At our Refreshment Day this Eastertide, the Rev. Susan Richmond  invited us to explore the mystery of the Resurrection.  She led us to ponder where we find ourselves in this story and how the Risen Life might be known to each of us.  We are grateful to Susan for her gifts of images, witness and wisdom.  We share part of her reflection with you here. 

Easter’s Invitation

It is Eastertide and somehow that seems perfect as we watch the buds unfolding and the world around us coming alive with new shoots of green popping out everywhere. It can be hard to remember what we had to go though to get here—Lent, Holy Week, the tomb for three long days. But then again, for some it may be quite easy to remember, because no matter what the Christian story might tell us, resurrection of our souls and spirits often takes longer—much longer. Weeks or even months after Easter Day, we may be still find ourselves stuck in that tomb, wandering around, looking for some sign of resurrection. 

For far too many of us, getting to resurrection is a long, slow, painful process.  It simply does not happen that quickly when we are in the depths of despair. So we go into the tomb and we sit--waiting.  Waiting. The emptiness inside may be more frightening than we could possibly imagine; the darkness may make us wonder if God is even there.  But this is where the story of Holy Week and  Easter gives us hope no matter how long we have been sitting the tomb, because it the tells us that God sometimes chooses the darkest moments to transform our lives.  God always answers the Good Friday tomb with Easter resurrection reminding us that while sometimes we need to go to the tomb, there is no life inside.  The tomb is empty and we must step out of it to discover what God offers us on the other side of the tomb. 

Those first women who went to the tomb saw it for themselves and they were excited enough to share their news -- even if only one person believed them enough to check for himself. It seems to me that for the women—for Peter and the rest of the disciples--resurrection became a reality over time as they came to see and believe for themselves-- as Jesus made himself known to them. Gradually, they came to understand that God had been with them in their life with Jesus, that God was with them at the foot of the cross, AND by not allowing death to have the final word, Jesus would move with them into the future. 

That is the mystery we celebrate during Eastertide. No matter how it may happen for us—in the flash of a moment or over time, God is with us as we approach the tomb. God is with us when we walk in, and God is the one who will show us what it might mean to step outside again into the clear light of day in this life and in the next. Easter asks us to move--move outside our tomb and look around. If we allow ourselves to really look, what will we see? Only God knows.  I mean that literally. Only God knows, because resurrection life may not look anything like what we had thought it would. 

Outside the tomb we will see that Easter is all around us—sometimes in the most tangible ways. Outside the tomb, healing happens, love is expressed, the hungry are fed, life springs out of cold hard earth.  Risen Life is revealed in glorious and unanticipated ways. Resurrection comes as our new hearts and souls allow the unexpected to grasp us. Outside the tomb, we see God disappearing around the corner or lingering just for a moment at the edge of our understanding of faith.   

God stays in focus just long enough to lure us and invite us to take another step forward in our lives. God has made us resurrection people to live, and love, and serve in this world. Easter comes to remind us that the tomb is empty. Jesus lives and so do we.
