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Sermon from Jim Mein: Easter 3: Sunday 26th April 2020 
St Peter’s, Lutton Place 

  
Readings: Acts 2. 14a, 36-41;  1 Pet: 1. 17-23;  Luke 24. 13-35. 
 
A disadvantage of age is that technology requires more effort than 
I’m prepared to give! Therefore I’m afraid this is just an e-mail with 
no pictures or sound! However, an advantage of being in one’s 80s 
is that, although we are told several times a day that we live in 
unprecedented times, we know that is only partially true. That 
Government peacetime restrictions cover whole countries and that 
modern IT can enable so much still to be done are indeed new; but 
the actual threat posed by the virus itself has always been with us; 
we might even say that we are being reminded of our real situation. 
 

I remember reading Albert Camus’ “The plague” at school and although no details remain in 
my mind it did raise the basic questions of how we respond to adversity. Of course the 
adversity in the present situation varies enormously from person to person. We are not ‘all 
in this together’. Lock down for some is almost a holiday in which to tend the garden, read 
some books, hone their IT communication skills and do many of the things they had no time 
for before. For others, it is a financial disaster; it is being marooned in a high rise block with 
screaming kids; it is being separated from loved ones even as they die; and bringing much 
uncertainty. How are we to respond to this as individuals, as a Church and as a country?  
 

I could, in this Easter season, retreat into talking about life after death – it will all be alright in 
the end. But to be truthful I have never been able to imagine what eternal life may be like. 
Of course this may be just be my lack of imagination – I can’t imagine how the fantastic 
amount of information on every subject can be brought to my computer – the particular bit I 
want rippling through the air from across the world to make marks on my screen at the 
press of a button. So anything may be possible; but as I say I can’t picture eternity and I 
don’t think our Christian calling is to pretend that what happens in this world is of no real 
importance because all will be sorted out in the next. I have always liked the Christian Aid 
motto: “We believe in life before death”.   
 

I think our readings support this: In Peter’s sermon: “Repent, be baptised, receive the Spirit 
– and they went out and shared with all as each had need”. And in the letter named after 
Peter: “Live in reverent fear - our father judges all people impartially according to their 
deeds”. And in the Gospel, my favourite story of all the appearances of Jesus, we have 
Cleopas and his friend recognising Jesus as they break bread together and then rushing 
back to Jerusalem to share their news with the other disciples. It has always seemed to me 
that most of the reported appearances were to people who needed encouragement in their 
faith journeys – encouragement to continue living the lives they had wanted to lead when 
Jesus was with them. 
 

But let me return to today being ‘normal’. After a life-time of funerals and being with people 
who have lost loved ones I know that every single death is a catastrophe for some. So I was 
surprised by some simple arithmetic. The population of the UK is estimated to be 
67,886,011 and life expectancy is 81.4 years. Dividing one by the other it seems that an 
average of 833,980 people die each year, or 2,284 each day.  
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I’m not reporting this to try and diminish the importance of the deaths we hear of each day, 
but rather to remind us that death is something we always have to cope with. I suspect that 
we live in a generation that is less aware of death than any in the past. There have been 
many plagues through history and many devastating wars, more starvation, and more 
sicknesses that led to death. Death was something that happened at home, in our 
communities. I know the UK has been involved in several wars since 1945, soldiers have 
died; and there have been many epidemics, and children born with life threatening 
conditions, but my impression is that we all expect, without thinking, that we will live long 
lives and then be moved to a hospital or Care home to die out of sight to all but our close 
relatives. 
 

We easily forget that 2,284 are dying each day in the UK.   
 

My aim in this rather rambling address is to plead that we must all take life seriously. We 
must recognise the precarious nature of human life. We should be determined to make the 
most of all we are given. Several people have remarked that this virus threat is an 
opportunity to think about what is really important to us. So let me end by repeating what I 
hope I have been trying to say during my time with you. 
 

God loves you, each one of you. You are lovable, and this means that you can (should) love 
yourself, even when you know the many failings you have. The fact that you are loved 
means you are important. And also, being loved enables you to love other people, even with 
their failings, for this is how we love like God, and love God. God is love. 
 

This is the heart of the faith I believe I’m struggling towards and which I try to share with 
others. Of course I fail – for me it is still a distant mountain view, but my hope is that we are 
all crawling in the right direction. Some more quickly than others but the whole movement is 
towards that central point of love. We slip back sometimes, but I do believe the basic 
movement is forward. I see how people care for those who are ill; I see the changes we 
have made in the way the majority believe we should regard women, and people of other 
races, and those with other sexual preferences. I believe more people think it wrong that the 
gap between rich and poor is so large, and, perhaps most important, more of us are 
concerned about the way we treat our planet and wish to change that. 
 

This movement is only possible for me because at the centre is love. Believing it is love 
which undergirds and permeates the conscious universe is significantly different from a 
belief in an authoritative power exercising justice. It would be hard to generate enthusiasm 
for a struggle towards that controlling authority – a duty maybe, but not enthusiasm. The call 
to faith is changed from a demand to sign on to the acceptance of set doctrines, or 
obedience to a specific moral code. Rather it becomes an invitation to risk committing 
yourself to love. 
 

A risk that certainly is. For to love is to open yourself to the real possibility of being hurt; you 
are vulnerable; you are not in control. But this is what Christ calls us to: this is how we make 
the most of the lives we have: this is how we reach for the kingdom of heaven. 
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Let us pray: 

O Creator of all, 
as the Risen One broke into the conversation of despair on the road to Emmaus, 
break into our lives with a song of hope. 
 
May we know you are never finished with us,  
but help us burst out of the cold tomb of made-up minds,  
massage our hardened hearts into supple softness, 
grant us the mind of Christ,  
and the courage of the Spirit, 
to become the people we were meant to be. 
 
For then, in spite of the limitations of lock-down,  
we may be candles,  
shining in the darkness of our troubled world,  
bringing peace to fearful hearts,  
showing love to angry lives. 
 
May our leaders make decisions for the welfare of all. 
May those on the front line have courage to persevere. 
May those suffering see a light shining in the future. 
And may all feel your love which warms the coldest night. 
 
And we pray for Nick and Becky Wills as the Bishop inducts Nick on Tuesday to officially 
begin his ministry with us.  
Amen. 
 
May God’s grace be with us as we walk our different roads; 
And the Blessing of God, Creator, Brother, Spirit,  
be with each of you as you travel further on your journey.  
Amen. 
 


