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So it says at the top of my file on my computer.
Easter 2021
I read it again and shake my head

Did we think we’d ever get here?


It’s been a year and 12 days since the day I was ordained 2 days early over Zoom to beat the lock down.  And now a full year and 12 days later we are finally poking our heads out of our mulched beds of isolation like so many hopeful crocuses craving the light.
 
What do we see? 
What do we need?
Who are we now?

It occurs to me that perhaps we are more like meerkats then crocuses. Those gopher like creatures often at children’s zoos that poke their heads up out of the ground here and there only to duck down again and reemerge somewhere else

So here we are poking our heads out of our dens to take a look
at the dawn of a new horizon, only to have to pop down again  
at news of a new surge.

What is this?
Some global game of celestial whack a mole?

No worries, We whisper to each other down below in the safety of our pod…the uptick is only in Brazil, 
or 
the cases are rising only in Texas where they don’t wear masks 
or  
it’s that new South Africa variant 
or 
I think the schools are closed only in Guilford….Not here.
Middletown is still in the orange... I think.
And we pop our heads up again.
Oops red again!

So..yes.  It is Easter again and as we stand hesitantly in our doorways and begin to venture out in the light of Easter AND as we stand hesitantly in the doorways to our sanctuaries ready to venture back in to the building.

What do we see?
How do we feel?
What do we need?
Who are we, really ?
And how will we come to understand and metabolize what has happened in the past year?

Like me do any of you imagine you may feel some weird kind of survivor’s shame or guilt come summer?  As we attempt to shake off all the embarrassing vulnerabilities we felt in 2020  and half of 2021? We will want to shake the memory of this vulnerability clear off like a dog shaking off water and mud after a swim in a pond.
Phew...well... that's over!
We will meet on the street and hug and shrug eager to shake off the brushes with death that came too close in 2020.

And we may be tempted to think:
Was that all some kind of bad dream? 
Is it possible that it was all a little exaggerated?
Were we ever really all that vulnerable?
Was it necessary to be that cautious?
And who can we blame?
And in 20 years people will call it a conspiracy?

I mean really…
All the digging down into ourselves and burrowing into our isolated pods: 
Home schooling and Zoom meetings and no Eucharist at all:
Might it all have been an over reaction?

We will want to fend off the uncomfortable awareness of our own vulnerability. That we are not in control.

This is the same sort of reaction that makes us back away from other people who have been very ill or have had death get right into bed with them. In spite of our best intentions, we recoil from their vulnerability, from seeing them caught at the mercy of circumstances while we’ve been out there pulling up our bootstraps and being self determining. 

But this year it’s our own vulnerability we have had to face.
We were caught at the mercy of circumstances, pinned to our pods by a bat virus.
And my guess is we will want to forget this experience. We won’t want to remember the truth of what we saw: 
that in fact we are all vulnerable
We have always been vulnerable
But it has been revealed in an embarrassingly long GLOBALLY revealing apocalyptic  moment that our whole world is vulnerable.

And I can imagine many of us wanting to deny this, looking around and thinking:
Maybe we really weren’t  as vulnerable as we were all made to feel.
I mean Look at us.
We are FINE!!!
Maybe the problem was just fear itself, right?

I know people who feel this way and there are moments when I feel this way too.

I don’t like realizing I AM vulnerable or worse, that my kids are vulnerable.

I’d rather be Clint Eastwood riding in to the OK corral in spurs and a collar, able to fend for myself and protect  the people I love 
which now includes all of you: 
Confident, impervious, a bit pissed off at those over-cautious authorities: 
mayors and governors and bishops  
keeping the church closed past when it was absolutely necessary.
Keeping me away from my God given independence and self determination and liberty! 

I’d rather be like Peter standing on his rock determined to reopen his church. Here is the church, here is the steeple, open the doors and…..

Even if it means …
Ignoring that the numbers are creeping up again, that people under 45, including children, aren’t vaccinated yet. Even if it means going back to fishing on the Sea of Galilee and 
ignoring Samaritans and excluding gentiles and putting certain people at greater risk and trading in slaves and not wanting to discuss racism because this is the church and paying taxes to Rome and doing whatever they all did before their lives were turned upside down by a God who told them that caring for the vulnerable was caring for Him.

And then had the nerve
To repel absolutely everyone
By revealing his own vulnerability and bleeding to death on a cross.

But what if the realization that we are vulnerable isn’t the problem? What if the realization that we are vulnerable
is the answer. What if the  realization that what is most divine in us is also vulnerable and isn’t defeat but the road to resurrection.

What if fear and an awareness of the vulnerability we share with others isn’t the enemy but the truth, and the basis of why we should be kind to each other.

Of course we are afraid.
We ARE vulnerable
And our planet earth is vulnerable
And even the God of all... is vulnerable to his own son.

Let’s think back to the middle eastern cave we just read about at
the end of the very first gospel...my favorite: The gospel of Mark.

This Gospel plays like a jazz improvisation in 4/4 time.  A riff on a theme that moves along at quite a clip and ends abruptly with the passage we just read. At the gaping mouth of an empty cave
three women are gathered around, their own mouths gaping open, unable to speak because they are afraid.

The women 
They’ve come with spices to embalm a body, a precious body, but the body is gone.
They’ve come to hallow a death, something they know how to do and instead they are the first witnesses to life beyond their wildest imaginings.
And of course it scares them to death.
The death of their old selves
The death of their old lives

That tomb is empty without the past to fill it, Nora Gallagher writes.
That tomb is empty without the past to fill it
That tomb is empty
The future is wide open
And now what next?
For us
For the church
For the world

Very truly, I tell you, unless a grain of wheat falls into the earth and dies, it remains just a single grain; but if it dies, it bears much fruit.

We are all somewhere we have never been before. Look around, look around; how lucky we are to be alive right now.
Of course we are afraid, the future waits for us with its mouth open.

So stay awake, keep your eyes and hearts open.  The good news is that NOW, in this unscripted present moment, the story of resurrection begins.

Alleluia, the Lord is risen indeed.

