Easter 3 – Bolnhurst

Rev Linda Isiorho
“I usually rise just before 6 and it is often then that I put down the thoughts that have been given to me in readiness for the service that morning. This is how I began but I ended up somewhere very different, as you will see.

Like all of us, I guess, I have some favourite hymns. Actually, it’s quite a long list but some of the newer Easter hymns are truly wonderful. You may or may not know this one. Its beauty and its poetical eloquence moves me deeply every time I sing it. The tune used is a traditional French one that conveys great feeling, tres sympat! 
Now the green blade rises from the buried gain,
wheat that in dark earth many days has lain;
love lives again, that with the dead has been:
Love is come again like wheat that springs up green.

In the grave they laid him, Love whom hate had slain,
thinking that never he would wake again,
laid in the earth like grain that sleeps unseen:
Love is come again like wheat that springs up green.

Forth he came in quiet, like the risen grain,
he that for three days in the grave had lain,
quick from the dead the risen Christ is seen:
Love is come again like wheat that springs up green.

When our hearts are wintry, grieving, or in pain,
Christ's touch can call us back to life again,
fields of our hearts that dead and bare have been:
Love is come again like wheat that springs up green.

Words: John Macleod Campbell Crum (20thC)
Music: Noel nouvelet, medieval French carol

Born: Oc​to​ber 12, 1872, Mere Old Hall, Che​shire, Eng​land.

Died: De​cem​ber 19, 1958, Farn​ham, Sur​rey, Eng​land.

A graduate of New Coll​ege, Ox​ford (BA 1895, MA 1901), Crum was or​dained as a dea​con in 1897, and priest in 1900. He was as​sist​ant cur​ate at St. John the Evan​gel​ist, Dar​ling​ton (1897-1901); do​mes​tic chap​lain to Fran​cis Pa​get, Bi​shop of Ox​ford (1901-10); as​sist​ant cur​ate, Win​dsor (1907-10); Vi​car of Ment​more with Led​burn (1910-12); Rec​tor of Farn​ham (1913-28); and Ca​non of Can​ter​bu​ry (1928-43).

I was going to go on to talk to you about how this poem celebrates life itself and brings a beauty into the contemplation of the meaning of the resurrection. In order to get the biographical details of the author, I went onto the internet. And when I did so, I noticed a new email in one of my inboxes. This changed the notes for this homily. It took me into dark places of violence and anger and made me see again just exactly how crucial, I use that adjective advisedly, how crucial it is to live in the sight of the cross and in the knowledge of his glorious resurrection and mighty ascension. 

This is what the email said, oh, and by the way, the senders had used bold throughout to stress their point:

Remember February 1993 when a young boy of 3 was taken from a Liverpool shopping centre by two 10-year-old boys?  Jamie Bulger walked away from his mother for only a second, Jon Venables took his hand and led him out of the mall with his friend Robert Thompson.  They took Jamie on a walk for over 2 and a half miles, along the way stopping every now and again to torture the poor little boy who was crying constantly for his mummy.  Finally they stopped at a railway track where they brutally kicked him, threw stones at him, rubbed paint in his eyes, pushed batteries up his anus and cut his fingers off with scissors.  Other mutilations were inflicted but not reported in the press.
 
What these two boys did was so horrendous that Jamie's mother was forbidden to identify his body.  They then left his beaten small body on railway tracks so a train could run him over to hide the mess they had created.  These two boys, even being boys, understood what they did was wrong, hence trying to make it look like an accident.

This week Lady Justice Butler-Sloss has awarded the two boys anonymity for the rest of their lives when they leave custody with new identities.  They will also leave custody early only serving just over half of their sentence. They are being relocated to Australia to live out the rest of their lives. They disgustingly and violently took Jamie's life away and in return they each get a new life! 
 
Please, if you feel as strongly as we do, that this is a grave miscarriage of justice, copy this entire email and paste into a new email then add your name at the end, and send it to everyone you can!
If you are the 600th person to sign, please forward this e-mail to: cust.ser.cs@gtnet.gov.uk and attention it to Lady Justice Butler-Sloss.
This was my reply:

Thank you for sending me this email which I have read, considered and prayed over very carefully. I am aware of the public details of this case. I would be the first to acknowledge that the crimes committed by these two young people almost beggar belief. 
Yet, they were two boys themselves. They have been brought to understand that what they did was horrendous. Life itself is a process of on-going change and re-evaluation, new understandings replacing old ignorances and misconceptions. In this, these two are no different from any of us.

Long ago we abolished capital punishment, and rightly so. Ergo, these two young men now have a life to live. In that we have a duty to assist them as we have duties towards all fellow citizens.

If they were not given new identities, they would be torn to pieces, literally, by a public ill-informed and urged on by the gutter press. The violence entailed would be every bit as bad as the original crime.

This cannot be considered even remotely as justice of any kind at all. The process of justice is one whereby due consideration is put into place to avoid retribution; it is a means of restoring thought into tumultuous emotions. We are a thoughtful species, at our best.

Furthermore, if we want a world based on peace, justice and compassion, we have to model that ourselves, in our own lives and in our public conduct, policies and decisions.

I urge you all to withdraw your names from this petition and to take some positive action to promote the return of prisoners into society with the right help to become productive and valued members of it. 

Peace,

Linda
And I just felt so grateful for the gift of faith. Without that faith, I too would be one of the masses baying for blood. Without that faith, I would be obliged to enact justice for myself and we all know how flawed is human judgement and discernment. Without that faith, I would not be able to grasp how imperative it is to temper justice with mercy, as God did for us through Jesus Christ. 

“Do you love me? . . . Then feed my sheep.” No qualifiers there, no definitions of sheep to be fed and those to be abandoned to wander and starve, no category of deserving except that all the sheep deserve to be fed because they belong. 

And it is that sense of belonging that Jesus gave us when he came to be one of us, walk in our flesh, live as we do. When the servant’s ear was cut of in the melee of his arrest, did Jesus say “Thank you”? No, he restored the boy to wholeness and so we should pray, in this lovely place on this beautiful morning that the two young men also can be fully restored to wholeness. For God is not one who only deals with the pretty, the ordinary and the humdrum. Forgiveness is not a petty act of saying “Oh, alright then.” Forgiveness and atonement are mighty and costly acts requiring huge strength and commitment. And we are too little of ourselves to reach such enormous virtue.

Let us pray:

Dear God, you forgive all who turn to you no matter what they may or may not have done. Help us to understand in the uglinesses and the perversities of this life, that only by looking and yearning towards you can we stand any chance of living and loving aright.
Amen”. 
