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EASTER
by Rev. Dr. David McKane

It is February and the city is blanketed in one of the heaviest
snowfalls of the year. The birdbath at the bottom of the garden has
a snow cone covering eighteen inches deep. The branches of the
Red pine bend low laden, as they are with snow. From the eaves-
trough over the front steps long fingers of ice reach for every
passing toque. I am sitting in the living room writing of Easter. A
fire burns in the fireplace and the sweet smell of cottonwood and
pine perfumes the air. On the coffee table by my elbow a pot of
daffodils reminds me that, while the garden is blanketed with snow,
sleeping in the soil beneath, daffodil, tulip and crocus bulbs await
to proclaim the end of winter and herald the spring. Drawn, while it
1s yet dark, by the sun’s light.

I think of death and resurrection. I think of
my mother’s death and the scattering of her
ashes. I think ofall the funerals thatI have
conducted in my 35 years of ministry, of the
finality of death, the pain of it, the terrible
aching for the “third day”, for the stone to
be rolled aside and the loved one rise again.
I think of R.D. Laing, British psychiatristand
his cryptic comment that “/ife is & sexually
transmitted disease with a one hundred
percent mortality rate.” 1 think of all the
literature and research into near-death
experiences that speak of light, of those who
describe the end of life as a process of moving
towards an incredible light.

Isaiah speaks:

“Arise, shine, for your light is come. . . . The sun shall be no
more thy light by day, neither for brightness shall the moon give
light unto vour, but the Lord shall be unto you an everlasting
light, and vour God your glory.”

I think of the resurrection of Jesus, of Mary’s encounter in the
garden and the witness of the scriptures. [ think of the variety of
resurrection experiences, of all the various schools of thought, of
the differing “explanations,” of the bottom line. Something quite
extraordinary happened here. Not the resuscitation of a corpse but
the transformation or transfiguring into an entirely new mode of
being, a sign and seal of the new age to come.

Tom Harpur’s book, Life after Death lies on top of a pile of
books beside my chair. I pickitup and open it. Harpur writes;

“It is because of the kind of God revealed by the teachings of
Judaism, Christianity and Islam, that ] am persuaded of the truth
of spiritual planes beneath, through and bevond this world of
space, sense and time. It is for this reason that I believe God has
a destiny for each of us that transcends the grave. We will live in
a dimension of being where all life’s promises will be fulfilled,
not because of our inner merit or innate immortality, but because
of God s faithfulness and love.” (334)

Theology, they say, is fides rationem
quaerens, faith seeking a rational basis and
mode of expression. The fire crackles.
Outside the snow lies thick and still. Deepin
the soil beneath bulbs lie buried waiting for
the “third day.” Our faith, when all else is
said and done, is ultimately rooted in the
nature and grace of God, the One who is Light
and Life and Life everlasting. Deep in the
marrow of my being a song, like daffodil
bulbs, begins to stir,

“My Lord, what a morning, my Lord what
a morning, my Lord, what & morning when
the stars begin to fall, when the stars begin

to fall”
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