Text: Luke 24:36-49

Introduction
C.S. Lewis always managed to come up with the best titles for his books.  The one that always stuck with me was: Surprised by Joy.  Written as an autobiography of how the atheist Oxford Don came to faith in the Risen Jesus Christ, it was also published around the time that the confirmed bachelor married, late and unexpectedly, one Joy Gresham.  Surprised by Joy.

Trouble in the World
Joy can be a short commodity in this world.  Oh, our adversary, the powers and dominions of this world, will parcel out happiness.  We can become like those rats in the maze scampering around until we find that red happiness button.  We hit it, and the pellet of happiness comes out.  We hit is a few more times, but happiness doesn’t always come out or comes out in decreasing amounts.  And almost anything can be that happiness pellet.  For some people it can be that mortal three of sex, drugs and rock and roll.  For others it can be achievement or money.  Keep hitting that red button for 80 hours a week with the proper amount of face time and eventually the pellet of a promotion or a raise or a great assignment comes out the shoot, doesn’t it?  One of the top selling books of the past 10 years after all is: “Who moved my cheese?”  Even very good things can supply rat maze happiness pellets: witness octomom or the five times a day call to prayer from the mosque.  While providing happiness, what all these things lack is that overwhelming and completing sense of joy.  Happiness wanes and can cause unrest as we restlessly pursue that next pellet.  Joy, we are surprised by joy, because joy offers completion, because joy offers rest.

Trouble in the Text
Recognizing joy, and what it offers, can be too much for finite creatures like we are.  Joy touches the infinite and implies so much more than our day to day lives.  I think that is what you see the disciples in the text today reacting too.  The risen Jesus has come into their midst, stood there and gave them His peace.  And they don’t believe it.  They think it has to be a ghost.  This is a reflection of happier times.  It had been quite a ride.  This Galilean miracle worker had walked up to the boats and said follow me – to work-a-day fishermen.  He’d walked up to the tax collector’s booth and said follow me.  And surprising even themselves they dropped their nets, and left their counting tables, and followed.  The ride had its ups and downs.  Witnessing Jesus bring back that dead girl and his calming the storms, being sent out to spread the message all over Israel, mixed in with the foreboding confrontations with the Pharisees and his incomprehensible parables.  But it had ended on a complete down note.  Jesus had turned his face to Jerusalem, and those minor dust ups with the Pharisees had turned into the path to the cross.  The miracles started disappearing and the apocalyptic sayings increased.  Where was that happiness button?  Who moved my cheese?
And it had all ended on the cross.  Those days of happiness now just a memory.  Some who had followed had already left, going to Emmaus.  Some were going to lie low for a couple of days.  Gather together for a bit of safety and a last remembrance before going back to the nets.  Going back to looking for happiness some other way.  And this ghost, appears to them.  Just a manifestation of those better days.

Grace in the Text
But that ghost does some very un-ghostlike things.  He holds out his hands and his feet.  “Here, come, touch and see.  Do ghosts have flesh and bone?”  And they still did not believe…because of joy.  Standing right in front of them was proof of something more than happiness.  Standing right there was joy.  Death does not have the final word.  Promise does not always end in dissipation.  Happiness does not always end in grief.  Here was Jesus stand before them asking, like the biggest mooch upon entering the room, “Got anything to eat around here?”  
And over that piece of roasted fish, Jesus took the time to let the joy sink in.  He gave them the way to think about it.  Remember what I told you before?  No, or not exactly.  Well, here is the summary.  It’s not about you.  Everything written about me…everything written about me in the law of Moses, the prophets and the psalms (all of the Old Testament, All of Sacred Scripture) must be fulfilled.   And here is what was written, “the Christ will suffer and rise from the dead.  Repentance and forgiveness will be preach in his name.  It will be preached to all nations.”  It is about God, about Jesus, and what He has done for you.  The focus on self and the mad scramble for happiness can stop.  The real focus is on Jesus and the peace and joy that He brings.
Grace in the World
It’s not about us.  The great lie that happiness tries to tell us is that it is all about what we do, see, have.  The world tries to tell us that there is only one path.  If you are not constantly happy, then you are on the wrong path.  And we do all kinds of things to discern the right path.  The superstitious might consult the horoscope.  The religious might put out the sheepskin like Gideon.  The atheist might retreat to philosophy.  Lewis commented:
I had always wanted, above all things, not to be "interfered with." I had wanted (mad wish) "to call my soul my own." I had been far more anxious to avoid suffering than to achieve delight. I had always aimed at limited liabilities.

Happiness puts the emphasis on us, upon the temporal.   Joy puts the emphasis on God, upon the eternal.    

When God has taken care of the eternal, the temporal can be lived in a whole new way.  When you are living in that joy, then you have real freedom.  As St. Paul says in his letter to the philipians - 

For I have learned to be content whatever the circumstances.   I know what it is to be in need, and I know what it is to have plenty. I have learned the secret of being content in any and every situation, whether well fed or hungry, whether living in plenty or in want.   I can do everything through him who gives me strength. 

That is joy speaking.  It is not a zen or stoic disregard.  Paul still says I can do everything.  Jesus still says to those disciples struck by joy, you are witnesses of these things.   I am going to send you what my Father has promised.   Neither is St. Paul chasing happiness.  The happiness preachers would surely fault Paul for being content in need or hunger or want.  What St. Paul is expressing is Christian joy.  For whatever I face now, I have rest in Jesus Christ who has redeemed me for all time.  I find my completion in the one the Law and the Prophets and the Psalms talked about.

In that completion we find our freedom.  We find that the particular path is not all that important.  We find that what God wants for us is joy and peace.  Joy in plenty and joy in want.  Joy that knows that God has come to us, and found us, and took care of what we really need – forgiveness and reconnection to the Father, to the eternal.
A personal reflection on the difference between happiness and joy.  Happiness would say that a couple approaching 40, who are already outgunned by an energetic 3 year old, who have given up the big salary and career, and who have just moved to the third new city in five years – when confronted with an surprising pregnancy would react differently.   Diapers and midnight feedings and more kids than hands would not seem to be the path to happiness.  And it would seem that most of our culture would agree with birthrates well below 2 in most countries of the western world.  But joy says we have been granted a surprising gift.  Joy says we are the witnesses of the works of God to this new child.  Joy says that God has clothed us with power from on high.  In our lives we too are surprised by joy.  It is not about us or the treadmill of happiness.  What it is about is Jesus Christ and his works and power reflected in our lives…
…Our lives as parents, our lives as grandparents, our lives as employees, our lives as employers, our lives as brothers and sisters and firemen and programmers and all the paths that God has given us the freedom to follow.  Because we are the witnesses of all these things.  
