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The Resurrection is Christianity’s Big Bang, the event that changes everything.  
 
St Matthew speaks of it in terms of an earthquake and an angel of the Lord descending from 
heaven, with an appearance like lightning. 
 
The poet Gerard Manley Hopkins sings of Heraclitean Fire 
 

[and] the Resurrection, 
A heart's-clarion! …. 
      Across my foundering deck shone 
A beacon, 
 
In a flash, at a trumpet crash, 
I am all at once what Christ is … 
 

The resurrection of Christ has left a transformed landscape, a landscape pervaded by hope. 
St Peter says, “By his great mercy he has given us a new birth into a living hope through the 
resurrection of JC from the dead.” 
 
Christian hope is not like our ordinary understanding of hope. In normal usage hope is 
having your fingers crossed, or expecting a good outcome on balance, having weighed the 
evidence. Simple optimism is hardly hope – it’s just a looking on the bright side. At its best 
ordinary human hope is a determination to be positive, and to live life with spirit. 
 
Christian hope is yet more than that. It means that certain things are in the long run settled 
and all will be well. It is a form of confidence, which has enough modesty about it not to 
take itself for granted. In our monastic community we had a brother who was a great 
pessimist. He was full of the Christian hope, and a magnificent preacher, but we used to say 
that for him every silver lining had a cloud behind it. Hope should not be confused with 
optimism or with pessimism.  
 
Ordinary everyday hope looks forward with fingers crossed to something good in the future. 
Christian hope is different in that it also looks back, to the cross and resurrection. To give a 
sense of this we could turn to Hezekiah’s tunnel, which you can read about in the 2nd book 
of Chronicles. It appears in the book of the prophet Ezekiel, in a passage we read at mattins 
this morning. For Ezekiel this tunnel became a sign of redemption, turning into a great river 
bringing life to all the land around it. I would like to use this tunnel in a way Ezekiel would 
not have thought of. The King Hezekiah built this tunnel in the 8th century before Christ, to 



 
 
provide Jerusalem with a water supply inside the city. It’s a long tunnel under the mountain 
and the ancient engineers worked at it amazingly from both ends and met in the middle. 
How they did it, we don’t know. When they eventually met in the middle the relief and 
celebration must have been terrific.  
 
With the Resurrection, there’s that same sense of relief at something having been done 
against all the odds. After the incarnation, and Christ’s ministry of teaching and healing, 
after his passion, cross and resurrection, through all that, Christ did it. His crucifixion and 
resurrection tunnelled a way through the mountain of sin and death, said that we should 
never again feel cut off by them from God. Even though life remains a struggle on many 
fronts, we have a confidence that it’s going to be all right in the long run. It would not be 
possible to have this kind of hope without the beacon, the flash, the trumpet crash of the 
resurrection.  
 
One of the sure signs that Christian hope is there in somebody is if they have a sense of 
humour about it. Archbishop Desmond Tutu had a terrific sense of humour. When he was 
elected Archbishop of Cape Town many white people were bitterly opposed to him. He 
went to one church in his diocese with an entirely white congregation, and he could sense 
the level of hostility as he went in. He got to the lectern, and said “It is so good to be with 
you, I am so happy to be with you – I fact I’m tickled pink” – and that made them laugh. And 
he made them laugh so much after that that the problem of hostility just disappeared. 
Humour is very undervalued as a fruit of the resurrection, but you find it time and again in 
people who are often working in very difficult circumstances. 
 
If this hope is in us, we can’t just sit there. Our sense of this hope can fade. Easter can fade. 
It can be inspiring, but it comes and goes, and we go back to the ordinary. The New 
Testament uses several words about what we need to do about this. It speaks of abiding, of 
dwelling in Christ’s love. We can only abide in his love if we pray and if we join with God’s 
people in worship, especially in the eucharist. The New Testament also speaks of 
persevering. Persevering in prayer – we have talked a bit about that this week. We can’t just 
stand still; we need to make the effort to persevere. Christians are like pot-plants: they need 
regular watering and an occasional dose of fertilizer. 
 
But what about people struggling in difficult circumstances who don’t have this hope? 
Yesterday in the news a doctor in Gaza said it was difficult to have hope. She is a Muslim, 
but she might have said the same if she were a Christian. The medical centre where she 
worked has been destroyed, and ordinary people are coming to her in large numbers ill and 
wounded from all the violence and fighting. Any person serving their neighbours selflessly in 
such dangerous circumstances is close to the heart of God. There is God. We also need to 
remember as Christians that we are all interconnected. Christians can’t claim for themselves 
a monopoly on Resurrection hope. We hold it for others. There is what is called the divine 
economy, but which I prefer to call God’s hidden plumbing-system. Our prayer and our lives 
are used by God – for others. Our prayers are channelled, and this is something we have an 
instinct about. For instance, we ask people to pray for us if we have problems. The Church 



 
 
holds its resurrection hope for the world. The monastery in which I live exists on this basis – 
we are doing it for the world. I often think we are like a boiler-room feeding into the pipes 
of God’s hidden economy. This cathedral in a similar way holds certain things in a strong 
form for the diocese. All of us, as we work away digging down into the Christian mystery 
through our daily prayer and worship, are upholding the world. The Church is one body with 
many organs, and in this body each organ has its function. St Paul tells us repeatedly that we 
are all interconnected. 
 
So, we hold on to this confident hope, let us be faithful in watering the pot-plants that we 
are, and let us ring fanfares with our trumpets for the big bang of Christ’s resurrection form 
the dead. 
 
The poem I started with says: 
 
Across my foundering deck shone 
A beacon. 
 
Christ, our beacon, our life, our sense of humour, our true hope which springs eternal. Let us 
pray for all those who are struggling and suffering. Let us try and put ourselves in their 
shoes. And let us join in the fanfares of heaven knowing that in the long term all will be well. 
Alleluia. 


