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Easter in Ordinary  
Matthew 28 

In the name of the risen one, Father, Son and Holy Spirit. 

 

Guinness, the stout drink, once had a remarkable advert on British TV. It was simply 

the closing scene of some made up movie with the credits rolling over the top. Feel 

good music, looks of happiness, relief and joy from the cast of this supposed movie 

who surprisingly were gathered in a pub. It was almost the perfect movie experience – 

all the goodness without any of the pain. 

 

Today can almost be like that. The credits are rolling, there are the looks of joy and 

excitement and indeed relief from the clergy. And the music is pretty good too. But it 

can also seem just as phony as a Guinness Ad. And just like a movie whose story you 

cannot know, so too Easter day can seem baffling unless you know where it begins.  

But where does it begin? Now that’s a question. 

 

Easter begins in the ordinary. It starts in the everyday. The resurrection drama 

begins with the death of someone loved and sadly that is all too commonplace. When 

someone you truly love dies you want the world to stop. Your universe has been 

shattered and you want the world to recognize the fact. But the world outside does 

not pause, it rolls relentlessly on, the ordinary, everyday world doesn’t even skip a 

beat. Death happens in the everyday, every day. 

 

The Yorkshire born poet W. H. Auden wrote about this, in the early 1930s, in the 

poem “Funeral Blues.”  

 

Stop all the clocks, cut off the telephone, 

Prevent the dog from barking with a juicy bone, 

Silence the pianos and with muffled drum 

Bring out the coffin, let the mourners come.  

 

He was my North, my South, my East and West, 

My working week and my Sunday rest, 

My noon, my midnight, my talk, my song; 

I thought that love would last forever: I was wrong. 
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According to Auden, Love does not last forever, love in the end loses. And that is 

how it often feels to us. Death has the final say. To think anything else is to be 

hopeless sentimental, fanciful or mad, or religious. For many they are all the same.  

But let us begin again. The resurrection story takes place in the ordinary everyday 

world and a man lying dead in a tomb. 

 

The women coming to the tomb on that first Easter morn were not coming to 

witness the resurrection. No, they were coming to care for a dead man, a man killed 

just days before by crucifixion. In some ways it is a mistake to say that the 

resurrection happened on Easter morning, it just happened on an ordinary day, the 

first day of what was going to be an ordinary week. It was everyday, humdrum and 

just like many of us as we experience our lives, this sad drama didn’t stop the world. 

The clocks didn’t stop, the dogs carried on barking. We are with Auden here. 

 

This probably is one of the greatest truths of the resurrection. It happened here, in 

this world, the world of the everyday, the ordinary world.  

 

But that is not where the story stays. In Matthew’s Gospel one of the four Gospel 

accounts of the resurrection, we hear “and suddenly there was a great earthquake”. 

Something is changing. Something indeed was changing. 

 

It can seem at times that God is capricious. I remember with the floods in town, 

one house flooded out, yet another just yards away high and dry. But if that is God’s 

intent; to play havoc with the created world with earthquake and floods, to cause 

misery, then that is a God not worth worshipping. If we want to discover God’s real 

intent for this world, we have to move further into the story. The earthquake here 

might well be a sign in the text that the something was indeed changing. 

 

And so we are back with these two women, heading to a tomb, early in the 

morning. An angel greets the women, he himself is white as snow and appears like 

lightening. And he tells them the news that brings us here today. “He is not here, he 

has been raised.” This is the first encounter between people like us and the 

Resurrection. 

  

What do you make of that? 

  

What ever happened there made all the difference to those women and the 

disciples who followed, all the difference to St Paul and the early church; that 
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encounter transformed lives, we call it the resurrection. But is the resurrection stuck 

some 2,000 years ago or can it make a difference now? Was the Resurrection like a 

spiritual Big Bang, setting everything off, but we can only hear the subdued echoes of 

it now. Do we need some spiritual telescope to make sense of it all back then? 

 

What see on that first Resurrection Day is that in the end a Yorkshireman, Auden, 

can get it wrong. Creation was truly offended by this innocent’s Death. After some 

amazing cosmic struggle, in the end, love didn’t lose, in fact love won. 

  

There is a curious church tradition about what happened yesterday. Not literally 

yesterday but on that first Holy Saturday, whilst this world lay resting between the 

death of Jesus and the surprising joy of Easter morning. 

  

Well there is a tradition that all was not quiet but that the rising Jesus was busy 

even in the world of the dead. It is known as the harrowing of Hell which sounds kind 

of scary and it is the belief that Christ descended to the dead and set free the 

righteous who were there, including Adam and Eve. It is a curious belief that not 

many people think about today, but one that truly captures the idea that the 

Resurrection is unstoppable. Not even the gates of hell can hold it back. Love 

Triumphs even in hell . Love Wins. 

  

It is in this world that love wins still. When we look at the agony of those caught up 

in the unfolding mess in the Ukraine, or in the deep sadness of those, especially 

children, caught up in our own detention camps, or those nearer to come battling 

addictions or debt or fractured relationships. To all those living in the ordinary world, 

we should proclaim that love wins. 

 

To the couple whose new born baby has died in their arms, broken by grief, we 

tenderly, cautiously whisper that love is never lost, love is never squandered. 

 

To the young man, rejected by his wife and now homeless and losing contact with 

his three year old son, we encourage him that in the end love triumphs, love wins. His 

best route out of his hell is to love more not less. 

  

To the old lady whose husband of years has passed away; to this lady, lonely and 

lost in her own world, we embrace her in the knowledge that not even death can beat 

love, love wins.  
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This faith that God’s love conquers, that God’s love wins, is able to change lives 

even today. This is the Resurrection now. 

 

We can make that choice, we can live with the deep offence of this universe’s 

apparent indifference at our existence. We can live passionate-less lives, because what 

is the use of passion in a world where love loses; where the clocks carry on ticking and 

the dogs carry on barking.  

 

Or we can live another way. We can live knowing that love truly drives this 

universe; that creation is groaning in longing. It is not silent or indifferent. We can 

live truly alive; we live the resurrection in this world. 

  

This is what I believe Christians believe. More than some silly ideas about the age of 

the earth, and where animals and humans come from. Were there penguins on the 

ark, is not a religious question. (I am with the atheists on the age of the earth, and 

evolution and the big bang). More than my sometimes confused ideas about what 

actually took place in that tomb. More than even our arguments about church order, 

women, sexuality, and all the other myriad arguments we have had. More than any of 

these, I believe our faith is based on this idea. 

 

That Christ is Risen. Hail the Resurrection Now. Love Wins.  

 

Amen. 

 

Dean John 

St Paul’s Cathedral Bendigo 

20th April, 2014 

 


