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“We hope for the resurrected life”
Hebrews 5:5-10 & John 12:20-33
  
It was dusk – that time of day when the sun falls below the horizon and whatever we may see turns into shadows as day turns into night.  I had just spent the late afternoon with college friends at the Roosevelt High School gym in Honolulu practicing volleyball.

I lived about seven city blocks from the school.  Though I could have easily walked to and from the gym, I rode my bicycle.  


It was summer and the days were a little bit longer.  It was about 6:30 p.m. when practice ended.  We talked story for a little bit but after a moment or two the group began to break up as we all headed off in different directions for home.


I jumped on my bike and began to cut across the parking lot for the entrance and exit at the bottom of the hill.  Except for a couple of cars near the gym, the rest of the lot was empty.  

I looked down the hill and noticed a car coming between a row of diagonal parking stalls marked in white paint.  The headlights of the car were already on.


In a fraction of time I could see what was about to happen.  We were headed for a collision and I knew that depending on the severity of our collision I would definitely be on the losing end.


I remembered thinking, “I should have fixed the light on my bicycle.  The person driving the car cannot see me.”  

I had become a shadow.


There was not much I could do except squeeze hard on both hand breaks.  The driver of the car suddenly became aware of what was about to happen and she slammed on her brakes.  The sounds of my bicycle tires squealing and her car tires screeching scared a banyan tree full of mynah birds into flight.  The sound of wings flapping and birds screaming ricocheted through the parking lot above our squealing and screeching tires.

I managed to stop right in front of her and she managed to stop right in front of me.  I did not hit her and she did not hit me.  But the momentum of her car and my bicycle was such that I found myself lying on my side on the asphalt looking up at the beams of both headlights.  My bicycle was wedged between her two front tires.


The woman got out of her car and began to say over and over again, “Are you okay?”  “Are you okay?”  “I didn’t see you.”  “Are you okay?”

I felt so stupid for not having had the light on my bicycle fixed.  I also felt some guilt feeling that I was responsible for the collision.  Out of embarrassment I began to ask her, “Are you okay?”  “I’m fine, but are you okay?”


Sensing that we had come close to a disaster, she became more agitated and distraught.  I tried to reassure her that I was fine.  


“See,” I said as I picked my bicycle.  “I’m fine.  I’m fine.  You’re fine.”


I suggested that we could leave what had just happened behind us and be on our way.


She got back in her car all the while saying, “I’m sorry.  I’m sorry.”  I realized after she had driven away that my bike had sustained enough damage that I could not ride it home.  So I walked the seven blocks back to my apartment.


I stopped at a marketplace a block from where I lived and sat down on the curb.  It was then that I began to feel some aches and pains.  As the adrenalin wore off I found myself more and more aware that for the moment, I was not feeling well.
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Some say those who go through a near-death experience often see a light.  Those who, by legal and clinical definitions, are considered dead and then come back to life say they remember seeing a light.

I know when I sat down on the sidewalk that summer evening over thirty-five years ago that what happened to me was far from a near-death experience.  As I look back over the years I believe what I experienced was that death is always near - and there is a difference.

In a sense, our reading from The Gospel According to John is about Jesus’ own awareness that for him death is also near.  His comments about his impending death and what it would mean for the world were prompted by the coming of Philip and Andrew who express their desire to see him.

Philip and Andrew represented the Greek world seeking Jesus.   Both Philip and Andrew came from Galilee, an area that had a large Gentile population.  Both carried Greek names.

Jesus’ response makes clear his ministry will no longer be limited to Judea, Samaria, and Galilee.  


He must now make himself available to the world.  The word of his presence and availability will be to all people (John 12:32).

But it is a presence and availability that will require his death.  It will include elements of struggle for Jesus.  As he contemplated his own death Jesus said, “Now my soul is troubled . . . ”
Whatever troubling of the soul Jesus may have experienced (John 11:33-35, 38; 12:27), our text indicates that that troubling is now over.   But what looms before as we move through this season of Lent is the anguish that will surround the turmoil of his death.  
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Even though our text indicates that whatever troubled Jesus is now over; even though Jesus speaks of his death as though it were a past experience and that the ruler of this world has been driven out, there was an anguish in his voice that we would do well to remember.  So often and too often we want to rush towards the triumph of his resurrection.  In this season of Lent we are reminded of the turmoil of his death and we are reminded that what sustains us is our hope for the resurrected life and it is ultimately a hope that only can be realized in our dying.   

On Thursday of last week Randal McCloy Jr., the only survivor of the Sago Mine disaster in West Virginia two months ago, left the Morgantown rehabilitation hospital for home.  McCloy was carried out of the mine 41 hours after an explosion left 12 fellow miners dead.


Some consider his survival a medical miracle because he survived being exposed to carbon monoxide for so long.  There is no medical explanation to explain why he lived and others died.


Dr. Russell Biundo, the medical director of Health South Mountainview Regional Rehabilitation Hospital, was quoted as saying, “It’s basically like he was resurrected” (“Mine blast survivor returns home earlier than expected,” The Maui News, Friday, March 31, 2006, A9).   I don’t know if any physician determined that McCloy was legally and clinically dead at any point in the aftermath of the accident.  


So I would venture to say that while Dr. Biundo’s comment makes for good press, we know there is a difference between a life resuscitated and a life resurrected.  McCloy’s survival is a medical miracle and for the miracles we see in the lives of others, we thank God.  

But there will come a time that like Jesus we must prepare for our own death.  The miracle then will not be a life resuscitated but a life resurrected.  It is a gift given to us through the One whom we remember as we gather to share the bread and the cup. 

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.
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