Easter 2010.  Luke 24:1-12. “Got Rhythm?” 

But on the first day of the week, at early dawn, they came to the tomb, taking the spices that they had prepared. 2They found the stone rolled away from the tomb, 3but when they went in, they did not find the body. 4While they were perplexed about this, suddenly two men in dazzling clothes stood beside them. 5The women were terrified and bowed their faces to the ground, but the men said to them, “Why do you look for the living among the dead? He is not here, but has risen. 6Remember how he told you, while he was still in Galilee, 7that the Son of Man must be handed over to sinners, and be crucified, and on the third day rise again.” 8Then they remembered his words, 9and returning from the tomb, they told all this to the eleven and to all the rest. 10Now it was Mary Magdalene, Joanna, Mary the mother of James, and the other women with them who told this to the apostles. 11But these words seemed to them an idle tale, and they did not believe them. 12But Peter got up and ran to the tomb; stooping and looking in, he saw the linen cloths by themselves; then he went home, amazed at what had happened.
INTRODUCTION: Many of you know that I took a group from Gloria Dei to Israel a month ago…  As I mentioned last Sunday, one of the most moving parts of that trip for me was probably visiting the Church of the Holy Sepulcher… The traditional site where Jesus died and was rose from the dead…  Calvary rock…Reach through a portal…(Don’t want people chipping it away!)  Tomb… kneel at the bench…  We asked our guide, how do you know that this is really the spot?  

‘Archeologically, we know early Christians were already coming here to worship before 200A.D., even when to do so was punishable by death – “Death did not deter them.”  That’s good enough for me…’

But here’s the other thing I want to mention about that place: The crowds… from every country… some praying…in every language… some crying… some touching… some kissing… some taking photographs…  Some, most pushing!  I took an elbow from a large nun, determined to get in front of me… that’s still bruised! March madness…

Just like that first Easter… lots of different motivations… some weeping… some snapping photos… some laughing… Pushing and shoving… And here we are today, a crowd of all sorts… Praying… hoping…  some wondering… Some of you are just trying to stay awake. Resurrection, smesurrection, we hear the same old thing every year. Just like that first Easter, just like that crowd at the Church of the Holy Sepulcher, just like the crowd this morning…  a motley group of motivations, meaning, and meanderings…
I brought along a metronome this morning to help me illustrate the different attitudes that people have on Easter morning as we look at the Bible account…

You all know what a metronome does… musicians use them to keep the beat… a learning tool… fast… slow… beats per minute…

POINT 1: Slow…  (Metronome on slow.)
Mary Magdalene… her friend, her savior had died… she rose early, along with other women to pay their respects… but she had to be heavy hearted…

Some of you are here with heavy hearts…

Some of you have loved ones in Iraq, Afghanistan…

Apart from the resurrection, history is the meaning-less account of humans fighting amongst themselves.

Like Mary Magdalene, the beat is slow, certainly not up, not an upbeat, but dragging…

(Metronome on slow.) The slow tick tock of he lived, he died, she lived, she died, he lived, he died, was shaken up by the power of God raising Jesus from the dead, the first…

POINT 2: Medium…  (Metronome on medium.)
Can’t put Peter’s tempo too fast… He’s nicknamed “The Rock” after all… (Peter – ran…  slower… forgiveness possible?  After all, he denied even knowing Jesus three times… did Peter really want to meet Jesus again?  Yes, probably…)

We’re all in need of forgiveness… We all struggle with shame, regret, sin…

Media – calls all those things, mistakes… well yeah they’re mistakes, but worse, their sins… ‘No one’s business… between me and my wife… or between me and my investors… the emphasis is upon me, I, my…’

Sinned against God…  And Peter, the rock, denied knowing his friend, his teacher, his Lord, not once, not twice, but three times… 3 strikes you’re out… lock ‘em up…

The resurrection is God’s yes to the cross – that what Jesus did on the cross, God affirms, God rejoices, God says, “Amen.”  And that cross means at the center of all is love that’s beyond fierce, beyond forever, and for you…  Hope for forgiveness…

Father Greg Boyle, a Jesuit priest who works with gang members in East Los Angeles. Father Boyle has put together a team of physicians trained in laser technology of tattoo removal. The team is part of a program that takes the tattoos off ex-gang members and wipes the slate clean. For many, it’s as crucial a service as it’s merciful.

To a former gang member, the gang tattoo fosters the attitude that the gang’s claim on that person’s life is permanent. It is a mark of ownership as much as identity. The process of tattoo removal is extremely painful. Patients describe the laser procedure as feeling like hot grease on their skin. Yet the waiting list grows of those who will put up with whatever pain it takes to be transformed, to receive a new identity. 

Like a new identity, forgiveness doesn’t come cheap…  Work…  Costs someone… And this morning, we celebrate the fact that through God’s work on the cross – there’s a depth of mercy that overcomes all separation, sin, shame – we call it grace.  (Metronome on medium.) And that’s what Peter experienced as he ran slowly to the tomb, his tempo picked up, his life picked up… Christ is risen…

And you?
POINT 3: Very slow or stopped. (Metronome of very slow.)
Notice that in our Gospel, Saint Luke calls the disciples “apostles” in Luke 24:10.   Technically, they were still disciples, still students, still in the learning phase.  They had not yet really become the “Sent Ones.” Not yet.  Apostle = sent ones.

Yet Luke calls them apostles, and it’s not difficult to appreciate how funny that is… Because these so-called “Sent Ones” were apparently huddled together in hiding.   They were not going anywhere or doing anything or proclaiming any message.   They were silent.   They were not sent, they were stuck.   

Maybe there’s a person here or two, that’s stuck.  They’re not disciples – they haven’t really, really inquired into faith… certainly not captivated, captured by this message…not apostles, sent ones…

For those early disciples, Jesus shows up…  Pace quickens.  (Metronome to faster.) Changes their world, gives them a reason, grants them endurance, joy…They didn’t need to learn about fact, but to come face to face.  They didn’t need to learn another idea, but to meet a person.  They didn’t need to figure it all out, but a relationship…

Closing: Old joke… Three men were asked what they would like heard said about them at their funeral… 

The one said, ‘I hope they say, he was a wonderful doctor, who was able to bring hope and healing to many people, great in his field…’

The other man said, ‘I hope they say, he was a great teacher, he inspired generations and his family loved him…’

The third man smiled and said, ‘At my funeral, I hope they say—hey, look, he’s moving!’
(Metronome to medium.) The beat of life goes tick, tock, tick, tock… He lived, he died.  She lived, she died.  And into that monotonous cadence of one, two, life, death, Jesus came to bring life eternal, forgiveness, and joy, life, energy… May you come to know His mercy in a personal and powerful way…  Amen. 

