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"SOMEDAY, TO LIVE"

I want to ask a question this morning of all you men who have been
married at least a dozen years. Have you ever taken your wife to a
restaurant, just the two of you, and had your wife point out a couple
at another table, saying, "They must have been married quite a while."
When you, in your naive fashion, asked how she could possibly make
such a deduction, did she respond, "Because they haven't said a word
to each other in the last five minutes?"

Jules Feiffer once drew a series of cartoons of just such a bored
couple sitting opposite each other. Neither of them stirs or says a
word until the man suddenly asks his wife, "Do you believe in life after
death?" She replies, "Whc.t do you call this?"

We often tend to joke about the most serious things. During World
War II, a great deal of humor circulated concerning the terrible and
demonic things that were happening within the Axis Powers. More re
cently we have heard jokes from behind the Iron Curtain, and most
recently, from Toland. Humor is a saving grace and when things get too
unbearable, laughter can often relieve the strain.

Ju.; > so, we also have jokes about that most ultimate of all questions,
life after death. I could regale you with many of them this morning if
that was my purpose. Death, and the overcoming of death, .' the obvious
subject of discussion on Easter Sunday. We would all like to share the
strong faith of the first century Christians which was voiced by Paul,

"Death is swallowed up in victory. 0 death, where is thy
sting? 0 grave, where is thy victory?"

It is something we would like to believe, but our faith is often weak.

Before Charles Darwin published his paper, On the Origin of Species,
another Englishman by the name of Alfred Wallace had come to almost
identical conclusions concerning the theory of evolution. But whereas
the theory caused Darwin, who had studied for the ministry, to lose a
great deal of his religious faith, it did not have the same effect on
Wallace who, just before his demise, assured his children, "I have not
the slightest fear of death."
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It has always seemed to me that no one should have the slightest
fear of death. I can see nothing in death to be afraid of and I have
known many people, especially older men and women, who have openly
welcomed it.

It is very unfortunate, it seems to me, that so many Christian
writers refer to death as an evil, a tragedy, life's final disaster,
the end of all that's good, the consequence of man's sin and rebellion
against God.








