potted flowers, under a sky as blue as
one of God's own dreams, and I opened
the door to my houseboat, and I stood
there a minute, and then I hung my
head and said... I quit.” Itook a long
deep breath and said out loud. “All
right, You can come in.”

So this was my beautiful moment of
conversion.

And here in dust and dirt, O here,

The lilies of His love appear...1t is
Easter!

John 20 give us an Easter that seems to
fit each one of us. It gives us an Easter

that can go back home with us when we
leave here this morning. Because, you see,
if Easter’s joy and proclamation required
the blare of trumpets, the thunder of pipe
organs, and the shining brightness of white
banners and vestments—if that type of
setting were the only place where Easter
could thrive—then who among us could
take that back home with us? For most of
us wake up many mornings “while it is still
dark,” and we’re not sure we can outrun
the shadows.

That’s why John 20 gives us good
news we can live by and also live with.
Because somewhere in the shadows of
your life and my life, a truly risen Savior is
lurking, bursting with new life. Itis here.
Itisnow. He is here, now. And he knows
each of our names. No matter how deep
the darkness of our life may seem, no
matter how dark the deeds we have done,
listen for that voice calling our name.
Because he is calling. Listen. Listen for
that voice. Listen. Allow him to take hold
of us, knowing that he will walk beside us
every step of the way. Youand I can
never fully grasp the resurrection, but we
can allow the resurrection to grasp us. Itis
Easter! Amen.
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Waiting in the dark can seem like an
eternity before the dawn’s first light,
particularly this is true if it is the first night
we’ve tried to sleep after a divorce or the
death of a beloved spouse or a child;
especially if we have just heard the news
of alife-threatening illness or have been
given severance pay in a job the day
before or failed an important test or our
boards or failed to get the job or the
college of our choice and for thousands of
mothers and fathers who are not sure from
where the next meal for their children will
come or the next bomb. We toss. We
turn. We walk the floor. We sigh deeply,
waiting for the light.

Here in John’s account of the beginning
of Easter. There are no trumpets blown, no
grand pipe organ played, pulling out all the
stops,no dancers of jubilation. InJohn’s
account, this Easter morning begins while
it is still dark. And what is more the
Scripture says that it begins on the first day
of'the week, that is, the first day of the
Jewish work week, the first day when
Israel, including the disciples of Jesus, is
attempting to get back to normal after a
particularly bloody weekend.

Easter may lead to the light, but it
begins in the darkness, in a desperate
attempt to restore life to normal, to get
back to business as usual, trying to make
sense of life by just doing the next thing in
our ordinary day.

This is all Mary is doing—paying her
respects, going to Jesus’ tomb to convince
herselfit was all true. It was still dark,

very dark as she tried to find enough light
to pick her way to the tomb. It is not clear
in John’s Gospel what she intended to do
once she got there, but we suspect that it
was simply to mourn, to weep for a hope
that once had been, for a beloved friend
and mentor who had died.

But even from a distance she knew
something was wrong. She could smell
damp earth, cold rock from inside. Some-
one had moved the stone! Her fear even
before she entered the tomb was that
someone had taken him away—God knew
where—to a steep cliff, to the town dump.
His body was all she had left and now it,
too, was gone. It was dark, very dark
indeed.

So Mary ran and brought two of the
others back with her. Simon Peter is the
first to dare to enter the dank, darkness of
the tomb. He sees it is empty and then
John leaves a curious detail for us—the
grave clothes are still there and neatly
folded. Ifthe body was stolen, whoever
heard of a neat burglar? Burglaries are
messy, stuff scattered and strewn every-
where. No time to tidy up. They might be
caught.

John wants his readers to be very clear
that the body of Jesus was not stolen. And
then in verse 8 we read that the other
disciple, the one whom Jesus loved,
believed. Did he believe that Jesus had
been raised from the dead by the miracu-
lous power of God? 1don’t think so
because verse 9 makes it clear that these
two disciples didn’t yet understand that

resurrection was a possibility—much less
believe it. Perhaps, they simply “believed”
the truth of Mary’s report (there is no
body there) or maybe they had come to
believe that something very mysterious,
very strange was going on. This was no
grave robbery.

In any event whatever tentative conclu-
sions these two drew at that moment, they
are reported as simply going back home—
no emotion, no confusion, no curiosity
reported, just going back home to their
ordinary lives, back to business as usual,
back to the sweet, anesthetizing reassur-
ance of the mundane and the everyday, the
predictable and the stable, leaving Mary to
weep alone. Ifthey had tried to lead her
away, she refused them. She was like an
abandoned sheep that had lost its Shep-
herd, staying rooted to the last place he
had been without the least idea of what to
do next.

Even angels couldn’t soften her resolve.
They were there when she summoned her
courage to look inside the tomb, sitting
where he had lain. “Why are you weep-
ing?” they asked her. “They have taken
away my Lord,” she answered them, “and
I do not know where they have laid him.”
And no matter how much higher in the
horizon the sun had crept by this point in
the story, the overwhelming darkness in
her life still persisted.

In this desperate state of grief, she
leaves the tomb and bumps into the
gardener without ever seeing him, being
blinded by her tears. His only value to her

was that he might know the answer to her
question, “Sir, if you have carried him
away, tell me where you have laid him, and
I'will take him away.”

And this, my friends, is where
Easter begins: in darkness and lament,
in confusion and in the shadow of
death, in our ordinary, mundane lives.

It comes when we least expect it.

“Mary,” he said to her, and she turned
to stare at him. “Rabbouni!” she cried, “my
Teacher.”

“Do not hold on to me, but go and tell
the disciples that  am returning to my
Father and your Father, to my God and
your God.” Indeed he was on his way to
God, and taking the whole world with him!

Itis Easter. God has come into our
ordinary days—into the darkness of
death...The Lord is my Shepherd, I shall
not want. Even though I walk through
the valley of the shadow of death, I will

fear no evil for thou are with me.”

It is Easter. God has come into our
ordinary days. ..into the shadow of our
confusion...Peace I leave with you, my
peace I give to you.

Itis Easter. God has come into our
ordinary days. . .into the sorrows of this
sad world...Do not let your hearts be
troubled, and do not let them be afraid.

It seems to me that in these gospel
details, a claim is being made. That claim
is that Easter has something to do with the
ordinary, the darkness before the dawn,
the assurance of the Living Christ in our
midst, the assurance that we do not walk




<<
  /ASCII85EncodePages false
  /AllowTransparency false
  /AutoPositionEPSFiles true
  /AutoRotatePages /All
  /Binding /Left
  /CalGrayProfile (Dot Gain 20%)
  /CalRGBProfile (sRGB IEC61966-2.1)
  /CalCMYKProfile (U.S. Web Coated \050SWOP\051 v2)
  /sRGBProfile (sRGB IEC61966-2.1)
  /CannotEmbedFontPolicy /Warning
  /CompatibilityLevel 1.4
  /CompressObjects /Tags
  /CompressPages true
  /ConvertImagesToIndexed true
  /PassThroughJPEGImages true
  /CreateJDFFile false
  /CreateJobTicket false
  /DefaultRenderingIntent /Default
  /DetectBlends true
  /ColorConversionStrategy /LeaveColorUnchanged
  /DoThumbnails false
  /EmbedAllFonts true
  /EmbedJobOptions true
  /DSCReportingLevel 0
  /EmitDSCWarnings false
  /EndPage -1
  /ImageMemory 1048576
  /LockDistillerParams false
  /MaxSubsetPct 100
  /Optimize true
  /OPM 1
  /ParseDSCComments true
  /ParseDSCCommentsForDocInfo true
  /PreserveCopyPage true
  /PreserveEPSInfo true
  /PreserveHalftoneInfo false
  /PreserveOPIComments false
  /PreserveOverprintSettings true
  /StartPage 1
  /SubsetFonts true
  /TransferFunctionInfo /Apply
  /UCRandBGInfo /Preserve
  /UsePrologue false
  /ColorSettingsFile ()
  /AlwaysEmbed [ true
  ]
  /NeverEmbed [ true
  ]
  /AntiAliasColorImages false
  /DownsampleColorImages true
  /ColorImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /ColorImageResolution 300
  /ColorImageDepth -1
  /ColorImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeColorImages true
  /ColorImageFilter /DCTEncode
  /AutoFilterColorImages true
  /ColorImageAutoFilterStrategy /JPEG
  /ColorACSImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /ColorImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /JPEG2000ColorACSImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /JPEG2000ColorImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /AntiAliasGrayImages false
  /DownsampleGrayImages true
  /GrayImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /GrayImageResolution 300
  /GrayImageDepth -1
  /GrayImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeGrayImages true
  /GrayImageFilter /DCTEncode
  /AutoFilterGrayImages true
  /GrayImageAutoFilterStrategy /JPEG
  /GrayACSImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /GrayImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /JPEG2000GrayACSImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /JPEG2000GrayImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /AntiAliasMonoImages false
  /DownsampleMonoImages true
  /MonoImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /MonoImageResolution 1200
  /MonoImageDepth -1
  /MonoImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeMonoImages true
  /MonoImageFilter /CCITTFaxEncode
  /MonoImageDict <<
    /K -1
  >>
  /AllowPSXObjects false
  /PDFX1aCheck false
  /PDFX3Check false
  /PDFXCompliantPDFOnly false
  /PDFXNoTrimBoxError true
  /PDFXTrimBoxToMediaBoxOffset [
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
  ]
  /PDFXSetBleedBoxToMediaBox true
  /PDFXBleedBoxToTrimBoxOffset [
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
  ]
  /PDFXOutputIntentProfile ()
  /PDFXOutputCondition ()
  /PDFXRegistryName (http://www.color.org)
  /PDFXTrapped /Unknown

  /Description <<
    /FRA <>
    /ENU (Use these settings to create PDF documents with higher image resolution for improved printing quality. The PDF documents can be opened with Acrobat and Reader 5.0 and later.)
    /JPN <FEFF3053306e8a2d5b9a306f30019ad889e350cf5ea6753b50cf3092542b308000200050004400460020658766f830924f5c62103059308b3068304d306b4f7f75283057307e30593002537052376642306e753b8cea3092670059279650306b4fdd306430533068304c3067304d307e305930023053306e8a2d5b9a30674f5c62103057305f00200050004400460020658766f8306f0020004100630072006f0062006100740020304a30883073002000520065006100640065007200200035002e003000204ee5964d30678868793a3067304d307e30593002>
    /DEU <>
    /PTB <>
    /DAN <>
    /NLD <>
    /ESP <>
    /SUO <>
    /ITA <>
    /NOR <>
    /SVE <>
  >>
>> setdistillerparams
<<
  /HWResolution [2400 2400]
  /PageSize [612.000 792.000]
>> setpagedevice


