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“Christ the first fruits”
When did it all become real to you? When did it all start to make sense?
Once upon a time, many, many years ago, a young man was preparing to preach his very first sermon.
He wasn't a minister, though a few years later he would be. He wasn't a student minister, though a few
months later he would be. He wasn't even a graduate, though in a few weeks he would complete his
undergraduate studies. But here he was, about to preach his very first sermon. He had been invited to
preach during an evening service in his home church, the church in the village where he had grown up.
And as he stood in the pulpit that evening, looking out at the congregation – it was quite a small
congregation, partly because it was a small church in a small village, and partly because Sunday night
television had pretty much killed off evening services everywhere by then – as he looked out at the
congregation, he saw the minister who had invited him to preach sitting there, smiling kindly, if a bit
anxiously.
He saw his fiancée sitting there, smiling encouragingly. He saw his parents sitting there, along with his
two younger brothers, who had been warned of dire reprisals if they dared to make faces at him. He
saw his uncles and his cousins and his aunts sitting there, a truly formidable array. He saw his neighbours
sitting there, the people whose living room window he had broken when a soccer ball went astray, and
the people who had chased him out of their strawberry patch just when he and his brothers were
settling down to enjoy the fruit.
And if the truth be told, his knees trembled. What did he think he was doing? What on earth was he
doing in the pulpit that evening? Who was he to preach to this congregation, or to any congregation,
for that matter?
But he did it anyway. He went ahead and read the Scripture he had chosen. By coincidence it was Luke
24:1-12, our Gospel lesson for today. And as he read it, suddenly, to his complete surprise, it all seemed
to make sense. As it had never done before, it all just made sense.
There was no voice from heaven thundering from a logical declaration of why it made sense. There was
no still, small voice whispering in his ear a never-before-heard rational explanation for why it made
sense. No intellectual debate or argument took place right in that moment that won him over and
persuaded him and left him convinced.
It all just made sense. It all just became real.
Oh, he had read the story before. He knew what St Paul wrote about the story in 1 Corinthians 15.
And he agreed with what Paul wrote there. He accepted that, as Paul wrote, it was of first importance ...
that Christ died for our sins in accordance with the scriptures, and that he was buried, and that he was raised
on the third day 1 Corinthians 15:3-4. He agreed that, as Paul wrote, if Christ has not been raised, then
your faith is futile and you are still in your sins 1 Corinthians 15:17. He rejoiced that, as Paul wrote, since
death came through a human being, the resurrection of the dead has also come through a human being 1

Corinthians 15:21.
But until that moment, it had all that seemed slightly academic, slightly cerebral. He had never before
been in a position where he had had to act on what he believed. He had never before been pushed to
the point of having to stand up and speak out for what he believed.
The fact was that he would probably have identified with the people in Luke's Gospel who went to the
tomb that first Easter morning: at first some of them were perplexed at the impossibility of it all, then
others were amazed that it was true.
Jesus had been crucified. He had been put to death by a highly professional and brutally efficient Roman
execution squad, so there can have been no doubt that he was dead. He had been buried, by friends
who surely would never have buried him if they had had even the slightest doubt that he was actually
dead.
And now the stone was rolled away. The body was gone. The grave was empty. The Lord of life was
nowhere to be found in the place where, only a short time before, his lifeless body had been laid.
And everything was different now. Life had triumphed over death. Life was victorious in the face of
what had seemed to be dreadful defeat. The one thing that every living creature feared – death – had
itself died. For Jesus was alive.
Jesus is alive today. Not just alive in a garden, outside Jerusalem, 2000 years ago. Not just alive in the
memories of the people who knew him back then, the people we read about in the Gospels. Not just
alive in the written words of Scripture. Alive – today. Alive – here and now. Alive – in your life, and in
my life, and in our life. Alive in the life of the church, and in the life of the world.
He who once died, has risen from death. The grave was discovered empty. He is alive, and will never
again die. Death has no hold over him. Not only that, but because he lives, and will never again die, we
live too, through faith in him – since death came through a human being, the resurrection of the dead has
also come through a human being; for as all die in Adam, so all will be made alive in Christ 1 Corinthians
15:21-22.
And that is why, to that young man, about to preach his very first sermon, standing in that pulpit that
evening, even though his knees were trembling, it all just made sense.
And though I am no longer that young man, and even though my knees still sometimes tremble in the
pulpit, it has continued to make sense to me, even in the face of sin, evil, illness, pain, sadness, death,
ever since.
Because, as the Psalmist said,
This is the Lord’s doing;
it is marvellous in our eyes.
This is the day that the Lord has made;
let us rejoice and be glad in it.
Psalm 118:23-24

