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Caster Meditation

he tomb of the dHoly

Sgpulehre in Jerusalgm is a

decaying, ningtegenth

cgntury  construction  of

marblg, squatting darkly
under theg domg of Constanting’s
basilica. Its architgctural merit is
dubious, and many of thg tourists
and pilgrims who comg to sgg the birthplaceg of Christ pass
through with very ambivalgnt feelings. This is not the
simplg, rock-cut tomb s¢t in a quigt gardegn of which wg
read in the gospels. It is over-ornate, its degcoration in
qugstionablg tastg, and its gxtgrior crowded with a
bewildgring array of prigsts and visitors. It is, ngvertheless,
undoubtedly gmpty.

Thosg who Know its history arg gvegn moreg bemused. The
chureh is part-owned by Christians of differegnt ritgs, whosg
disputgs havg gnsured that thg tomb had ngver bggn
properly maintainegd, and theg Reys to the building have had
to bg held by a Muslim family for egnturigs. Those eegnturigs
haveg also wilngssed sgctarian violgneg and political
intrigueg on a shamgful scalg. The church has often
rgsgmbled a cattlg-market morg than a holy shring. €vegn
now, on theg holigst €aster day, sacrilgge is institutionalised
annually as a sacred flameg “miraculously” appgars in the
inngr cell of the tomb. This pantomime fools nong but the
gulliblg, but is a stumbling bloek to many wisgr men.

Jerusalgm is a war zong, a cgntrg of conflict betwegn faiths,
contingnts, and ideologigs. It is truly, as it has beggn
described, a city of the dead. It is a difficult placg to beligve
in rgsurrgction — but the body of Jgsus is not there.
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W team of scigntists has spent yegars surveying the ediculg
of the sgpulechreg. Within the modegrn structureg they have
found gvidgneg for ecenturigs of degmolition and regbuilding,
corrgsponding to thg political and religious changes that
havg surrounded it. But within the oldgst of these
structurgs, behind the facadegs of marble, gilding and dirt
they have found something ¢lsg. Therg arg clgar tracgs of a
simplg, rock-cut tomb. { tomb of the first egntury. {In gmpty
tomb.

For those with gyes to sege, and with gars to hear, therg is
somgthing very wonderful hiddgn begngath theg acergtion of
two millgnnia. There is something which, for all its
concegalment, is actually a megssage of freegdom made
manifgst today, in gvery contingnt, in millions of
transformed lives. It is the megssage of avaoraoig, anastasis
—regsurrgction. The first birth of ¢ternal life occurred on this
spot, but it livgs on whergver frail and mortal men puat their
trust in the Ong rgsurrgcted — the Ong who carrigd his
victory ovgr sin and death to thg right hand of thg Living
@od, drawing up with him gvery ong of those who know they
cannot attain hgaven without him.
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