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[Background: Theodore Wardlaw, Unnatural Event: Luke 24:1-12, https://www.christiancentury.org/article/2007-03/unnatural-event?code=3rervNH3ukDEnEV4zIbT&utm_source=Christian+Century+Newsletter&utm_campaign=929ba0e7a5-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_SCP_2022-04-11&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_b00cd618da-929ba0e7a5-86340259. Charles Blow, America’s PTSD Pandemic, opinion piece in NYTimes on 4-13-22 (and Star Tribune on 4-15-22): https://www.nytimes.com/2022/04/13/opinion/covid-pandemic-ptsd.html.] 

But He Is Risen

Alleluia!  Christ is risen.  
Christ is risen, indeed.  Alleluia.  

Each of the gospel writers gives us a little different version of that first Easter. 
This morning I read Luke’s telling. 
The women have come to the tomb, spices in hand, ready to finish Jesus’ burial. 
These women, Mary Magdalene, Joanna, Mary the mother of James, and some others, have come together. 
They’d been following Jesus for these few last years, probably even supporting him financially.
He was clearly their teacher, their Lord. 
Instead of finding Jesus body, two men in dazzling clothes find them. 
The verbs here are stunning, big and bold: They were terrified, perplexed. 

“He is not here, but has risen,” the men tell them, adding: “Remember how he told you that on the third day he’d rise again?”
That is what he’d told them. 
But he talked about a lot of things, and they didn’t understand, how could they, really?
No one expected the resurrection.  

We expect Easter Sunday, we pray all through Lent and Holy Week.   
We may travel to be with friends or family.
We prepare music, and print bulletins, and order flowers, and rehearse hymns on the timpani, the trumpet.  
We search out springy outfits even when it’s near freezing.
We plan our dinners and the kids color Easter eggs.  
We expect Easter Sunday, the traditions, in a certain sort of defined, orderly way.  
But we don’t expect resurrection. 

Clearly the rest of the disciples didn’t expect it. 
When the women return, the apostles call it an idle tale, non-sense, garbage even, or words: words not fit for tender ears. 
But Luke is adament to tell us the story beyond the crucifixion. 
The verses just before today’s reading end with at the grave. 
Today’s passage in the greek and many English versions begins with the conjunction we read as But. 
But: It’s such a small conjunction, and so powerful, it can turn the story on a dime, it can change the world. 
There was their savior, their teacher, laid in a grave BUT on the first day of the week….
He is not here, BUT he has risen.
This isn’t what they expected BUT God is doing a new thing, pressing against our expectations. 

Dear ones, it’s been two years since we were in person for Holy Week services and Easter.  
Two years that, in many ways, feel like a life time. 
We’ve welcomed new folks into community and we’ve marked the passing of beloved saints. 
The world groans time and again. 

In a column from the New York Times and Star Tribune this week, 
Charles Blow begins, “COVID cracked us.” 
He continues, “The mass tauma of the pandemic may have actually produced a form of mass psychosis. 
The disruption has cased a societal distress.” 
He writes of our human inclination to be social beings, to gather to celebrate, to gather to mourn, to touch, 
and then Charles Blow comments that “society is aching, grasping, acting out, sometimes violently.”
The violence is startling, isn’t it? 
Startling and yet numbing, we become all too familiar with it, 
desensitived in the saddest, most dangerous sorts of ways. 
Shootings in shopping malls, intense religious violence in Jerusalem, 
the war in Ukraine, acts against humanity that are so egregious we can scarcely take it in. 
How would you have us respond, O God? 

All that, my friends, BUT (did you hear the conjunction? Let me try it again):
All that, BUT God is creating a new heaven and the new earth, 
BUT they shall build houses and inhabit them, 
they shall plant vineyards and eat their fruit. 
All that, BUT Christ is risen. 
All that BUT, and here I’d add AND you will be my witnessess. 

Here’s the tension that those women and the rest of the disciples came to know so well, 
	that we know well: 
the cross is real BUT the new life of Jesus’ resurrection is just as real. 
It’s at the cross where the planet’s destruction and all our sorrows converge,
and it’s in Jesus’ new life where grace meets us, 
where we find our greatest strengthen, 
our courage to go on, 		
to envision a more just way, 
to dare to be part of it. 
Friends, this isn’t a canned, everything-is-rosy-because-Jesus-is-alive. 
But rather, this is an authentic, we can go on, we can breathe, we can live, because Jesus lives in us. 
Resurrection is not a one time event, but a day by day, hour by hour, minute by minute reality. 
Easter new life does’t automatically fix our broken world, 
but it can calm our fears, 
soothe our tender hearts, 
bring us again into community—community we so desperately need, 
and together, in doing all that, the world, is transformed, indeed, we are transformed. 

This Easter we’ve been gathering pictures of people in our community holding up the word Hope. 
Here I’ve got a visual! 
I call it the Easter HOPE project.
As Nan Knutsen invited us into this Easter HOPE project, she was clear, no masks. 
We needed to see one another’s faces. 
She aimed for 50 some photos and instead we received 91, 
spanning continents and hemispheres.
The youngest pictured is at-most a day old, beloved Mira, and the oldest souls are in their mid 90s. 

Those online today will experience the pictures during Holy Communion. 
Those in person can watch them around the church building, or there’s a link in this morning’s email. 
Honestly, I found them profoundly moving. 
They made me smile, even laugh outloud, but they also brought me to tears, to my knees. 
Your faces tell so much, your smiles are big, real, candid, way better than I remember. 

What really gets me though, are the back stories.
An unexpected transition to a care center BUT new life is happening.
Grief and loss that has shaped us forever BUT healing begins and you go on. 
New babies, young children, plenty of joy and pressure BUT we find a way. 
Mental health struggles, the pulls of addiction BUT God is with us, never lets us go.
New love and old love, changing love BUT God’s love is steadfast. 
Chronic health situations, new diagnoses, tired caregivers BUT grace holds us. 
Questions like, Am I enough BUT in God, we are enough, we are already made whole. 
Oh, I could go on! 

Friends, we’re called to witness to the new life of Christ: 
I realize, fully, that sometimes we can’t see this new life in ourselves, 
even when we can see it in someone else. 
Sometimes witnessing will mean smiling in that honest and true way, and holding up your HOPE sign.
Sometimes it will mean finding your voice and speaking your truth, your pain, your passion about the climate or education or refugees or a million other things. 
And sometimes this will mean witnessing the new life present in another. 
That’s what I was doing as I watched the Easter HOPE slideshow: 
I noticed the new life in you. 
I testified to what I am seeing God doing in you and through you. 

Dear friends, BUT HE IS RISEN: this resurrection changes everything. 
May you know the steady power of Christ’s resurrection love.
May love win and justice triumph.
May new life find you this season, right where you are. 
Alleluia!  Christ is Risen.  Christ is risen indeed, Alleluia.  
Amen.  


