Easter Fire		April 24, 2011


Long ago, our ancestors sat in dark, damp, cold caves waiting; waiting for the sun, waiting for spring.  Winter days were more darkness than daylight.  Even sitting here on this late April Sunday, you can feel, you can remember, that damp, winter cold.  Just talking about, just thinking about it, can make us shiver.

In that cold, fire was crucial.  You would work long and hard to spark a piece of dry kindling.  And when the fire was started, you carefully kept it burning for it provided not only warmth but a means to cook.  If you switched camps, you found a way to carry that flame to the new setting.  Fire meant life.  And if the fire died, so could the people.

What an apt symbol for people of faith!  This Easter Sunday, we celebrate the flame of faith!  

	The acolyte processes and lights the Christ Candle, then sits on the front pew.

This morning, we rekindle that flame of faith in our lives.  Can you remember the last time that flame burned bright within you?  It might have been last summer, or last week, or five years ago.  Do you remember the fire?  It has been kept burning for you. 

The fire has been kept burning from generation to generation.  Many, many generations ago, before the time of Jesus, our ancestors sat around campfires and told stories to their children:  “Remember the Great Flood?  Remember how the water covered the whole earth, and how smelly it was in that ark with all the animals, and how soggy the ground was when we first came out?  But what we vividly remember is how the sky was brilliant with rainbows.”

By the time of Jesus, our ancestors passed these stories on around dinner tables: remember the time we crossed the sea, with the waters standing on the edge, just to let us pass and escape our Egyptian captors?  Remember how the first night of freedom felt—we danced and sang all night!  Nothing stirs the blood like a narrow escape.  Can you feel it?”

And even though it was just a story from before their time, somewhere deep inside they remembered.

Do you remember?  Now let your memory move forward a bit.  Do you remember shouting hosanna as Jesus entered Jerusalem?  Do you remember sitting by Peter and being totally understanding and sympathetic as he said, “Who?  Jesus?  I told you, I don’t know him.”  Do you remember shouting “Crucify!  Crucify!”?

But we were forgiven.  Remember how the risen Christ came and joined us on the beach, cooking us fish and bread for our morning meal?  Remember how good it tasted, how salty and hot?  Remember how good it felt to be forgiven and accepted and back in conversation with him?

Do you remember?  Seated here this morning at Memorial in 2011?  

I think you do.  It is why you are here today.  You gaze on this flame and know that it represents forgiveness for our sin, light in our darkness, and life instead of death.  This flame is a marvelous, magnificent gift that we celebrate today.

These stories from the Bible are our stories.  These lives from the Bible are our lives.  Not in some sentimental pretending kind of way, but really and truly ours.  We have been delivered from enslavement to sin.  We have been forgiven and accepted.  We have been given new life.  And it is this flame that we carry.

It has been rekindled and it is ours to share.  It is a joy.  Remember that joy.  Feel that joy.  Celebrate that joy.  We will keep this flame burning.  We will share our faith.

	The acolyte takes the flame from the Christ Candle and lights the altar candles.


	
Christ is risen!

Christ is risen, indeed!


Chancel Anthem:  This joyful Eastertide



