Sunday 18th April 2010, Easter 3. Canongate Kirk.

St John 21:4
Morning came…

It was as if a great cloud had descended on the disciples, a great cloud not of volcanic ash but of depression and despair, ever since the discovery of the empty tomb on the first Easter morning. Their initial joy at the news that Jesus had risen from the dead was quickly tempered by a pervading sense of fear and uncertainty, and like the cloud that has had such a far reaching effect on travel plans these last few days you couldn’t actually see it but it left them similarly grounded, paralysed, unable to move. And so they stayed put, they had no choice, stranded there behind the locked doors of the upper room in the backstreets of Jerusalem, watching and waiting and wondering what would happen next, where they would go from here. Today’s Gospel reading indicates that there came eventually a point when they were able to leave, and return home to Tiberias, back to the shores of the lake, the very sea of Galilee where Jesus had first called them to leave their nets and follow him. That had been just three short years before but it must have seemed a lot longer than that as now they drifted through yet another long night, but this time out in Peter’s boat waiting for the first sign of a catch. So much had happened since they had first pulled their boats up onto the beach and left their nets by the water’s edge, and not least these last few turbulent weeks. It was as if they all merged together now into one long agonising unending night, in the garden of Gethsemane when Jesus had disappeared into the darkness, on the hill of Calvary when that great cloud of darkness had literally covered the whole land. And like this long frustrating night of fruitless fishing, it had all come to nothing. And then morning came. 
Morning came and Jesus was standing on the beach. Morning came and the sun rose in the sky and Jesus was standing on the beach, standing and pointing and eating and proving that the Son had risen from the dead right enough. Morning came and the darkness was behind them and the cloud lifted and the emptiness they had felt disappeared just as suddenly as their net was filled with fish, so many that they could hardly haul the net on board. Morning came. 
Long has the night of sorrow reigned, the dawn shall bring us light:
God shall appear and we shall rise with gladness in his sight.

Morning had long been associated with a change in fortune and a bright new beginning. The hymn is based on words of the Old Testament prophet Hosea, and they in turn echo the Psalmist’s in today’s Old Testament reading “Lord, how long? Turn and show compassion to your servants. Satisfy us at daybreak with your love, that we may sing for joy and be glad all our days”. If that was true for the followers of Jesus that morning on the beach, it’s just as true for his followers in these early weeks after Easter and not least when in the sacrament of baptism we welcome a new member of the family, in this case our family, into the wider family of the church. In the glad morning of her day, as another hymn-writer once put it, at the point of a bright new beginning with so much to look forward to, satisfy us at daybreak with your love, that we may sing for joy and be glad all our days. 
So shall his presence bless our souls, and shed a joyful light;

That hallowed morn shall chase away the sorrows of the night.

Morning came. And now may God bless to us this preaching of his most holy word, and to God, Father, Son and Holy Spirit, be all praise and glory now and forever. 

