bedroom I hang & collag " photographs.
my family and i - sietures remin

nappy dave--a time when life was sinple. f”iends vwere plentifu
family members smiled, and what little we had was enocugh :

we had each cother. You probably have photos or a scrapbook that
does the same.

Todayv’s first reading, from Acts of the Apostles, iz ilike
one of those photos. in a few verses, Luke poriravs a cummun$f‘
that did evervthing together: they ate, thev nravnx, they learned
together, Theyv shared what tney owned, so 1T any were ne
cthers cared ftor them, The apcstles were on honeymuon.

1 miraculous cures. Fvervbody got along, more veopi
every dav, and those whno didn’t kept peace. They lived i
tfection: Camelot, Oz, Utcpia, and Rayvtown. It didn’t las
while it did Luke photogravhed 1t for our scrapbook, toe re
of happy days.

Now, as with every photograph we own, you could asi, ”W@re
thev really that happy, or do vou Jjust remember it that hnv
Chances are if vou look long enough at any hapy photo, yvou LA

emenmber some pain as weil. There’s a lot we torget M8 8me} 1m
we sc¢ romanticize a phoro of the past, that we criticize the 1i
of the present. So we think kids are rotten, government 18
corrapt, and the ah‘ ch is going to heil because we've left
perfection behind. r sometim=es the photo inspires us. We sag
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aonce we ilived in peace, so we strive toward it asgain. s ‘ﬁwun/aﬁﬁmxw'fm

We hear this passage on the Sunday after Easter because it
paints a pertect picture of the church, just as Easter praints iLhe
fect picture of Jesus. Looking at the picture may briug
sadness: Since it was taken, martyrs lost their lives; our unity
has been splintered intoc many denominaticns; our credibility is
hurt by leaders who misbehaved. Either this picture makes us
despair--for it can never be the same again, or it maxes us
hope--~tfor we have the Holy Spirit to guide us.

Simple pleasures may seduce us to think that their buPDlI:?h
is the most sublime, but memories which include pain can bring
the most hope., Memories of pain, scrrow, and death, widen our
visiocn beyond simple memcries of smiles, and g€ive us betterv
They root our hope in what conguers sovrow: the resurrection
Jesus Christ. T¥ the memory of what used to he ever makes us
vearn for what we've lost, then the news of Easter hasn't really
sunk in, ftor nothing is lost to the power of Christ.
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