
PRACTICING RESURRECTION

Mark 16:1-8

So now, after we have had our fill of a delicious Easter breakfast and

sung and heard sung and played this beautiful Easter music and reveled in

the sight of these gorgeous Easter lilies and other flowers that decorate our

sanctuary, we hunker down to hear the Easter sermon. Ugh!

I second that emotion. Ugh! After experiencing the lovely tastes,

sights and sounds of Easter, we now find ourselves listening to words,

boring words! Words seem much too mundane for such an occasion as this. I

hesitate to open my mouth anymore.

Plus, I find Easter sermons hard to preach. Good Friday sermons are

much easier, because Good Friday sermons are about suffering and who

among us has not experienced suffering? That theme resonates with people.

Sure some people have more than their fair share of suffering and some less,

but everyone suffers. Everyone can connect to Good Friday.

But Easter sermons? How many of you have experienced a

resurrection? How does one begin to talk about that in a way that folks can

understand? Better to leave resurrection to the artists—the dancers and

musicians and painters.

Sure, all of us have experienced life-giving transformations at various

places in our lives—maybe it was a healing from illness, an emotional

breakthrough or a radical change in life situation which brought a fresh,

vibrant quality to your world. Maybe the best thing to do for an Easter

sermon is go through the congregation with a microphone and invite people

to share their stories of transformation. But if I did that I would get some of

those cynical comments from my children when I get home today like—
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What exactly does that church pay you to do? Ask other people to preach

your sermons for you when you’re not in the mood?

So to keep up appearances, I will not ask you to preach my sermon.

However, I will ask the poet Wendell Berry to preach at least part of my

sermon for me because his poem “Manifesto: The Mad Farmer Liberation

Front” has nourished my spiritually throughout Holy Week, and I hope it

resonates with you. It begins this way:

Love the quick profit, the annual raise,

vacation with pay. Want more

of everything read-made. Be afraid

to know your neighbors and to die.

And you will have a window in your head.

Not even your future will be a mystery

anymore. Your mind will be punched in a card

and shut away in a little drawer.

When they want you

to die for profit they will let you know.

In our world so aptly described by Berry where we so desperately try

to control and are, in turn, controlled, resurrection is a good news that is hard

to understand and therefore to believe in, because resurrection disorients us

and challenges us to loosen our grip. It throws our closed-in world open to

new possibilities. Possibilities that just don’t seem to make sense. The dead

live again! Huh?

One thing I love about Mark’s gospel is that throughout Jesus’ life,

Mark says that Jesus, after working a miracle, would often instruct people
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not to tell anyone what he’d done. The people would then immediately go

and blab it all over town. So now at the end of Mark’s rendition ofJesus’

life, a strange young man dressed in a white robe tells the women that the

greatest miracle of all has just occurred—Jesus has been raised from the

dead—and that the women should go forth and proclaim this good news, but

they don’t tell a soul, because they are rendered speechless by terror and

amazement. Now you have permission. Go tell! But they can’t find their

tongues. Who can blame them? If the dead don’t stay dead, what else that

we thought was true, was real, isn’t true and real? The possibilities are

endless. And how might we live among these new possibilities? Berry

makes some suggestions as he continues:

So, friends, every day do something

that won’t compute. Love the Lord.

Love the world. Work for nothing.

Take all that you have and be poor.

Love someone who does not deserve it.

Denounce the government and embrace

the flag. Hope to live in that free

republic for which it stands.

Give your approval to all you cannot

understand. Praise ignorance, for what man

has not encountered he has not destroyed.

Ask the questions that have no answers.

Invest in the millennium. Plant sequoias.

Say that your main crop is the forest

2—
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that you did not plant,

that you will not live to harvest.

Say that the leaves are harvested

when they have rotted into the mold.

Call that profit. Prophesy such returns.

Put your faith in the two inches of humus

that will build under the trees

every thousand years.

Listen to carrion—put your ear

close, and hear the faint chattering

of the songs that are to come.

Expect the end of the world. Laugh.

Laughter is immeasurable. Be joyful

though you have considered all the facts.

That has officially become one of my favorite quotes—”Be joyful

though you have considered all the facts.” In a world where young men

storm into their schools with guns ablaze and others ambush unsuspecting

police officers and others kill their entire families out of frustration and

despair perhaps because they cannot control their world or wrestle an

adequate meaning from it and others simply live in quiet desperation, the

resurrection throws open the door of possibility to joy, rest and peace even

when the world will not yield itself to please you. In the resurrection, one

finds the space to let it be; to laugh and dance the dance of surrender to what
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is, even though, if you do, those around you will think you’ve gone out of

your mind. Berry finishes now:

Go with your love to the fields.

Lie down in the shade. Rest your head

in her lap. Swear allegiance

to what is nighest your thoughts.

As soon as the generals and the politicos

can predict the motions of your mind,

lose it. Leave it as a sign

to mark the false trail, the way

you didn’t go.

Be like the fox

who makes more tracks than necessary,

some in the wrong direction.

Practice resurrection.




