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I’m fascinated at this recurring theme in our own
congregation and others around us of the impor-
tance of congregational development and
building relationships. The message I hear is that life
is better for us all and the larger community when
the congregations to which folks belong are
healthy, vibrant, and engaged out in the world,
bringing with them their voices of power.

Happy Eastertide, with love,

Barbara

This month, so soon after Easter Day, our Features
include two very different responses to the Easter
story. May resurrection joy be real for all of us this
Easter season.

Gretchen Pritchard, editor

THE UNCOMFORTABLE TRUTH OF
EASTER

From a sermon preached on Easter Day
in Durham Cathedral, England,

by the Bishop of Durham, the Rt. Rev. N. T. Wright

The Easter stories are full of people getting the
wrong end of the stick. Mary thinks Jesus’ body has
been stolen. Peter sees the linen wrappings and
can’t work out what it’s all about. The disciples
didn’t understand the scriptures. The angels
question Mary and she still doesn’t know what’s
going on. Then she thinks Jesus is the gardener.
Then, it seems, she reaches out to cling on to him,
and he tells her she mustn’t. You could hardly get
more misunderstandings into a couple of
paragraphs if you tried.

And the point is, of course: Easter has burst into our
world, the world of space, time and matter, the
world of real history and real people and real life,
but our minds and imaginations are too small to
contain it, so we do our best to put the sea into a
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bottle and fit the explosive fact of the resurrection
into the possibilities we already know about. . . .

[much of the sermon then goes on to speak of
injustices suffered by Africans and others who seek
asylum in the U.K. The sermon concludes:]

I make no apology for raising all these issues on
Easter Day. Easter is about real life, not escapist
fantasy. Easter is about God’s judgment, calling the
world to account and setting up his new, glorious
creation of freedom and peace, and summoning
all people everywhere to live in this new world.
Easter is about God’s rich welcome to all
humankind. We Easter people are called to
celebrate all of that in practical ways as well as in
glad and uninhibited worship. ...

And it’s all because Easter is about Jesus: the Jesus
who announced God’s saving, sovereign kingdom;
the Jesus who died to exhaust the power of this
world’s rulers; the Jesus who rose again to be
crowned as king over all things in heaven and on
earth. God give us grace, this day and from now
on, to live as Easter people, celebrating Jesus’ love
and joy at his table and making his kingdom and
justice known in his world.

Amen.
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STRANGER IN THE TEMPLE

By Catherine Martin

Catherine has been a close friend and roommate of our
daughter Margaret since they both graduated from
college in 2004. They now share an apartment in
London, England. Recently, Catherine spent a couple of
weeks in Nepal, visiting her brother, and returned to
London shortly before Holy Week.

A sestina is a poem with six six-line stanzas. Each verse
uses the same six words as the last words of the six lines,
but in a different order for each verse.

- Gretchen Pritchard, Editor

Living with Margaret, I tend to get rather swept up
in Holy Week. This is the third year I'm planning to
go with her to the Easter Vigil at St.-Martin-in-the-
Fields (it's gorgeous; there's a candlelit procession
around the church, then a bonfire on the front steps
as the sun comes up), and then have a massive
Easter dinner for friends at the flat afterwards. (We
were planning to have it on the roof, the way we
did last year, but, well—Britain seems to be
experiencing a new Little Ice Age. It was freezing
cold this morning, and as if we needed to be
dissuaded any further, bouts of SNOW and HAIL
started while we were out buying lamb and phyllo
for dinner. THANKS, WE GOT THE MESSAGE
ALREADY.)

I actually really enjoy it; everyone at St. Martin's is
very laid-back, so I never feel awkward being a
visitor there (for those of you who might not know,
I'm an ex-Catholic, ex-Pagan agnostic). And it's a
truly fantastic ritual, for someone who doesn't have

religious rituals of her own, in a world where secular
civic rituals have seriously declined.

It's also really interesting to talk with my Christian
friends around this time of year about their ideas of
God and resurrection. So, long story short, even
though I'm not strictly celebrating Holy Week myself,
I'm surrounded by its ideas and images.

And one of the results this year was this poem.

It started out being a sestina, but it's only got three
stanzas. So it's half a sestina. Also, the line length is
not strictly sestina-esque. Deal with it.

In three days you will celebrate the Resurrection.
Meanwhile, you stagger home from church, face

white;
every year you can still be shattered by that story,
it lashes at you—from triumphal march through death—
before casting you back into London’s noise and dirt.
One of your students gave you a ribboned egg.

It reminds me of Kathmandu, circling the white
stupa with its painted eyes and dome like a squat egg;
one prayer wheel, grimy and dark as brass-fretted dirt,
turned carelessly under my fingers, and the old story
chanted itself through my head, of my mother’s death
and I asked forgiveness for my own resurrection.

Perhaps you’re right. Perhaps His death cracked death
open and from the hollowed shell of that world-egg
hatched new heaven and new earth. Perhaps that

Resurrection
was all a bedtime tale, and the yellowed-white
bones of Jesus of Nazareth lie under Palestinian dirt.
It may not be true—but it makes a damned good story.

APRIL BIRTHDAYS AND ANNIVERSARIES

1 Shirley Mero 14 Gwen Chapin 23 Alicia Price

2 Thera Webb 15 Rylen Mayo 27 Mary Kostyk

3 Traci Mero 16 Marion Pritchard

Ruth Plummer 17 Nathan Senior

5 Brenda Jäske 23 Dwayne McDowell
There are no April anniversaries

in our records.

If your birthday or anniversary does not appear on this list, please contact the church office so we can update
your information.
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FROM THE MINISTER OF SPIRITUALITY
AND AGING

by Florence M. Leduc

Rocking
Chair
Wisdom

A comment I received from a dear friend about my
March article bears sharing. As she pondered the
“march” theme, she added: “I’m referring to Noah
and the animals disembarking from the ark on
Ararat. Scripture says that when God opened the
door—remember that God had closed the ark and
it could not be opened from inside—God said
‘March 4th!’”

We, too, marched forth these past few weeks. Off
we went to Jerusalem with Jesus, through Holy
Week, and the most solemn feasts of our liturgical
year in his Passion, death and resurrection. In the
person of Jesus, God’s door to us is open wide,
unlocked and welcoming.

Resurrection—what profound mystery! Roget’s
Thesaurus uses synonyms such as rebirth, renewal,
restoration, reappearance. Life is transformed!

Spring—a striking model for transformation! Bulbs,
seeds, and leaves dormant for so long bring forth
new life in abundant shade, dazzling beauty,
intoxicating fragrance, vibrant color. Nature is
transformed!

Relationship—the connecting link! God chooses to
walk with us in our journey home. Jesus chooses to
be our brother and friend. Humanity is transformed!

Playing on words, one might say Resurrection
springs relationship or is it relationship that springs
resurrection? However it goes, resurrection is Jesus
offered to each of us so that our hands become his
hands, our eyes become his eyes, and our words
become his words.

Barbara Cheney offered this prayer recently: “May I
hear what I need to hear, see what I need to see
and say what I need to say.” This, to me, is
resurrection here and now.

With Easter Blessings, Florence

MUSIC NOTES

by Vaughn Mauren

I’d like to briefly reflect on the progress of the music
program at our church.

In late January, I heard many people say that
they’d like a stronger choir. After some discussion
with the clergy, I was able to hire a handful of
section leaders in order to strengthen the choir and
most importantly, make the ensemble more
approachable for people who can’t read music or
aren’t yet comfortable with their voice. In this
respect, the hiring of these professionals has yielded
mixed results: the quality of the choral music has
greatly increased, but some have found the choir
too intimidating to join.

If you have any reservations about singing in the
choir because you find the section leaders intimi-
dating, please reconsider! They’re here to provide
bedrock support. If I had little or no singing
experience, I’d relish the chance to sing with them
so I could learn by observation and not feel
pressured to carry my part. Join join join!

Thursday rehearsals are at 7.30pm. You must come
to these in order to sing on the following Sunday.

Sunday—rehearsals at 10 in the organ loft.

In other news, I have
been working on a
spring music festival
here at the church
to fundraise and
direct attention to
the ailing condition
of the organ. Our
rare 1876 American
romantic instrument
will need compre-
hensive restoration in
the near future in
order to ensure that
we may continue
using it. More details
on this music festival
will follow.

Most sincerely,

Vaughn Mauren


