Resurrection Living: Go and Tell
When children go to bed, they often like to hear their favorite story. “Tell it again,” they’ll say. It doesn’t matter how many times you’ve told it to them before, they still want you to tell it again.

Today the church hears its favorite story. It’s the same story, but we love to hear it told again to us. It’s the story of a great journey and of a faithful God who delivers us: through the Red Sea from slavery to freedom, through the river Jordan from promise to fulfillment, and right through death from the dark tomb out into the bright sunlight and fresh air of new life. On this particular night we remember that the body that was dead—as dead as dry bones in a desert--has been made alive. 

We’ve heard the story a thousand times, but we still go looking for that body in a tomb, where we think dead bodies are supposed to be; and we hear those words we are still trying to get our heads around two thousand years later, “Do not be alarmed; you are looking for Jesus of Nazareth, who was crucified. He has been raised; he is not here.” Most of us, myself included, whether we mean to or not, trust more in the power of death than in the power of God—it’s why we still think to go to the tomb. We all despair sometimes, and we all lose hope that the suffering in our lives and in our world will ever end. But today we are happy to be proven wrong; to celebrate that for God there is no such thing as a totally hopeless case. There is no person or situation that cannot be transformed and redeemed, even the darkest death. Our God is an expert at dealing with chaos, with brokenness, with all the worst we can imagine. God created order out of disorder, cosmos out of chaos, and God can do so always, can do so now—in your life and mine, and in our lives as nations, globally.

But before I get too carried away on the metaphorical implications of resurrection, let me just spend a moment on Jesus’ risen body. The idea of resurrection is hard to understand, admittedly--the first disciples and the Apostle Paul had trouble putting words around it, and they WITNESSED Jesus’ risen body. Since the Enlightenment the more intellectually and emotionally palatable way of thinking of the resurrection is as resuscitation: if you’ve seen the movie Princess Bride, the hero at one point is deemed “mostly dead” which is why a miracle pill can still save him. But this only serves to domesticate the wild power of God to create life out of nothing over and over again--not just in the story of the church but in the personal stories of our lives. 

And we must consider this: what sort of event must have taken place to cause a bunch of first century Jews to talk excitedly about resurrection and claim that it had actually happened? What sort of event must have taken place to cause those early disciples to start declaring that God’s kingdom was now in principal established, that God was pouring out his Spirit, restoring the whole creation to newness of life? It is more than likely that something FORCED them to this. Remember, their hopes had been dashed when Jesus was crucified; most of what they had hoped for obviously hadn’t happened at all—Israel wasn’t liberated, the Romans were still ruling Judea; injustice and oppression were still on the loose. How could they possibly say that the great new day of God had dawned? Something must have happened, and it must have had something to do with Jesus being alive again in his own renewed body. Resurrection means what it says: in plain words, God raised Jesus from the dead. Had he not done so, nobody would have followed Jesus from that day onward. 

What takes us to the edge of language is that Jesus, body and all, seems to have punched through death out on the other side of it. His risen body is no less physical, but it seems to be a kind of new edition. It is God’s promise that our bodies are not just toys that will be thrown away at death, and which we can therefore do whatever we like with now. Nor are they miserable rags, worthless and morally insignificant. The resurrection of the body—for Jesus and for us--asserts that to God our bodies, in all their humanness, are precious and holy—and are inseparable from who we are. What’s more, OUR bodies, like Jesus’, will be given a new edition; they will be renewed and restored at his return. In the meantime, we wait; which is to say, whether we live or die, whether we labor or rest, we are the Lord’s and we wait for the Lord. 

But there is one final part to Easter resurrection that we must give our best efforts to understand. God’s power to bring new life in Jesus’ resurrection was the decisive victory in a cosmic battle: “Death and life have contended,” as the Easter hymn goes. The forces in love with power had done their worst to destroy God’s kingdom in the person of Jesus. The chief thing these forces could do, then as now, is to kill. But over and against the love of power, God’s power of love prevailed. In the death of Jesus, the forces of evil were themselves being judged, were being put to shame, were being decisively rebuked for their arrogance. In the resurrection, Jesus himself, no abstract principle but a human being, is now the Lord of the world. And here’s the kicker: Jesus’ victory over the evil in the world is not something that can be disproved by the continuance of evil to this day. We all know the realities of pain, suffering, and injustice today. But Christ’s victory over these is waiting to be implemented by us! WE are the community that is sent to live out the victory, to embody it, to share it freely and openly. WE ARE EASTER PEOPLE! (When we baptize Adrienne, we mark and celebrate that she is an Easter child, born into an Easter family, the Church. She is marked as Christ’s own forever.) 

Allright preacher, that’s all well and good, but what do Easter people look like?  During the darkest days of apartheid in South Africa, Desmond Tutu, Anglican archbishop of South Africa, used to say the oddest thing to the then president, P.W. Botha. Every day he would call or visit president Botha and tell him that he and the others seeking equality had already won. Now you have to remember: All the “objective” facts were against them—the pass laws, the imprisonments, the teargassing, the massacres, the murder of political activists. And then Archbishop Tutu would do something else very odd: he would invite Botha and the other white South Africans to come and join the winning side. Archbishop Tutu’s confidence, his ultimate trust, was not in the forces of death but in the forces of life. He knew and believed in his bones that Jesus had won the victory, forgiven all the sins, made the world right again in his death and resurrection—that the power of love had conquered the love of power. He lived that victory despite all the evidence that seemed to be to the contrary! 

At the empty tomb, the faithful women are given the charge to GO and TELL with their voices and in their lives. Sin is forgiven. Life has conquered evil and death once and for all. Love is the new law of the land. This is our charge too: Go and Tell.
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