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“We dance"
Matthew 27:57-66, 28:1-10

Nikos Kazantzakis begins the twenty-first chapter of his modern novel, Zorba the Greek, with the following paragraph:  "It was Easter Day.  Zorba had dressed himself up.  He had put on some thick, dark-purple, woolen socks which he said had been knitted for him by one of his women friends from Macedonia.  He anxiously ran up and down a hillock near our beach.  Putting his hand up over his thick eyebrows to shield his eyes, he watched the village road."

"We were expecting Dame Hortense that day to celebrate Easter."

Much to the dismay of Zorba and a friend who was with him, she was apparently running late.  We soon learn that she is late but ill and unable to join them to enjoy the roasted lamb they had prepared on a spit.  But Zorba and his friend decide it is time to sit down to the roasted lamb.  They eat and drink to their hearts' content.  

Kazantzakis continues the story, "The wind carried up to us, like the droning of bees, the distant, passionate notes of the lyre – (a kind of viola with three strings and bells).  Christ was being reborn again on the village terraces.  The paschal lamb and the Easter cakes were being transformed into love songs."

"When Zorba had eaten and drunk quite copiously, he put his hand to his big hairy ear.  'The lyre . . . ' he murmured.  'They're dancing in the village.' " 

"He stood up suddenly.  'Let's go and dance!  Christ is reborn, my friend!"


But Zorba's friend is hesitant and in his hesitancy we become aware of the contrast in their lives.  Zorba responds to all that life offers him while his friend seems more reluctant.  Their friendship gives the story its richness.  It has been said that the character of Zorba was created on an extraordinary scale and that  Kazantzakis' story comes to us from one of the great life-affirming novels of our time.  



In one telling moment in the book Zorba tells his friend:  "Whenever I feel I'm choking with some emotion . . . I dance.  And I feel better!  Once, when my little Dimitraki died, in Chalcidice, I got up as I did a moment ago and I danced.  The relations and friends who saw me dancing in front of the body rushed up to stop me.  'Zorba has gone mad!' they cried, 'Zorba has gone mad!'  But if at that moment I had not danced, I should really have gone mad – from grief.  Because it was my first son and he was three years old and I could not bear to lose him.  You understand what I'm saying . . . don't you . . . ?"

Zorba goes on to tell of another incident in which he befriended a Russian and of how they struggled to communicate with one another.  Zorba tells his friend, "We had come to an arrangement as well as we could by gestures.  He was first to speak.  As soon as I couldn't follow him, I was to shout:  'Stop!' " 

"Then he'd get up and dance.  D'you get me?  He danced what he wanted to tell me.  And I did the same.  Anything we couldn't say with our mouths we said with our feet, with our hands, our belly or with wild cries . . . "


How might we tell the story of the very first Easter with our feet, with our hands, with our bellies, or with wild cries?  The timeless message of Easter moves us as it did Zorba and his friend through all the joys and sorrows that our living brings.

Many of us who are a part of our church family here in Mäkena remember Auntie Mele Martin and Auntie Bea Rosa.  Auntie Mele and Auntie Bea were wonderful hula dancers who danced in the old style.  It was a style not based on what some may view as the technical aspects of hula – doing the right steps and the proper hand movements.

Instead it was a style that came from inside of a person.  It was a style that exuded or radiated a love for hula not as entertainment but as the sheer joy of dance.


By the time I came to know Auntie Mele and Auntie Bea whatever years of youth they may have had were long gone.  Youth may indeed lay claim to beauty, but age will always lay claim to grace and Auntie Mele and Auntie Bea were so full of grace, they overflowed, whenever they danced.


I have two striking memories that I will always carry with me.  One memory is of Auntie Mele when she got up to dance after a period of illness at one of our gatherings.  We were all worried about whether or not she would be able to complete the dance.

We watched as she moved from side to side and forward and back, her face filled with the glow of what can only be described as that "hula girl smile."  As soon as she was done, we could hear her gasping for breath.  Someone quickly stepped in to help her to her seat.  Although she was literally out of breath it was all okay because she was able to finish the dance.

The other memory I have is of Auntie Bea dancing at Auntie Mele's memorial service six years ago.  By the time of Auntie Mele's death, Auntie Bea had become wheelchair-bound.  


She sat near the front of the church that day and when the musicians began to play a certain song, she raised her arms and danced while sitting in the wheelchair.  Auntie Bea died the following year.  


In my heart I imagine this Easter day that they are dancing with the angels.  

The story of Easter is a story that moves through and beyond all the joys and sorrows that our living brings.  It is a story that moves us from life to death to life again.  It is a story of the resurrection.  

For Auntie Mele and Auntie Bea hula was an integral part of their lives.  For Keÿala who danced at the beginning of our time of worship and for many of you who dance, we know that hula provides with a way for us to tell our stories.  


In the midst of our living, we dance.  Whether in joy or sorrow, we dance.  And we dance to tell others of the One who is the Lord of Life, the Lord of Love, and the Lord of the Dance.

Sydney Carter wrote the wonderful anthem that our choir sang a few moments ago, "Lord of the Dance."  The music is based on a 19th century Shaker tune.  

I'm not about to dance but I do want to share with you once more the words as Carter wrote them of Jesus who is the Lord of the Dance:


I danced in the morning when the world was begun,


And I danced in the moon and the stars and the sun,


And I came down from heaven and I danced on the earth.


At Bethlehem I had my birth.



I danced for the scribe and the Pharisee, but they would not dance


And they wouldn't follow me;



I danced for the fishermen, for James and John;



They came to me and the dance went on.



Dance, then, wherever you may be;



I am the Lord of the Dance, said he.



And I'll lead you all wherever you may be,



And I'll lead you all in the dance said he.



I danced on the Sabbath when I cured the lame,



The holy people said it was a shame;



They whipped and they stripped and they hung me high;



And they left me there on a cross to die.



I danced on a Friday and the sky turned black;



It's hard to dance with the devil on your back;



They buried my body and they thought I'd gone,



But I am the dance and I still go on.



They cut me down and I leapt up high,



I am the life that'll never, never die;



I'll live you if you live in me;



I am the Lord of the Dance, said he.

So we look for the rainbow.  We follow the way of the cross. We proclaim Christ crucified.  We celebrate God's mercy.  We hope for the resurrected life.  We confess that Jesus Christ is Lord.  And we dance.
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