What about us… What are we going to do now? The disciples were huddled together, at the end of an extraordinary day, ears straining for the slightest sound that might signify the approach of anyone who was not one of them. The chosen ones, those who had walked and talked and witnessed Jesus’ every action for three years – or rather ten of the twelve - and no doubt a band of followers who had become part of the company who had stood by the cross as Jesus earthly life ebbed away. 

The doors were locked, windows shuttered as the night air cooled and dusk fell; outside people were settling down as night drew near, but within that room emotion was running high; each of them was in shock, in that icy state of recent bereavement, minds running on auto-pilot, grief contained until it became less unbearable.
A few had slipped out very early in the morning, hoping to find space in which they might just begin to make sense of the awfulness of it all. Peter and John had seen that the stone had been moved from the entrance to the tomb; inside there was no broken and bloodied body; the linen strips that had bandaged the body still lay where they had been placed on the slab, just as they had been left there on the eve of the Passover; the cloth that had been wrapped around the head, similarly had not moved; but there was no body.
Mary Magdalene and Mary the mother of James and Joseph had received angelic affirmation; more they had seen the risen Lord, and heard His voice, and had returned to the gathered company with amazing, incredible news. 
What to believe?? Perhaps they were all too stunned to speak. Or concerned for the mental stability of these vulnerable women, not quite able to accept their certainty yet daring to hope beyond hope that it might all have been some dreadful, dreadful nightmare.
And Jesus came and stood among them. None of the supernatural events that had heralded his death, no earthquake or eclipse or cry – either of anguish or of triumph. But somehow, He was there. Peace be with you, He said, and again, Peace be with you.
*****

What about us… What are we going to do now? The question I’ve heard once or twice in the past few days. Compared to the position of the disciples, the upheaval of what might or might not happen here in Stretford over the next few months is as nothing. 
But perhaps it’s not being too crass for us – Anthony and me as much as each of you – to identify more personally than usual with the events we recall during the Easter season. For it’s all been a bit of a shock, and it’ll take a bit of time before we can begin the healing process and work out how things are going to evolve. 
Knowing what we know about the disciples before the trauma of that first Easter, I can’t imagine it took too long before the sombre solidarity of the group was disrupted by a plethora of opinions and questions and proposals and assumptions.
Well it’s all over now… we’re finished…come on, can’t sit around here all day wringing our hands … who’s going to do that now… where are we going?...what can I do to help…what would Jesus do???
I don’t know what will happen now. But nor does anyone else – not even the Almighty I suppose, at least in the short term. No-one’s going to come and tell us what to do, although I do hope the Archdeacon will give us some food for thought when he meets with the PCC on Wednesday evening. And no doubt more questions and opinions and emotions will emerge among us too as time goes by.
But I do so strongly believe that the Scriptures will guide us if we will let them, and they will certainly shape my preaching through this season.
Hear again what the Lord said to the disciples when He stood among them. “As the Father sent me, so I send you.” Given all that had happened to Jesus in response to the Father’s bidding, I can’t imagine how those words felt to the men and women who heard them. “As the Father sent me, so I send you.”

Alongside the Gospel passages set out for us as we journey from Easter to Pentecost, there is also a series of readings from the Acts of the Apostles, giving us a sort of before-and-after chronicle. Hold onto the image of the disciples in the locked room; anxious, afraid, traumatised
And set against it the footage of that first reading [Mandy] gave us. On the Day of Pentecost, anointed by the visible power of the Holy Spirit, Peter addressed the crowd. No longer the man of little thought, always opening his mouth before engaging his brain and opening himself up to all sorts of ridicule and challenge.

Now empowered, Peter raises his voice and speaks confidently and authoritively, of his Lord and Master, his Saviour and Redeemer. That He had been handed over to His accusers “according to the definite plan and forethought of God,” that Jesus is the Messiah whom David foreshadowed generations before, and that “God freed Him from death because it was impossible for Him to be held in its power.”
We heard too, an extract from a letter from that same Peter. “God has given us birth into a living hope through the resurrection of Jesus Christ, and into an inheritance that is imperishable, undefiled and unfading…”
I do so hope you will take the notice sheet home and read through those passages referenced on the front of it. For each of them is an entreaty of hope, encouragement and positivity. We are inheritors of all that Jesus gave His disciples, heirs of those frightened followers whom Jesus met in the locked room. And as today’s Gospel acclaims, “These signs are written so that you may come to believe that Jesus is the Messiah, and that though believing you may have life in His name.”
‘Now that everyone knows,’ said the first e-mail I read on Monday morning, ‘I’d like to invite you to write a few words for next month’s magazine.’ It was from one of the Church Warden’s at St Peter’s, offering me an opportunity to introduce myself and what I hoped my ministry there would mean. ‘No rush, Wednesday will be fine.’ The message concluded.

Now, I know that first impressions can assume far more of an importance than they justly deserve. A first impression is only that, but what it conveys  sometimes makes persuading anyone to form a fair second, third or fourth impression very difficult. 

What to say? And, maybe more importantly, what NOT to say. But as so often happens in my world, a song was soon going round and round in my head, like a record stuck at the same track for hours and hours. It was a song I’d heard sung many times by children in school assemblies, holiday clubs and other such events.  
Was a children’s song a good basis for my first contact with a new parish. Doubtless I’ll find out in time, but I figured it had been lodged in my mind for some reason. Some God-reason, The song’s called, “Our God is a great big God…” and this is a small part of what I wrote abut it.
It’s not perhaps what ‘we’ in the church would think of as a hymn – but it has a bright, bouncy tune which captures children’s imaginations, and it contains sound theology.

 And He’s known me, and He’s loved me since before the world began. 

How wonderful to be a part of God’s amazing plan.

I consider myself hugely blessed to have grown up in the high Anglican Church and learned my faith through witness, formal education, ordered worship, personal spiritual curiosity - and the grace of a generous great God. Much later I discovered how to see God through other eyes, those of children, of teenagers and now of adults who have no church background at all. How to mould together the traditional and the innovative, how to embrace past, present and future dreams and visions, these are the challenges the church faces. That means you, me and the strangers we have yet to meet, standing in the power of the risen Christ. And He holds us in His hands. There’s surely no safer place to be.

That is exactly the challenge for the Church in our time. For the Church of England, the church in England, for Bolton Parish Church, for All Saints Stretford and for all our churches.
A kid’s song; but remember how Jesus lifted up a little child, saying unless you can become like this little child…I’m not going to sing the song; but I am going to use the beginning and the end from it as the response for our Intercessions this morning. Our God is a great big God… And He holds us in His hands.
A good Thought For The Day paraphrase. But should you find that a bit twee, I offer you an expanded version from today’s psalm.
I will bless the Lord who gives me counsel; my heart teaches me, night after night. I have set the Lord always before me; because he is at my right hand I shall not fall.

What about us… What are we going to do now? Well, continuing the hymn lyric theme, how about Seek ye first the kingdom of God, Trust and Obey…
