
a song, a shout, an alleluia ... 

toward the dawning 

of the first day of the week 
they who were waiting found 

the sepulcher_ unbarred 
the stone rolled back 
the One whom death could not destroy 

whom hatred could not deter 
nor fear imprison 
this One set free to live 

forever and always 
where men are yet dying 

do not be afraid 

it is a first day for all mankind 

he is risen as he said 

come see where he lay 
do not tarry here 

but go 

go quickly 

go into all the world 
go bravely 

walking in his resurrection 

walking in newness of life . 

sing a new song 

sing alleluias of joy 
sing alleluias of triumph 
but go singing 

singing the new manhood 

singing the new humanity 
singing the new kingdom 
singing the new heaven 

and the new earth 

and the new world coming 
sing a new song 
but go, go quickly 

go into all the world 

For as by a man came death, 
by a man has come also 
the resurrection of the dead . 
For as in Adam all die, 
So also in Christ 
shall all be made alive. (1 Cor. 15:21-22) 

If any one is in Christ, 
he is a new creation; 
the old has passed away, 
behold, the new has come. (2 Cor. 5:17) 

I~ ~ , 

... 
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' ' It is in dying 
that we are 

BORN TO ETERNAL LIFE'' 
What did St. Francis mea; by this? 

Was he speaking of the afterlife, the life 
after death? The story of his dying re
lates that he had no fear of death. 
There was not a thought in his mind that 
his death meant the end of his relation
ship with his friend and his most high 
Lord. On the contrary it would continue, 
and it would continue forever. Yet it 
was not in this dying that he entered into 
eternal life; he had done that already, 
in his first dying, which began when he 
came down from his horse that day on 
the Umbrian plain. 

It seems to me that in his prayer, St. 
Francis is speaking of the first kind of 
dying. When we give, something is given 
to us. When we pardon, pardon is given 
to us. So when we die, life is given to 
us. St. Francis is not speaking of some 
event not yet come. He is speaking of an 
event of which he has already had ex
perience, of an event which is continu
ally, perhaps continuously, happening. 
He is speaking of the kind of life of 
which Jesus spoke when he said that he 
had come so that we might have life and 
have it more abundantly. In other words, 
he had come so that we might have 
eternal life. 

This view seems confirmed by the last 
stanza of Canticle of the Sun, which he 
added a few days before his death; 

Praised be my Lord for our sister, the 
bodily death, 

From which no living man can flee. 
Woe to them who die in mortal sin, 
Blessed those who shall find themselves 

in Thy most holy will, 
For the second death shall do them 

no ill. 
It is difficult for many Christians to 

adopt wholly this interpretation of eter
nal life, because they are preoccupied 
with what is called the afterlife, the life 
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after death. The view is often held by 
Christians that if there is no life after 
death, then life before death has no 
meaning. This life after death has been 
described both by those who have had no 
experience of it, and (so we are told) 
by those who are actually experiencing it, 
according to whom it appears to be one 
of great insipidity. The descriptions of 
those who have no ex-perience of it are, 
inevitably so, more imaginative. There 
seems to be a great deal of singing and 
praise and music in heaven, according to 

some. According to others, we take up 
where we left off. According to yet oth
ers, we are reunited with loved ones; this 
is the comfort given by many priests and 
ministers to bereaved persons. One of 
the latest and most imaginative efforts 
was made very recently by an English 

Swedenborgian who, in defiance of Jesus' 
statement that there is no man-iage in 
heaven, asserts that those who have bad 
marital luck on earth will have good ( and 
new) marital luck in heaven. 

I should like to set do\.\'11 here my own 
belief. Insofar as I am willing to be made 
an instrument of God's peace, in that far 
have I already entered into eternal life. 

Heaven to me is here, and whatever else 
it may be, I can know it now insofar as I 
am the instrument of that peace. What 
happens to me after I die, I do not know, 
nor do I really want to know. I have no 
evidence on which to deny that there is 
life after death, but what kind of life it 
would be, I have no idea. That a man 
who, in the words of Francis, was in 
God's will remains in that will, I am pre
pared to believe, because Francis, when 
death came, welcomed it; he called death 
Sister Death, and said to his doctor, "She 

is to me the gate of life." So should I 
like to die. 

There are some diffident Christians 

who cannot believe that they are now in 
eternal life, not only because they con
tinue to think of eternal life as a reward 
for this one, but because they think it is 
far too grand a way to describe the pro
saic way in which they live. They feel 
that such descriptions must be reserved 
for the saints and perhaps the clergy! Yet 
the gospel is a gospel for us; it is good 
news for us. When Jesus said, "You are 
the light of the world," he was not 
speaking to the saints and the clergy; he 
was speaking to people like us. So let 
us think and reflect more on the proposi
tion that we are even now in eternal life, 
and whatever happens after the physical 
death, we do so continue, for we are in 
God's will, and God's will continues. 

Two last points: The dying of the first 
death is not always a dramatic encounter; 

sometimes it takes a long time. The 
second point is that we do not cease to be 
sinners because we enter into eternal 
life; both St. Paul and St. Francis claimed 
to be superlative sinners. 

Some people say that the days of faith 
are over, that Francis of Assisi lived in 
times that will never be known again, and 
that is why he was able to die singing. 
Such people should read that glorious 
book Dying We Live, which contains the 
last letters of German men and women, 

some of them very young, who accepted 
death under Hitler rather than, as Mr. 
George N. Shuster states, "lose their in
tegrity." What do those words mean: 

"lose their integrity"? Mr. Shuster seems 
to suggest that it is something one keeps 
even though one is dead. And this is a 
proper thought about a book called by 
the title Dying We Live. 

This book is so full of courage, faith , 
and compassion for those who will be 

bereaved, and gratitude and surprise that 
God should have selected such weak in-
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struments, that one could quote it for
ever. I shall quote only one thing. On 
February 18, 1943, Hans Scholl (23) 
and his sister Susie (21) were caught 
dropping copies of the leaflet Pamphlet of 
the White Rose from a gallery into the 
main lobby of the University of Munich. 
One wonders at such courage in 1943, at 
the time when the Russians were turning 
the tide of war. One of this group was 
Christoph Probst ( 23) . He was sen
tenced to death on February 21, and 
executed on February 22. His mother 
and sister were allowed to read his fare
well letters in the presence of the Ges
tapo, but were not allowed to keep them. 
This is how they remembered them: 

To his mother: I thank you for having 
given me life. When I really think it 
through, it has all been a single road to 
God. Do not grieve that I must now 
skip the last part of it. Soon I shall be 
closer to you than before. In the mean
time I'll prepare a glorious reception for 
you all. 

To his sister: I never knew dying is so 
easy .... I die without any feeling of 
hatred. . . . Never forget that life is 
nothing but a growing in love and a 
preparation for eternity. 

Lord, give me grace to die in thy will. 
Prepare me for whatever place or con
dition awaits me. Let me die true to 
those things I believe to be true. And 
suffer me not through any fear of d(!ath 
to fall from thee. 

Lord, give me grace to live in thy will 
also. Help me to master any fear, any 
desire, that prevents me from living in 
thy will. Make me, 0 Lord, the instru
ment of thy peace, that I may know eter
nal life. 

Into thy hands I commend my spirit. □ 

From Instrument of Thy Peace, by Alan Paton, 
© 1968 by The Seabury Press, New York. 

4-11-68 MESSENGER 9 



' 

THE CUP OF SORROW 
by ELIZABETH EMERSON 

ast Easter, as on many earlier Easters, 
Pastor Jonathan Stephens of St. Mat
thew's had concluded his sermo,1 with 
the same invitation. 

"Let every person in this large as
sembly who has ever sung the 'Halle
lujah Chorus' of the Messiah come to the 
choir loft and join the quartet in this 
glorious experience." 

The response was always instantane
ous. Young and old overflowed the large 
loft space, their voices soaring with 
Handel's joyous tribute to the resur
rection. No change in the routine was 
expected this year. 

The members of the church's quartet, 
wearing their ivory and gold robes, 
posed like calm stones in the loft. Miss 
Marby, organist, acknowledged the best 
in the city, was more soberly attired, as 
befitted one serving her thirty-eighth year 
at St. Matthew's. Each of the five wore 
a correct, practiced smile, not pious, not 
genuinely joyful - a smile suggesting in
ner calm and self-assurance. 

lla Hampton, conh·alto, was reliving 
the events of the night before, hearing 
her words to Jim after he had asked her 
for the third time to marry him. "No, I 
can't!" she had cried as she ran from 
him into a far room of her aparhnent, 
slamming the door and locking it. She 
stood, trembling, listening to Jim's slow 
steps receding down the hallway, into the 
elevator ... and realizing that she had 
closed the door on all her hopes and 
dreams. Why? Her doubts and fears 
had made her say no when she had 
wanted desperately to say yes. If only 
he had turned back and given her a last 
chance to run to his arms. But he had 
gone. He would not come again. After a 
sleepless night, with the bitter thought, 
"The Easter show must go on," she 
groomed herself carefully as always, 
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warmed up her voice, and whispered 
"limb" to arrange her face in its church 
smile .... 

Yesterday afternoon when Harvey Mead 
had returned from the doctor's office, his 
wife Lydia was away. He was not sorry. 
He went to his desk, sat down heavily 
before it, opened a certain drawer, and 
looked through the accumulation of old 
church bulletins. He sorted out those 
where his name appeared opposite the 
opening solo of the Messiah. He counted 
thirty-nine. He remembered the first 
time. How he had shaken! He couldn't 
have brought much comfort to anyone. 
But on later occasions, in the stillness 
which always preceded those two beauti
ful words, he felt a warm response -
sometimes even tears. 

Once Lydia said, "Harvey, you sing the 
'Comfort Ye' better since you put on 
weight. Every year your voice is richer. 
Easter wouldn't seem like Easter if you 
didn't sing that." 

Harvey would sing it this time. He 
would tell Lydia about the doctor's 
verdict later. Their married children 
were coming home. Let the day be a 
happy one. 

Now, sitting here during the prelude 
(how well Miss Marby was playing!), 
he wondered whether he had done right. 
If he had told Lydia, her eyes would now 
be saying clearly from the fifth row 
where she always sat, "If this is the last 
time, Harvey, make it the best. Sing for 
everybody, but especially for me." ... 

rnie Standish was a comparative new
comer to the quartet, and he had never 
recovered from his initial fright. Today 
he wondered if he could possibly get 
through his solo. He could not even put 
his mind on the words. 

After last night's quarrel - the fifth 
serious one in as many days or nights -

he had thrown a few necessary belong
ings, including his copy of the Messiah, 
into a bag and had left Irma, the woman 
he had promised to love and to cherish 
always. Before evening, he resolved, he 
must find her. They would have to sit 
down together like mere acquaintances 
and decide what to do next. Unless, of 
course, Irma had already left the city. 

Well, at this hour, with his solo, the 
other music, the se1mon, and the "Hal
lelujah Chorus" - what a farce to sing it 
today! - would pass. Then what? divi
sion of possessions? court action? the 
final decree? Probably after that he 
would go away. There would be no 
trouble replacing him in the quartet; 
good basses were plentiful. Now, if it 
were Harvey who was dropping out .. 

Myra Trenton, soprano, had determined 
to think of something besides her son 
during the Easter service. Deliberately 
she asked herself, "Why am I the recog
nized leader of the quartet?" It was she 
who, with Miss Marby's agreement, made 
all the decisions for the music. It was 
her idea to use only Messiah selections on 
Easter. Had her experience in bringing 
up five children since the early death of 
their father made her seem dictatorial? 

Myra knew she had succeeded well 
with four of the five. Why had she failed 
with the youngest son? In this failure lay 
her grief. There had been no sudden 
rupture with him; the breach had wid
ened gradually as she watched Tom take 
one wrong turn after another, ignoring 
her protests. Pride had kept her lips 
closed outside the home; no one knew. 

The climax had come last night when 
Tom was carried in, senseless, by two 
who had seen him fall. During this very 
hour he was alone, sleeping it off. Why 
had she left him? It would have been a 
relief to call the minister and say, "My 
son is at home, dead drunk. I cannot sing 
today." 

But, no. She was here, waiting to sing 


