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Brancepeth Sermon: 17 April 2022 
Easter Dawn Vigil 

Mike Higton 

 

Luke 24:1–12 

 

Risen Christ, 

Take the graveclothes from our minds 

Roll the stone from our hearts 

Pour new life into our wills 

And raise up our bodies 

With your living word today 

Amen. 

  

I don’t know about you, but for me 

an Easter dawn vigil is a very physical, 

very bodily experience 

Of course, all our experience is bodily 

We haven’t exactly got anything else except our bodies 

to do our experiencing with 
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But some experiences do more to remind us of our bodies 

They make us feel our bodies 

And for me, any experience that involves getting up 

at silly o’clock in the morning 

is one of those. 

I feel the drag as I haul myself of bed 

and that strange sensation of suspension 

as I move about the house 

outside of ordinary time. 

I feel the bite of cold air as I walk to church 

and try not to think of the warm bed behind me. 

I feel the heat from the brazier 

that uneven sensation of being scorched in front 

and chilly behind. 

I smell the smoke, 

sometimes more than I want to 

as the wind shifts around. 
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I hear the words, the singing, 

the racket we make with our musical instruments 

the pistol shot of the popping cork. 

I taste the champagne, 

and look forward to other tastes in the castle later. 

And I see the light growing beyond the windows, 

and the light of the fire, the light of the candles. 

All my senses are involved this morning. 

It is a bodily experience. 

  

Our gospel reading, too, is a reading addressed to the senses 

Think of the women, dragging themselves from their beds 

hearts heavy but dutiful 

Think of the smell of the prepared spices, 

overwhelming, astringent, 

triggering the memory of every laying out, 

every funeral, 

every death these women have known. 
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Think of the light growing slowly on the eastern horizon 

Think of the smells as the nearby city comes awake 

Think of the sounds of people 

beginning to go about their business 

And then there’s the stone rolled away, despite its weight. 

There are dazzling clothes, blinding in the early dawn 

And there’s all the movement: 

the women bending to enter the tomb 

then rushing to tell the disciples; 

then Peter himself running to look in. 

It’s a story of moving bodies, of sensing bodies 

a physical story.  

And right in the middle of it all, there’s a missing body. 

‘They found the stone rolled away from the tomb, but when 

they went in, they did not find the body.’ 

There’s a space where they expected to see a corpse, 

a mystery where they expected to find a necessary duty. 
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This is a story about a body: 

about a missing body that then reappears. 

Because there’s more of the story to come, of course  

there are going to be appearances and disappearances, 

misrecognitions and recognitions, 

comings and goings, 

until Thomas touches Jesus’ hands and feet 

and puts his finger in Jesus’ side –  

and confirms that it really is Jesus’ body that has come back. 

 

This is a story of something –  

something strange, 

something beyond all normal expectations –  

happening to a body, Jesus’ body, 

happening to his scarred flesh, 

happening to the body he had carried 

on all his journeys around Israel, 
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happening to the body in which, as which, 

he had grown and matured, 

happening to the body that Mary had carried, 

the body she had fed and tended, 

happening to the body that had slept, weary, in the boat, 

the body that had touched others in healing, 

the body that had broken bread, and shared it. 

This is a story about that body. 

And this morning’s story, the resurrection story, 

is a story of hope for the world. 

It’s a story of hope for you. 

And it is not a story of hope focused on 

some ethereal soul tucked away inside you. 

It is not a story of hope focused on 

some refined spiritual part of you. 

It is not a story of hope focused only on 

your highest ideals and purest thoughts 
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It’s a story of hope focused on you – 

on the real you, sat there on a wooden chair  

or on something more comfortable 

as you watch from home online. 

It’s a story of hope focused on 

the you that found it hard to wake up this morning, 

the you that didn’t sleep well, 

the you that is looking forward to breakfast, 

the you that aches, 

the you that is getting older and saggier 

(at least in my own case; 

I wouldn’t dream of using that description of anybody else). 

It’s a story of hope focused on 

the you that bears all your history –  

in a body that perhaps shows its age, 

in a body that carries old scars, 

in a body that bears visceral memories, 

in a body that knows how to do some things 

and shies away from others. 
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It’s a story of hope focused on your body, 

the body written on by all that has been done to it, 

all that you have seen, 

all that you have endured, 

all that you have enjoyed. 

It’s a story of hope focused on 

the ordinary stuff of your very human life. 

It’s a story of hope focused on you: 

the real you, the tangible you, 

the you that you feel yourself and know yourself to be. 

It is not focused on an idealised version, 

not on an imagined version, airbrushed and idealised, 

but on you, warts and all. 

That’s what the hope of resurrection applies to. 

The resurrection, Jesus’ resurrection, 

is a pledge made to your body, to our bodies, 

to all the varied and curious bodies of the world. 
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It is a pledge that God will take up and heal all that, 

warts and all, scars and all, traumas and all, 

memories and all, joys and all, pleasures and all. 

All of that is the material that God, 

the resurrection artist, 

will work with, 

in unimaginable ways, 

in healing ways, 

in transformative ways, 

in liberating ways – 

doing something utterly extraordinary 

with the utterly ordinary stuff of your life. 

The resurrection, Jesus’ resurrection, 

is a pledge made to your body. 

It is a pledge that God will take up and heal all that, 

and that God is taking up and is healing all that, right now –  

in the little resurrections that echo in advance 

the great resurrection. 
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God, the resurrection artist, is already 

working with the unimpressive, recalcitrant, 

gloopy and awkward stuff of your life. 

God, the resurrection artist, is 

capable of making from it more than you can imagine – 

capable of helping you heal, in ways you thought impossible; 

capable of helping you endure when healing does not come; 

capable of shaping gifts that you can share with those around; 

capable of moulding moments of unexpected, startling beauty. 

God, the resurrection artist, is adept at 

working with the scar tissue, 

working with the broken bits, 

working with the wrinkles and sags, 

working with your human body, your human life, 

and from time to time, in glimpses and glimmers, 

raising it to life unexpected, life illuminated, life extraordinary, 

life resurrected. 

 



 

11 

That is why, this morning, we proclaim the resurrection: 

the resurrection of Jesus, 

the resurrection of the body, 

the pledge of our resurrection, 

and the hope of the world. 

Christ is risen! 

He is risen indeed! 

Allelulia. 

And happy Easter. 
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