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I bid you warm welcome to St. Edmund’s this Easter Sunday and am surely glad
you can be with us. There’s the story of a fellow who had been looking for a church but
found most too preachy for his taste. He turned up at an Episcopal Church one Sunday in
Lent, and so, it being Lent, the service began with all the people saying: “We confess that
we have sinned against You in thought, word and deed, by what we have done and by
what we have left undone....” At which point the man was so excited he called out:
“Hey, I've finally found my crowd!”

St. Patrick’s Day was this past week. Word comes of a train traveling from
Londonderry to Dublin. A Dublin soccer team was in the first car, and just out of
Londonderry the coach burst into the second car in some agitation and said, “Is there,
pray God, a Roman Catholic priest aboard?” Everybody looked around for a biretta but
there was, alas, no priest, and the coach shuffled back into the first car. It wasn’t long
before he was back, yet more agitated, and says “Do we have an Anglican vicar
aboard...tell me please, we 've got ourselves a vicar!” Everybody looked around for a
white dog collar, but there was, alas, no vicar aboard. The coach started to shuffle back
to the first car. Sensing the urgency, an American voice pipes up and says “Wait, I'm a
Baptist minister! Maybe I can help!” The coach pauses for a moment and thanks the
man all the same and continues walking back toward the first car. The American was a
bit offended and said, “Hold on there, I'm every bit as much a clergyman as any vicar!”
“Aye, me good fella, that ye are,” said the coach, “But we be in need of a corkscrew!”

Today we need a corkscrew to un-tap the bottle and celebrate! The resurrection
of Jesus does not easily submit to reasonable discourse on Easter Sunday, and sometimes
about the best you can do anyway is throw a party. Christianity is certainly reasonable,
but it also affirms transcendence well beyond proof texts, where love, commitment, duty,
honesty and all of the best dimensions of reality reside.

The Gospel accounts of the resurrection in Matthew, Mark, Luke and John are
written, as the Gospel of John tells us, for testimony and witness:* Ther e wer e many
othersi gns that Jesus worked..that are not reco
so that you may believe that Jesus is the Christ, the Son of God, and that believing this
you may have | if &ohh20:8081)gh Hi s Name.”

The Gospel reports are not history as 21* Century historians write history...there
are discrepancies in these accounts which no one ever bothered to harmonize because
harmony wasn’t the point.

1 InJohn’s Gospel, Mary Magdalene alone is mentioned arriving at the empty
tomb. In Mark, it is Mary Magdalene, Mary mother of James, and Salome, in
Luke, it is Mary Magdalene, Joanna, Mary the mother of James, and the other
women, numbering at least five and quite possibly more.

1 In Matthew’s Gospel there are guards at the tomb, but no mention of this at all is
made in any of the other Gospels.



1 There is one angel in the tomb in Matthew’s Gospel, and a man in the tomb in
Mark’s version. There are two men in the tomb in Luke’s gospel, and two angels
in the tomb in St. John’s Gospel.

Yet these very discrepancies enhance, rather than diminish, the importance of
these accounts. If there had been a conspiracy among the disciples to perpetuate a hoax
regarding Jesus’ resurrection, surely they would have cleaned up these messy stories.

And no one trying to make a persuasive case for anything in first century
Palestine would have chosen women as their witnesses. Women were not considered
credible, their testimony was inadmissible in court, they were of secondary status and
without voice. When the women in Luke’s Gospel report their amazing find to the
disciples, the Gospel says:* The words seemed to the
not believe t h &au chdse the in-credible to be first witnesses of resurrection.

If these words seemed to the first disciples an idle tale we shouldn’t be surprised
if they strike us that way initially. Not all of the first followers of Jesus came to believe
in Him at the same time or in the same way. Thomas is quite reluctant, the two travelers
on the road to Emmaus experience a slow dawning. Most require someone to explain the
Scriptures to them before the pieces of the puzzle fit together. St. Paul gets a late but
genuine private vision,

None of us will journey at the same pace or in the same way to belief in Jesus and
His counter-intuitive, un-provable, transformational resurrection. My own faith began to
gel in college, and didn’t have much to do with the resurrection of Jesus, truth be told.
My faith found catalyst in the increasing awareness that, for all the beauty of cosmology
and Darwinian evolution and the intricacies of biology, these things did not fully explain
the arts and humanities to which | was most drawn...or ideas of liberty and freedom and
ethical order; of love, honesty, duty and commitment. It was only later that the
resurrection of Jesus began to make sense, rather like a long viewed Tamayo or Picasso.

The ways | observed faith at work in the lives of those I loved also mattered. My
maternal grandmother liked to play cards which wasn’t permitted by her childhood faith,
so she left and became a high Methodist, attending church every Sunday but rarely
speaking of her faith. She was taciturn and private about such matters.

My grandmother was also deeply and painfully afraid of dying, and this fear
pressed on her more and more as she aged. None of us are sanguine at the thought of our
own demise, but my grandmother’s anxiety was at the high end of the meter. At eighty-
three she experienced heart failure and was rushed into surgery, where, they tell us, she
died and was resuscitated. My grandmother had a near-death experience...an out-of-the-
body experience...which she couldn’t explain and of which she spoke to me precisely
once. She had awakened, she said, in a brilliant meadow where she was joined by Christ,
who took her hand, and they walked together for some while. She was given a choice,
she said, to come back or not, and woke in the ICU. My grandmother lost all fear of
death, lived with remarkable joy for another twelve years, passing peacefully at ninety-
five.

I don’t know precisely what happened for my grandmother, or for the women at
the tomb, or for the disciples, or for the five-hundred who saw the risen Lord at one time,
or for St. Paul; but somethingdid. “* Bl essed are those who
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come t o Jebueshys ieJoha’s Gospel, and I guess I am one of those, and I am
blessed by the belief | have come to have.

I don’t know about you, but I slam my first cup of morning coffee, and when I'm
sitting on my back porch making my morning prayers, | notice that the cup stays hot after
the coffee is gone...the porcelain has been infused with the heat of the coffee.

Our Gospel accounts weren’t written in the cool of reason...they are accounts of
people full of God who had absorbed the fire and needed to transmit the heat. They
wished our cups also to be full with God, the porcelain of our human lives absorbing the
energy and grace of Christ’s presence. Our part today is to open to that presence, feel the
heat, uncork the bottle, and have a celebration! Amen. GFW+



