Deep Dawn
Luke 24:1-12

Richard E. Spaiding
{14 Seuth Church. Boston, Massachusells

Suarmives the day that reercates ns—=he day horn mut of snch an agony of abor
this week —the day that i s coming splirs time in tora. Ieseoms o arrive Like light-
ning: the sudden bright reversal discloses something aboul whe we are and hope w
e, and scems meach ns 1o messure @1 e Do the Jusl,

Atfier the Hoed ef events and lzeling hat sullucated Jeraselem Tor e post sey-
aral days. the nareow stoe shieets ol 1he city are husived and sull thick witl daroness
as the wommen sel ollon their errigl. Tor them probably the must pungent thing aboul
the mwining is not the burial spices ey bring, but Gie chaos that 2as been Inose m
the slreets, begpme confronaaon. baster mnrning for these three women stars as a
pilgrimage wta the binary clarity ot things: death or Ufe, abardonment er accompi-
niment, absencs or preseass and, eventually, doubl or Laith.

A few summers ago 1 was o Jerusalen mysell lovking [or sehutever spiritual
clagity I eould Ind, and while T was (here, [ huppened wo cutch a terminle cold. My
head and my chest weere a misery w me and o the others in my greup seho qud o hs-
ten o all the sounds o my slow suffocation. One of my enharr-mares afterad ta give
me a hack massape, but | conldn’t hnng mvselt to believe that mere fingers would
reach anywhere near where the enngestion was. Afer soveral more days of iy Li-
quidity, thamgh, she otered again, and by then, for the sake ol the rest ol e group
i¥nar my own, it seemed worll 2 by, ITer nawne was Mazeacsl: she was an [eish o
o o middle schoul tacher in Australia. While she worked on my shoulders and
nech. we talked about how stepping mnto the streets of the Holy Crey felt like stepping
mto 4 fload. Atter 1 while, as | relaxed, the conversation bagan o hiur a hir; 'm not
sure 1M we were speaking about the past ar the present. Bue there waas 2 moment of
silenee, juse the warking af Margarcr's fingers, and 1hen she said sometiuog T can’l
farger (in an Aussic-wlused brogue it nade the words zluw) Maybe il was gven
pactly the words she satd (it cured the culd. because it was completely gime the next
moerning. Margaret swid, “You know, | think there're really only twe emntions: kwe
and Tear, I vou think abuect il sversthing else comes somehony tinm one or te ether
of them. Or a combinstion.”

The story of this day s an alehery of love and tear, There must have been
encngh nt'cach at work in rhe naraw streets in thase fow intense honss o aive auy-
e & chanee w carch their death dows Suough the ceatusies. Bvery tlirvad of leeling
von can frace thuough the Iabvinthine sweets of the Caster story. i vou tink aboul
1L seen:s owind ils way back lo Lhe confronlabion belbween love and fear: the shame
ul Peter..., the expediency of Pilute.... the devastation of Mary.... the anger of Judas
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Iscarinl.... the skepacism of Thomas. .., the astonishment of the bao who walked 1o
Frmans,, . Love and fear are ©as primary caiers from which come a speetmim ot
humen slades a5 wide us the seozld wsell.

Andmayhe it'3 a3 e ot the honleviards o Beston on dhis memning ascenamly is
Lue ol 1z sqquares ol Kiev or the steeets of Colorado Springs. Wat hardly aoyone comes
s the bkl mormimee errand of this duy who hase't been follivsing vne ur the other, v
prakalsly borh, of' those threads, love and tear, and wondenng whether ane or the ndier
mught Lave fitally won (he voequivecal victory ¢uring the night, Will she heavy stone
that Blucis the ununswered prayer sull be in the way? What will be inside the place
that had heen so full of death® Has the render thing that hact been planted sndoed nime
been mamplad bevond resogaition™ Will the marning restare g satety that made life
seein possible belure, reinstate the Presence thal wede e seermn bemable” Will ligle
and coluer dispel the dnubts, or comfirm the lonelimess, or reizmite the wriel this Caster?

I'he women ot the fivst Faster, whose faotsteps we fallow inta onrs, could nandly
have vaderlaken a moere learlul or wore lovige errand. They kaew what they could
expecl: b 1l down m the roanne silence betwsen love and lear and tenderly wnoint
the shattered corpse of their hero, their teacher, thewr friend. Bucwhat diey feind was
intinizely fess conclesive, more ambiguons, than that: the heave srone rnlled aside,
Lhe corpee not o its place. the dead one nowhers 1o be fevad among the barelt Jiving,
The busial spices tn which diev’d lound the small comluzt of somelbiong. al lzast w
div, new were useless.

But Luke tells us that it was something clse they brough: with them thet umed out
w he redemnptive. For the messenpers whe erseted the women saud, “He s e here,
Nenicnber hoew he told you... thar the Sen of Man, Humazniey s ewn Child, must be
handed ever tn sinrers and be ericiticd. and on the third day nise™” Then fev wrcm-
Hered, Lk savs: then they began ta recognize haw precians was whar they had really
brovglt with them theough e darkoess before the dayv, And it it was the thueads of
love and Tear that they oilowed inlo the micee ol streets, iU was seniemberingg that gol
Lthem ou. again, 1 was reimeninering that helpsd them navmate (e dension of the men

o reeenved their news as an adle tale.™ deir carctul. dehberate pumng togeder of

thimgs they had hesrd, seen, fel tings ne ane’s sevm conld taks from diem: dings he
had said hefore he died, ways e had enpaged their hears, times when foar, for all ity
looming power, canldn’t hold & candle 1o love, Perbaps, in their spreading ant again
and again the fragments of story and promise and heps, like a child spreading aut azain
and izt o beluved culleclion, its priceless value beean 1o gieree. “Tediaps [as the
puoet suvs] i dherr lelling of il they may happen on the truth ol i

Luke is the evangehst of holy memory. The seanne conlnbution of s zuspel
1o history weas simoly, for 2im. an instance of the same work thac all who had known
lesus were calied tn de, and all who wonld fallow Jesus: @ seareh the memory for
bits of zhe wuch and picee tham 10gencn to glcan trom the harves: of a thousand frag-
weedaty sights au emergiog pictie ol g geace aod Jove so expansive as nat anly 1o
(Ll history, but W e histury,
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I ke is the one, remember—eeracinher '—wrha t2lls how, as the newborn Josus lay
i the manges with awesuuck sheoberds gathiered “round, Mary “kept all these (hings and
pondered thern i her heart”™ (2: 190, Al Boss Unnes she kepe, and pondensd: the lomimeas
remembrances of his face among the faces of choldren, te hitle waves of delight that
rippled nut fiam his srorics, the cestaic kiss planted on his temale ty ons whose ewisted,
useloss legs hwe had straightened. And other recollections. 10, 10 less vivid, no less jm-
portant: mezzories of the threals of the auliworities, the way the sky above him und even
the wir wneand him seemed Lo G with shadow amd teror in those fust feaw days, Memones
it the abnse he endured, cach lzsh ot it, and the way amemprs m shame him scemed o roll
oft' the heny dignity or his shoulders all the way to the ond. All dar leve and toar in their
mfinice comhmations, retold and panderad 'ril on a eemain lightning day that seemad 10
have taken torever ra be hem our of the labor of fis Lite, fhe rememberiog finglly Lore its
troir, and she understood ar last shere er histony vaas going,

Oh, ves, there is baste wu the elation of Easter day o hurried erod throuel the
darhness, like the precipiteus unleavened meal of the Jews before disir breathless
escupe into the might, a bursi ol electne astonishment emenaang rom an smpty tomb
n the rock where nething was as it was expecred to be. A mélange ot love and fear
that. at tmes, seemad undecipheradle, inconchsive, permanently ambiguons,

Bur sometimes it's anly slawly, anly by torning over and aver again in their
memories the picess, the words, the images, thar the followers of Jesus begin 10
fathom what Ged is doing at Easter. Throvgh the whele sweep of this suspel, the
pieces are these lur he faking. for the rememberine: one waching that you'll hear,
tien [ongel, then be stirred w resismber laler, one pulTaw of disbeliel that will mumph
mto a guestion and then into a pale dawn of insight wrzpped 10 8 memory and then
aircded mty misswen, that then, lo and kehnled, wall have tormed ooz the ead e have
changed the course of vonr histary, and of history itsclf,

I fact. the dawn doesn’t break jn a Lolt, like lightaing. Dawa aever weally breaks
at all, any miare than love ever vanguishes lear with one lnal, delinitive thzust. A oew
day doesn’t displace an old ene at u hne of scrimmage. 11 peace ever comes o Lthe
un-tortured streets of thes country, 1k comimg will ke more like devn then ke liohl-
ning. e very finst hght of dawn sn't hnstile to the darkness; it searts almost as 8 pan
ofthe darkness, as the darkness s part ot 2he light. At dawn, it almost seems as thongh
the night simply tums, slewly revealing some starriing, new side of its ratie anc atom
at o time, IUs almost as though Lizhr and dackness spend the dawi vearning oy each
otbier. reacting wiw eacl: otber. achiog 10 be remembered by ug as pints ol ve whole,

Luke ulone, among the evangelists, uses a umique pairing of Greek words lo
open his Laster stury: “in degpr davan, on Lhe lirst day of the weeeh 7 1 suspect that
most of uy find cur way throueh the narrow streets te Baster tarpuph semething
like "decp dawn™that time nt day when yen can't vet be absolutely sure whar ity
you're sceing, that season of the day when things that had scemed to oppnae cach
ather hint ar openess, nnmations of a scope of grace we ¢an scarcely imagine and
waould pever expect.
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Forsnmee nfus, at least some of the time, Faster steals upon ws nod with a umpel
lantare or a Jash ol urequivecal light or insiali or evidence, bur in an infinitesimal
trning of wir nalure ewand its wheleness, a thread-hy-thread resesaving ol Tear and
love, a deliberare reenllection ot all the grace we have gathered and 211 the story that
Las eves saved our lives. an atom by aom transtiguration of an old day into a nowr
cuy.

For same of us, the way w Easter thrangh the namins, windimgs streets 15 Loke's
way: keeping things and pondering them in our hearts, furning one memaory aca time,
one intirmalion, one attitude, une choice al 4 tme luenine em so corelully 1owand
the hght 1o reveul the starthng nesmess af onr reserected nawre in Chrst in deep
dawn
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