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			WAKING UP

Wake up.
Wake up, Jack.
My mom would gently poke me, standing as far back as she could, I often woke up with an abrupt jump.

What is it about waking up?  It’s almost like coming alive, slowly the body and mind begin to move again in an orderly fashion.

The first light of the day, before sunrise, that misty time as the day begins to wake up, the light is very soft and quiet, that is when the two Mary’s went to see the guarded tomb, that is when the earthquake happened, the angel of the Lord came to the earth, and the stone was rolled away, revealing emptiness, absence, “he is not here, he has been raised”.

And something woke up in them, a hope, a fear, a joy, worship.
It was like they had been asleep and they were just now opening their eyes, like they had been dead and were just starting to breath again.
It was as if life began at that moment.

Moments of waking up.
Moments of resurrection.
I remember at a youth retreat as a teenager, we would wake up early and go from bedroom to bedroom singing “I see the morning breaking.  Wake up, wake up!  Get up, get up!”  

We were all surprised in that misty predawn light, we all woke to singing as we helped wake up our friends until we were all up, singing like we were waking the dawn, like we were waking  the dead.
Wake up, wake up, get up get up!

Christian tradition is often to bury our dead in graves facing the east so that on the great resurrection day we will sit up facing the sunrise.
Waking up to the first light of the new day, the soft misty light, that time of quiet.

At my seminary, there is a graveyard where faculty may be buried.  The seminary dates to the 1840’s so there are many graves dating way back.  A current New Testament professor has plans to be buried by one the early deans of the seminary.  

The professor is a black man, and he wants to be one of the first sights that the former dean sees when he wakes up on that great resurrection morning, the former dean was an advocate and defender of slavery.   He looks forward to the surprise of that morning, as do I.
That great Resurrection day has many surprises for all of us.

The tradition is to build churches so that the congregation faces east, facing the sunrise.  The earliest historical records of Christianity other than the New Testament, is that Christians would gather at sunrise on the first day of week, Sunday, and sing hymns to their God, welcoming the morning, the new day, the new creation, facing the resurrection, the sun rise, the pledge of the son of God rising from the grave.


What is this resurrection that Jesus has brought to the world?
What hath God wrought?
What did Mary and Martha think and feel when they heard those words on that first Easter, “he is not here for he has been raised.”

No wonder there was an earth quake, something changed, something deep, something foundational.  
It is almost as if all creation woke that day singing hymns to the Lord God, and the earth shook.

The gospel is that the resurrection of Christ on this day is God’s way of gently poking at our humanity and saying wake up, wake up, get up, get up, its time to get up.  Not just from the death of the grave but also the death of the soul in daily life.  The Resurrection is now not just someday, but now, both and.  Wake up…

What does it mean to live with this hope?  What does it look like to live with this wakefulness?  This awakeness?
So we gather, facing the sunrise, and we sing hymns of praise to our God as we slowly wake up to the mystery of the Risen Lord, the surprise of restored humanity, of finding what was lost. 

We thought we knew what it meant to be alive, but it turns out we are only just now waking up.

Wake up, wake up!  Get up, get up!

Can you hear the singing?
Will we sing?  Will we sing loud enough to wake the dead?
