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 Each and every one of us has had up and down weeks, weeks of 

rapid successions of highs and lows. We are on a high, nothing can go wrong, 

we probably aren’t even thinking about anything going wrong, and then 

something brings us low. Just as we are rising from the ashes of that low, 

something happens to bring us right back down. Do you ever get the feeling 

that, when things are going well, that something bad must be around the 

bend? You had too many personal victories and you think, “Right, my luck 

must be up soon.” 

 Recently I was having a really good run of avoiding the lows…I 

wasn’t trying to avoid them; they just weren’t coming my way. And then, one 

day, every time I asked someone “How are you?” I got responses ranging 

from “I have been ill the whole week” to “My father died unexpectedly 

yesterday.” After that last one, I decided I wasn’t going to ask any one else for 

the rest of the day how they were doing. It’s isn’t that you don’t care anymore 

but there is a cumulative effect of receiving other people’s bad news. 

 Even though all of us have been through these experiences over and 

over, none of us have experienced the tumultuous ups and downs of Jesus’ 

final week of earthly life. First, Jesus entered the holy city of Jerusalem to 

shouts of “Hosanna! Blessed is he who comes in the name of the Lord!” We 

have no record that Jesus’ spirit was bolstered by such an experience, but I 

can’t imagine it weighed him down. But then, not long after, he proceeded to 

the Temple where he, with anger and frustration, overturned tables and 

casted people out, declaring its misuse. This would comparable to storming 

the stock exchange and St Paul’s Cathedral at the same time, leaving no 

table unturned, no person unmolested. If you are looking for a peaceful 

remainder of the week, I wouldn’t suggest doing that. 

 Thirdly, Jesus sits down, during this final week, to a quiet and 

meaningful meal with his closest friends. After the tumult in the Temple, after 

continual intellectual challenge from inquisitors, he finds solace in 
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companionship with both divine and human friendship. Then, as his friends 

accompany him for a time in pray and reflection—a time of internal and 

vocational struggle—he is betrayed into the hands of his enemies. From there 

on out, it is all lows: trials, denials, punishments, and finally death. In less than 

7 days: acclamations to denunciations to death. Not even Julian Assange or 

Rupert Murdoch can associate with such quick and devastating changes of 

heart. 

 How quickly the tide can change. How often life is a direct reflection 

of the theatrical, or maybe it is vice versa—the theatrical takes its cue from 

every day life. In Oliver Twist—a character no stranger to ups and downs, no 

stranger to hope and hopelessness—Charles Dickens wrote: “It is the custom 

on the stage in all good, murderous melodramas, to present the tragic and the 

comic scenes in as regular alternation as the layers of red and white in a side 

of streaky, well-cured bacon… Such changes appear absurd; but they are by 

no means unnatural. The transitions in real life from well-spread boards to 

death beds…are not a whit less startling, only there we are busy actors 

instead of passive on-lookers, which makes a vast difference…” The first time 

I read Oliver Twist I only made it half way through for this very reason: the 

apparent absurdity of the alternation of the highs and lows. But, as Dickens so 

rightly points out, this aspect of Oliver’s life is the most real and natural 

element of life itself. 

 Back to the life of Jesus of Nazareth: the apparently “absurd 

changes” in his life do not end with his death. They actually become most 

apparent, in their deepest red and brightest white, “early on the first day of the 

week, at early dawn.” The deep red of death and burial slowly but surely gives 

way to the bright white of the resurrection. Friends and followers go to Jesus’ 

tomb to carry out the appropriate, post burial rituals—they are still living in the 

red. They go to the tomb, the scene of finality. They go to the tomb, the place 

of failure. They go to the tomb to find their dead friend. They go convinced 
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that the “absurd changes” of Jesus’ life have come to an end. But they quickly 

learn that the ups and downs have not ceased. The white has not been 

blotted out by the red. 

 “Why do you seek the living among the dead?” What an absurd 

question! But, of course, at the same time, in the same breath, what a 

beautiful message! Why do you seek the living among the dead? Why do you 

come assuming that this is a day of mourning instead of rejoicing? Why do 

you come in doubt and despair instead of in hope and joy?  

 In the life, death and resurrection of Jesus of Nazareth all 

expectations have been disappointed. You don’t go tombs to be with the 

living. You don’t bring spices to anoint the living. You don’t weep to greet the 

living. You don’t seek the living among the dead. Ultimately, you don’t find 

many stories or many lives which conclude on such a high note. But this is the 

beauty, the good news of the life of God in Jesus of Nazareth. Unlike every 

other human life, this one doesn’t end in death. Unlike every other human life, 

the red doesn’t bleed into and blot out the white in Jesus of Nazareth. 

 There are deep realities, deep truths, massive implications in this 

story, in this life, in this biography which goes beyond the grave. And the 

deepest realities, truths and implications lie in something other than the 

legacy of Jesus’ thoughts, ideas and actions. There are plenty of inspiring 

people who live beyond the grave through their legacies: Plato, Aristotle, 

Freud, Jung, Descartes, Nietzsche, Mother Theresa, and Mahatma Ghandi. 

But there is something boundary-stretching, earth-quaking, life-changing in 

the life of Jesus, in the event which we call resurrection. It takes us in the 

opposite direction of every other life story: with Jesus we have gone from 

death to the “well-spread boards,” not the other direction. We have gone from 

weeping to feasting, not from feasting to weeping. Ultimately, with Easter 

morning, we have entered a whole new way of conceiving of life. 
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 I remember a lecturer in Oxford, in a Christology course, saying that 

the resurrection of Jesus lies outside of human history and hence, cannot be 

examined historically. In a strict academic sense, I am sure that is true. But, 

the resurrection of Jesus should redefine how we understand the span of a 

human life. The beginning of life remains the same but the end of life, the end 

of the story, has been redefined, rebounded. Paul was inspired by just such a 

thought when he wrote, “Where, O death, is your victory? Where, O death, is 

your sting? …Thanks be to God, who gives us the victory through our Lord 

Jesus Christ.” We can add today, thanks be to God, who has rewritten each 

and every one of our life stories in the resurrection of Jesus of Nazareth. 

 This is the ultimate importance of Easter morning: it gives us a 

ground of hope. Human life is no longer constrained and defined by the 

boundaries of conception and death. Life has gone beyond that final word in 

Jesus. History, your story, has been redefined. There is a word beyond that 

final one: and that word is life. Jesus has revealed this to us. Yes, he gave us 

wonderful teachings. Yes, he gave us amazing deeds. But ultimately, the 

unique thing he has given us, the one thing no other sage or wonder worker 

ever has, is new life. Unrestricted life, life which goes beyond death. And in 

that message, in that event, he has given us hope. 

 This of course means something for our future. But that future won’t 

be what it can be if it doesn’t rebound into your present. Our hope must not 

paralyze us in this life but must energize us. We do not rest in our hope, we 

live with our hope. Jesus has given us the courage, the confidence, to daily 

meet the absurd changes of life, to see the reds and the whites for what they 

are. He has given us the hope and confidence to never get too complacent in 

the whites but also never too despondent and depressed in the reds. He has 

given us the beautiful Easter message: “Why do you seek the living among 

the dead?” Where you think there is death, there is actually life. And 

importantly enough, in every account of the resurrection that has come down 
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to us, the friends and followers of Jesus didn’t rest at the tomb, basking in the 

white. They didn’t lay down and become inert. They went…they 

returned…they left…and they did so with a message of hope. A message 

which, hopefully, inspires us to do the same. Amen. 


