Khristos voskres, Alleluia!

This is the day the Lord has made; let us rejoice and be glad in it, alleluia!

“We are Easter people and our song is alleluia!” These words were spoken by the fourth-century bishop of Hippo, our holy father St. Augustine, and remind us that in this magnificent and joyful season of Easter we touch upon the very heart of our faith. The profound mystery of the resurrection of our Lord and Savior Jesus Christ has called us to remember this magnificent event each Sunday of the year as we gather at the Holy Sacrifice to celebrate the Lord’s resurrection. The unexplainable and dynamic mystery of Christ’s bursting forth from the dark tomb of death and standing radiant in the light of glory so changed the lives of his apostles and disciples that the good news was spread to the ends of the earth and formed a whole new way of life for those who believe in the Lord Jesus Christ. In the early Church and throughout the centuries men and women —yes, even boys and girls – have sacrificed their lives and shed their blood in witness to their belief that Jesus Christ has conquered sin and death through his passion and death and glorious resurrection. The question that each of us must ask ourselves is what this resurrection really means in our daily lives. How does the resurrection affect our personal lives, our family life, our work, our relationship with others, and our own hurts, sufferings, joys and sorrows? The resurrection of our Lord Jesus Christ is a historical event that should be a profound reality in our every day life. The splendor of Christ’s rising from the dead should dispel all darkness and fear and empower us with a sense of vital hope and deep faith.

During the time of the Cold War a local political official in one of the Slavic nations oppressed by communism decided to have a town meeting in order to convince the people under his care that God does not exist. The officer was a good man in many ways but was totally convinced that the Communist Party was correct and that God did not exist. This man spoke at some length to the people in his efforts to convince them the Communists were there to help them and that their participation and submission to the communist way of life would be advantageous to them. At great length he explained why it was futile for them to believe in God, a God  that did not exist, a being that in no way would affect their personal lives. The officer continued to speak for at least two hours while the people sat listening in utter silence. Being a fair man, at the conclusion of his talk he invited the local priest to present arguments for the existence of God and to explain how the people could have a true sense of dignity without the Communist Party. At this invitation, the old priest rose from his chair and walked to the front of the room. Very slowly he looked at each one of the people sitting before him. These were the men and women, the boys and girls, whose lives he had entered into for many years. He knew their struggles, their hardships and all the oppression that they had suffered through the years. Finally he raised his hands and cried out with a loud voice “Khristos voskres!” (‘Christ is risen!’)  As one body, the people rose to their feet and cried in response, “Voistinu voskres!” (‘Indeed, Christ is risen!’)

In this simple acclamation, we see how the risen Christ was alive in each one of those people’s hearts. The darkness and depression that enveloped them was overcome by the explosive reality that Christ was alive and in their midst. There was no pit, no cavern, no black hole so deep that the light of the risen Lord did not penetrate. What is needed is for each one of us to have the persistence of Mary Magdalene, who came that first Easter morning to the tomb.  Her heart was breaking and she was filled with the dark gloom of a soul bereft of one it loves. She had seen her Master, the Teacher, the divine Physician who had healed her crippled soul, the dear friend who had shown her what true love really is, she had seen him die a hideous death for a trumped up crime he never committed. Truly she was in a very dark pit, darker and gloomier than the tomb she was going to. It was at that very moment that the explosive, radiant light of the risen Lord illuminated her whole being, and the one she mourned was standing before her gently speaking her name like the voice of the shepherd tenderly calling his beloved ewe lamb. If the Magdalene had buried herself in her home, locking the door of her room and barring her heart to hope, she might never have left the place of mourning and gone to the tomb to encounter Life and Hope Itself.  

Like Mary we must never give up searching for the one we love, indeed the One who loves us more than we can think or even imagine. The risen Lord stands with open arms, inviting us to touch Him, to handle Him and see that he is risen and that we are not embracing a ghost but the truest and deepest reality of our lives.  

Yes Christ is indeed risen, and from the depths of our souls we must cry out with convicted faith, truly, yes very truly He is risen, alleluia! Alleluia! Alleluia!

