
Easter Sermon  
20 April 2014 
Christ is risen! 
He is risen indeed! 
Here we are, gathered this morning with hope, after walking the 
long journey of Lent and Holy Week, when we have reflected on our 
encounters with God, with each other and with ourselves, and been 
open to new experiences.  
It has been a difficult walk at times, and there have been poignant 
moments. For me, my mother's death was a big part of Lent, and 
there is now a big, mum shaped hole, as well as warm memories, 
times of joy and laughter as well as sorrow.  
On Maundy Thursday, we shared a meal here, recalling our Hebrew 
and Christian forebears, then we stripped the church of all colour, 
and texture, leaving one candle alight, for people to pray through 
the night. 
On Good Friday at our 10am service I wept, moved, as the children 
scattered rose petals on the cross. I knelt beside the cross, crying, 
deeply involved in Jesus death. 
On Friday, I was also there when Tri Nguyen walked into Canberra 
after his long pilgrimage from Melbourne carrying a replica of the 
boat he travelled in to arrive in Australia in the 1980s. He walked to 
say thank you to Australia for providing him and his father and sister 
with a place of refuge. His 100 year old mother was there to meet 
him yesterday. It was a day of hospitality, gratitude, love, and being 
real, on the day we also remember Jesus' death. 
And now we are here, gathered today to celebrate the resurrection 
of Jesus. This event does not stand alone. It is tied to all the events 
that have gone before. Jesus was born, lived, and died, before he 
rose again. His life is what gives substance to his death and 
resurrection. His new life is what gives hope to the path we tread.. 
that the one who welcomed, healed, loved, forgave, is present even 
now. 
The wounded, bruised, abused, scarred one is here, whole, with his 
wounds so there is hope. 
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At 6am this morning I sang,  
'Sing of the hope, deeper than dying, Sing of the pow'r stronger 
than death. Sing of the love endless as heaven, dawning 
throughout the earth. 
Christ be our light! Shine in our hearts. Shine through the darkness, 
Christ be our light! Shine in your church gathered today.' 
My heart rejoices even though I don't pretend to understand the 
mystery of resurrection. I hold on, in faith, because of what I have 
witnessed and what I have encountered in my life. 
The poem 'The Beginning of Wisdom' by Linda Richardson, 
expresses something of my sense of all this, and the need to rest in 
the mystery without explaining it all. She writes: 
After we have plucked him out of mystery, 
named, labelled and pinned him to the wall 
of our institutions, 
after we have plundered infinity, 
quantified, analysed and recorded it on 
acres of dead tree, 
after we have divested faith 
of every shred of uncertainty, 
now stating that wild nature belongs to only us, 
it seems that our gut-longing lurches 
when we feel His breath in the nape. 
The length and breadth of awe and wonder. 
The height and depth of love and peace. 
The vestigial chill shudders our spine, 
And we watch 
all the riches of our mind 
take flight in a slow arc 
as we fall with arms flung wide 
into the Great Abyss. 
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“The Beginning of Wisdom,” an unpublished poem by Linda Richardson, artist and hospice 
volunteer, Cambridge, UK. 
'fall with arms flung wide into the Great Abyss.' Over  
Lent, Sarah Bachelard, and before that Chris Lewis have been 
talking about 'undergoing God', letting go and allowing God to carry 
us through all this, without trying to control, or even understand. 
Michael Leunig, prophet of our time, suggests that for us it is like 
this: 
That which is Christ-like within us shall 
be crucified. It shall suffer and be broken. 
And that which is Christ-like within us 
shall rise up. It shall love and create. 
I have been sitting with this poem through Lent. I know the suffering 
and brokenness, and I know the rising up, the loving and creating, 
all in the same breath sometimes. 
Here today we hear of Christ's body, a resurrected body, bearing 
the scars of life. 
Loader suggests:  
'The event means vindication of Jesus by God and so takes us back 
onto what Jesus said and taught. This Jesus had been raised, had 
been raised first of all, and, as follows later in the chapter, has a 
role to exercise and a commission to give. That commission, in turn, 
directs attention to the ministry and teaching of Jesus as the good 
news. 
Loader continues: 
'Resurrection is not a departure from God's way with us as 
demonstrated during the ministry of Jesus, as if that had been an 
exceptional episode and not characteristic of God, but an 
affirmation that this is the way God was and is. Resurrection does, 
of course, entail reversal, but we need to guard against too much 
being reversed as if God (and Christ) have now reversed out of 
lowliness and compassion and as if what matters now is to glorify 
the might and power of the divine. The one who meets us is the one 
who carries in his being the marks of his passion and the being and 
becoming to go with it.' loader 
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wwwstaff.murdoch.edu.au/~loader/MtEaster.htm 
'The one who meets us is the one who carries in his being the 
marks of his passion and the being and becoming to go with it.' 
In Canberra, we celebrate Easter in the middle of Autumn, in the 
middle of perfect weather and spectacular colour: burnt orange, 
vibrant yellow, deep pink, rusty red. Trees  are shedding their 
leaves, with style. They pull in their energy, and appear dead. At the 
same time, the summer heat has well and truly left us, and there is 
new grass, bulbs shooting, red baby eucalyptus leaves opening. In 
the midst of death, we see new life.  
Christine Valters Paintner writes that 'the autumn leaves changing 
colors are actually reverting to their original hue as chlorophyll is 
gradually blocked. As the trees begin to pull energy inward for the 
coming hibernation of winter, the chlorophyll in the leaves 
decreases and the vibrant shades we witness are the tree's true 
colour. As autumn continues, as we celebrate the Easter mystery, 
we are called ... to become more truly who we already are'. 
http://www.patheos.com/Resources/Additional-Resources/
Invitations-of-Autumn.html 
Our challenge is to live resurrection, to live the mystery, to be ' a 
sign of wholeness to this broken world', as the prayer book 
suggests. 
The cross, instrument of torture, is empty. The womb/tomb, place of 
darkness and transformation is also empty. 
So now come out to the light and be amazed. Be met. Be loved. 
Turn to God who calls to us and is already here and waiting to 
welcome us home. 
Susanna Pain April 20 2014 
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