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                                 Encountering Resurrection



Gracious God, we open the bible and long to receive your word. Open, we pray, our minds and hearts to receive that word with all 
 its comfort and in all its challenge. Amen.

Bernadette Farrell’s wonderful hymn Longing for light, we wait in darkness encapsulates in its opening line how the disciples might have felt just before the dawn of that first Easter Day, and how we might feel on this Easter Day 2026 after an anxious Spring.  

Easter brings light into darkness and helps us chart a way forward in life sustained by hope and reassured by peace.  Coming as it does from a narrative of immense human suffering and injustice, the story of Resurrection is no Pollyanna optimism. Easter is all about issues that have dogged every generation including betrayal of trust and denial of truth.  Yet through it all love wins.

This morning let’s ponder what Encountering Resurrection might look like for us today.  Beginning with a personal encounter.

Mary had that in the garden, even as she wept, talking with the one she supposed was the gardener.  As she uttered her staccato words filled with grief, she was called by name.  At that moment she encountered Resurrection as she met her risen Lord.  And this garden meeting at dawn has inspired us ever since, its retelling bringing us joy every Easter Sunday.

Yet, with the sort of honesty, which is a hallmark of the Gospels, we are left in no doubt that Mary’s context leading up to this hope, was the context of despair.  

Simply because it is Easter Sunday doesn’t mean you have to leave your troubles and concerns at the church door.  Bring them inside instead.  Lay them before God in prayer.  Sing your Alleluias into the despair.  Be still and hear God call you by name saying, yes, you are mine.  

During Lent a little group of us visited Chalfont Lodge Care Home and took a short afternoon service and then over the tea and cake so generously offered us, we talk to the residents.  I had the privilege of talking to a paraplegic man, younger than me I think, confined to his wheelchair.  He had been eager to join us and on previous occasions had told me he loved being a member of The King’s Church here in Amersham.  We talked and as I said goodbye I wished him a good Easter with something like Remember the Resurrection on Easter Day.  He looked at me and smiled saying: Always, I remember it every day.  I found it a deeply moving moment.  Maybe I had gone to Chalfont expecting to minister to the residents, but here was a wonderful man ministering to me telling me of his daily personal Encounter with Resurrection.

Secondly, I rejoice on this Easter morning that we can encounter Resurrection when we come together in Community, meeting God in another person’s smile, conversation or embrace.

The story of the Emmaus Disciples will be told in many churches this weekend.  As the sun begins to set, they are still in the dark, anxious and confused.  They journey from Jerusalem to Emmaus carrying a heavy load until joined by a mysterious fellow traveller.  They talk as they walk, which can so often be a blessing for any of us.  

In their conversation they raise their questions and share their doubts.  They don’t hide their confusion.  And in this dialoguing the scriptures are opened up to them and explained.  With every step the jigsaw pieces are put together and by the time they have arrived at Emmaus they begin to see the whole picture, inviting their mysterious friend to stay with them and break bread, and as he does so they know they too have encountered the risen Christ. In this community of three they find meaning, joy and hope.

Talking, exploring, asking and listening are Holy Habits and through them, so very often, God blesses our lives with his presence.

Another moment in Lent this year which spoke to me was one of the testimonies given by a Nigerian woman in the World Day of Prayer service held here last month.

These were some of Beatrice’s words: The day I lost my husband, I lost more than my partner, I lost my place in society.  But in my darkest moments, I found strength in my faith and in the community of other widows.  A support programme organised by my local church expected fifty widows to attend, but hundreds showed up.  That day, I realised I was not alone in my struggles.  It’s not an easy path but, with faith and community, we find strength to carry on.

Beatrice’s words to us from Nigeria this morning are powerfully prophetic.  For sometimes when we feel the world is falling apart the greatest wisdom comes to us from those who have suffered the most and who have not been overwhelmed by despair but have Encountered Resurrection, or as Beatrice so beautifully puts it: with faith and community, we find strength to carry on.

So, let me mention as I close, another moment in Lent this year when I sensed something of the promise of resurrection.

Prompted by a church member I tuned into a podcast in which Pastor Elizabeth Maculay from Minneapolis was being interviewed.  She is minister of Hennepin Avenue United Methodist Church in the city.  As her community was trying to come to terms with the death of Alex Petti shot dead by ICE enforcement officers this Spring, many people turned to singing.  On the night of the shooting Pastor Macaulay’s church welcomed no less than 1,400 people who wanted to pray for peace and sing for hope.  They lit candles and left their Sanctuary carrying them out into the darkness of their city.  People were scarred to leave their apartments so groups of singers would go out into their neighbourhoods, stand on the corner singing, hoping to bring comfort and courage to those who were anxious behind locked doors. It’s become known as the Singing Resistance Movement.  Their anthem is this: We walk the same ground, but we’ve been torn apart.  Put down your weapons, come sing your part.

It was wonderful to hear Pastor Elizabeth speak such positivity into such negativity.  She too has been a wonderful gift to us this Lent pointing us to Resurrection.  These singers have chosen another path.  A path of life and love.

On Maundy Thursday a Latin hymn from the 4th century is sometimes sung at services: Ubi caritas et amor, Deus ibi est – it has a beautiful translation, and it makes it a great song: Where charity and love are, God is there.

Well, I wonder, how we might Encounter Resurrection today, this Easter Sunday?  

Of course, it’s different for everyone, because faith is never uniform, yet it has themes.  One of them is sensing we are not alone and that God’s living presence is with us, calling us, as it were, by name.  Another theme that has sustained us for centuries is the idea that when we come together, we talk, ask questions and listen to one another, and in encountering each other we sense we encounter God as well. And a final theme is that of deliberately choosing a different path.  To make a choice not to walk the path of violence or linger on the road of resentment.  But instead, inspired by the forgiveness of Jesus upon the cross and sustained by his resurrection life in us, we sing.  Out loud, or silently in our hearts, we sing another song. We choose another song.  A song of peace and love.  We sing it to ourselves, and we sing it to one another, and in the singing, we proclaim a deeper truth that the Lord is risen, He is risen indeed, Alleluia, for in all these ways, and in a thousand more, we have the daily joy of Encountering Resurrection.

May it be so, in the name of our Cricified and Risen Lord.  Amen

Ian Green, Amersham, 3rd April 2026
