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Acts 9:1-6; John 21:1-19 


If you were here a couple Sundays ago, then you know there wasn’t much wood showing in the pews, which is a rare but happy experience in this sanctuary for someone who stands where I do most Sundays. Remember. That was the word for Easter Sunday: “Remember, don’t forget how he told you, while he was still in Galilee, that the Son of man must be delivered into the hands of sinful men, and be crucified, and on the third day rise.” And the women at the tomb on that first Easter remembered his words.


Remember. Don’t forget. Easter was a bright, beautiful morning as the Sunday school gathered us for breakfast around colorfully decorated tables in the dining hall, and then, again, as the Risen Lord gathered us for breakfast around this table in a veritable garden of lilies. Easter Day is always ecstatic. Monday mornings are always, well, they’re always pretty mundane. And there are always Monday mornings to go back to after Easter days. Monday mornings filled with crabby co-workers and crying kids, dirty laundry and mounting debt, a shopping list of stressors and worries that wither the soul.


Listen again, if you will, for the sound of the brass and the strains of the hymns: “Jesus Christ is Ris’n Today,”  we sang, and “The Strife is O’er the Battle Done.” See again, if you will, children adorned in their Easter attire and a cross bearing flowers in Easter procession. “Yet, look! It lives,” we sang of the cross on Good Friday, “It lives! Its grief has not destroyed it nor fire consumed it.” Listen again. See again. Shout again, if you will, our joyous refrains of resurrection rehearsal, “Alleluia, Christ is risen. He is risen indeed, Alleluia.” But it’s just not quite the same today, is it? Easter is ecstatic. Monday is mundane. Easter fades as we go back to the same old things that we’ve always done. “Monday, Monday, / Can't trust that day,” the Mamas and the Papas used to sing to us, “Monday, Monday, / Just turns out that way. . . .”


Those of you who dared to come back last Sunday, and I understand there weren’t many of you who dared such a thing, myself included, you know that Easter is not easy after just a few days, maybe not even after just a few hours. The final verse of “Thine Is the Glory” was still echoing across the parking lot when the phone rang in the parsonage with more news of death. Easter Sunday may have been ecstatic, but no matter how aglow was that Sunday, mundane Monday morning always follows.


I imagine just such a Monday morning when Jesus’ friends are back to doing what they do best, doing what they did long before Jesus came ambling along that beach twenty chapters ago saying, “Follow . . . .” How strange that after the appearances of the Risen Jesus, all Simon Peter can say is, “I’m going fishing. I’m going back. Enough of Easter. Enough of Jesus. I’m getting back to Monday. And I’m getting back in control.” But it’s not going to happen. Peter can’t go back to Monday. Remember, “Every morning is Easter morning from now on.”


As a character in one of Flannery O'Connor's stories says, “Jesus done thrown everything out of kilter.” The resurrection has turned everything upside down, inside out, out of kilter, and yet we, like Peter, try to get the world back in balance as we thought we once had it. This is an illusion. It’s been said that “Balance is the illusion that you are actually in control of your life.” 


I suppose this is what Simon and the others want. They want to get back to the illusion that they are in control of their lives, especially after those days in Jerusalem when everything was thrown out of kilter. Something that the social sciences have taught us is that we are not in control but that we are caught; we are determined, constrained, restrained by a tangled web of factors like birth, class, ethnicity, psychological predispositions, genetic inheritance, parental upbringing, family order, education, and so on, all of which  determine who we are and what we can do. You think that what you are thinking is what you want to think. But no. It's your mother–it’s your father–still at work in your brain. It's unresolved baggage from your childhood that you still slog around with you. It's your social location jerking you around.


That doesn’t sound much like control to me. It sounds even less like freedom. But it’s probably a very accurate assessment of the human condition, what the church has known throughout the ages as original sin. In such a climate, where the possibility of true freedom is really grim, where we live shackled to a host of external determinations, Easter is a very counter-cultural claim. Easter declares that something has happened in the world, namely the death and resurrection of Jesus that has released an unconstrained power upon the world, a power that makes real change, genuine newness actually possible. And the church is full of people throughout the ages whose very presence among the community of the faithful is proof of the power of Easter. They (and maybe we) are living examples of the way in which God keeps bringing life out of death, keeps making a way when there seems to be no way. 


We have to look no further than the people in our stories this morning. Paul, enemy number one of the Jesus movement, on his way, he thinks, to Damascus; and Peter, who, when the way got rough, denied that he even knew Jesus, on his way today to fishing failure. We see in these two lives that the appearances of the Risen Jesus challenge the cynical, closed systems of the modern world that would deny us the strong promise that God keeps making a way for us even when there seems to be no way.


Jesus is here to bring Peter out of the night of his dark denial and out of the night of his fishing failure. The last time Peter stood at a charcoal fire, three times before the rooster crowed, he said, “I don’t know the man!” This time, while Peter stands at a charcoal fire again, Jesus asks him three times, “Do you love me?” and three times Peter says, “Lord, you know that I love you.” The risen Jesus is making a new person out of Peter without him even asking for it.


Just as Jesus replenished the wine at Cana’s wedding in Galilee, and just as he fed the multitudes with five loaves and two fishes, so he will fill the fishermen’s nets after a night of fishing failure. (The disciples never catch a thing when Jesus is not around.)


“I am the vine, you are the branches. . . Abide in me as I abide in you. Just as the branch cannot bear fruit by itself unless it abides in the vine, neither can you unless you abide in me.”


God makes a way when there is no way; and sometimes, like Peter and Paul, we have to come to a place where there is no way left for us to turn before God can make that way for us. Little wonder that, in the Book of Acts, the early Jesus movement was simply called “The Way.” And The Way is not back to Monday. The way is forward to Easter. Remember. “Every morning is Easter morning from now on.” Easter ecstasy just keeps washing over mundane Monday.


“Come and have breakfast.”

–Dennis J. Lauritsen, pastor
