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Faces are of course fascinating.  Forget the creams and potions which promise to smooth out the lines and give us smooth Dorian Gray faces.  Lived in faces are better.  I look into people’s eyes and try to read what I see there – love, hope, the flicker of uncertainty and fear, anger.  Just once and never to be forgotten I saw the blankness which spoke of an inner death.  I look for the laughter lines in people who don’t take themselves too seriously; the twist in the lip which speaks of a twist in the heart; the tiredness of inner weariness.  Most of all, I look for faces which carry the marks of suffering – but which are animated, lively and bright in a way which speaks of suffering overcome.
Easter is as we have experienced it this morning – a joyous event of music, light and colour; of the fresh softness of spring flowers; of hope and promise for the world.  But behind it stands the empty cross in all its angularity and cruelty.  In my heart still resounds the sound of the nails being driven into the Cross during our worship on Good Friday morning - just as etched in the faces are the marks of living, of love and suffering.
Baptism and Confirmation carry the same message – an elemental connection with the suffering and death of Christ – signed with the cross, the mark of suffering.  But the promise is of a vibrant and living connection with the new life of his resurrection.  But it’s a subtle thing.  It isn’t just the flicking of a switch.  The women who came to the tomb were grief-stricken.  They came to care for a dead body and gradually, falteringly, hoping against hope they found themselves recognising the present of a risen and living Christ in their midst.
We seek nothing less for a world in need.  As we seek that in our worship this morning, so we seek it for the world for which Jesus died.  

We’ve lived through the death of an arrogant and greedy financial system – the Masters of the Universe mentality.  We await in hope the quiet birth of something more humble, more modest and with values greater than just the enrichment of the few.

We’ve approaching an election.  I dislike intensely the way in which our politics are attuned to the offering of small inducements to the self-interest of parts of the electorate.  Our long tradition of public service has been debased.  Amid all the strident electioneering, we await the quiet birth of something new and better.  
And .. the list in endless.. the natural disasters and climate change which affect the lives of the poorest – the scandals of abuse in the church which lead people to lose hope in the integrity of institutions in which they most hope to find it. In all these places we look for the rebirth of hope.
In all of this, it seems to me that the most wonderful thing is this connection between suffering and glory, death and resurrection.  Like the vivacious and lived-in face which tells the story of life and its troubles,  Easter joy arises out of the suffering and death of Good Friday.

Macarius of Egypt puts it beauti​fully: “If the sun, being created, passes everywhere through windows and doors, even to the caves of lions and the holes of creeping creatures, and comes out without any harm, the more so does God and the Lord of everything enter caves and abodes in which death has settled.” God enters the pit of bodies, and emerges triumphant. Thanks be to God.
