EASTER ‘A’ 2011

Matthew 28:1-10

Today is a celebration like few others because it is all about faith.  We believe that Jesus Christ is the promised and long-awaited savior sent by God to make possible for us the difference between eternal death and eternal life, the very most that we humans could ever have hoped for.  The Gospel relates that when Mary came to see the tomb where Jesus the crucified had been buried, an angel of the Lord rolled back the stone, sat upon it, and said, “He is not here, for he has been raised just as he said.”

Once again we lose Lent, which we understand, to gain Easter which is, let’s be honest, impossible to understand.  Easter is about “Now what?”  It is about something that does not make sense that we are compelled to believe.   And not only believe, but proclaim.  And not only proclaim, but live as if it is true … every day, through all of the deaths that we endure.

In his Gospel, Saint Matthew connected extraordinary events of nature with the extraordinary events in the earthly presence of Jesus.  At his Baptism, the heavens were opened and a voice came from them.  At the Transfiguration, a bright cloud cast a shadow over Jesus, Moses, and Elijah, and from the cloud came a voice.  At his death the veil of the Sanctuary was torn in two, the earth quaked, rocks split.  Now, at the tomb, there was a great earthquake, which rolls back the stone.

As we conclude our Lenten observance of the earthly life, passion, and death of Jesus with this celebration of our belief that he rose and saved us, we do so without the sound effects recorded in the Gospel story.

At the same time, we believe that our lives are and will be infinitely much more than we can imagine because of what those first disciples of Jesus experienced on that firs day of the week after Jesus had been crucified, died, and buried.

Wendell Berry, a Kentucky farmer, poet, and philosopher, has a poem which at first may seem strange.  But, as you listen until the end, it puts much of life in proper perspective.  It is titled: Manifesto: The Mad Farmer Liberation Front:

Love the quick profit, the annual raise, vacation with pay.  Want more of everything read-made.  Be afraid to know your neighbors and to die.  And you will have a window in your head.  Not even your future will be a mystery any more.  Your mind will be punched in a card and shut away in a little drawer.  When they want you to buy something, they will call you.  When they want you to die for profit they will let you know.

So, friends, every day do something that won’t compute.  Love the Lord.  Love the world.  Work for nothing.  Take all that you have and be poor.  Love someone who does not deserve it.  Denounce the government and embrace the flag.  Hope to live in that free republic for which it stands.  Give your approval to all you cannot understand. Praise ignorance, for what man has not encountered he has not destroyed.

Ask the questions that have no answers.  Invest in the millennium.  Plant sequoias.  Say that your main crop is the forest that you did not plant, that you will not live to harvest. Say that the leaves are harvested when they have rotted into the mold. Call that profit.  Prophesy such returns.

Put your faith in the two inches of humus that will build under the trees every thousand years.  Listen to carrion – put your ear close, and hear the faint chattering of the songs that are to come.  Expect the end of the world.  Laugh.  Laughter is immeasurable.  Be joyful though you have considered all the facts.  So long as women do not go cheap for power, please women more than men.  Ask yourself: Will this satisfy a woman satisfied to bear a child?  Will this disturb the sleep of a woman near to giving birth?

Go with your love to the fields.  Lie down in the shade.  Rest your head in her lap.  Swear allegiance to what is nighest your thoughts.  As soon as the generals and the politicos can predict the motions of your mind, lose it.  Leave it as a sign to mark the false trail, the way you didn’t go.  Be like the fox who makes more tracks than necessary, some in the wrong direction.  Practice resurrection.  (End of poem.)

Practice resurrection, not because we can raise ourselves out of death but because then we are able to recognize that we are being raised to a new way of life by some unknown power or presence.  Practicing resurrection is about giving in to that unknown presence.

When Jesus was resurrected, he was a transformed being.  He was freed from space and time.  His spirit became the spirit of the whole cosmos.  The future of the world became the future of God.

There is no longer a clear separation between God and humans, between heaven and earth.  Christ is all in all.

The cracks in the universe still remain; chance is still interspersed with natural laws; random acts of violence and unexpected mutations continue.

But the war is won, the Godly future is assured!

