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      Sorrow and Sighing Shall Flee Away

      Everlasting joy shall be upon their heads.

      Isaiah 35:10

      What is joy?

      We know it when we experience it, but it’s hard to put into words. It’s also easy to mistake. A flash of pleasure over a sudden upturn in external circumstances—a windfall of money, a promotion, a much-needed vacation—may or may not involve real joy.

      I take joy to be something like: being fully human. Everything has clicked into place within us as we walk with God, alive to and aware of him and his endless glory and love. Comfortable outward circumstances can be easily confused for real joy and more likely impede it, deceiving us into thinking we’ve stumbled into it when in fact we’re eating the wind—not recognizing that the breeze is meant to be enjoyed but cannot satisfy hunger (Eccl. 1:14, 17).

      Nor does real joy look necessarily happy. Joy is not a laughing stallion but a galloping one, not a smiling eagle but a soaring one. It is being what God created us to be. And therefore joy is our most native language as humans made in the image of a raucously joyous God. It is what we were made for.

      Nor is joy particularly observable in others. Have you not found yourself in quiet tears over a passage of Scripture or a precious promise coming home during a sermon or on your wedding day or at the birth of a child? Yet if someone were to catch your eye, not knowing your circumstances, they would instinctively take you to be sad? This is what the Sage of old was saying when he wrote,

      Sorrow is better than laughter,

      for by sadness of face the heart is made glad. (Eccl. 7:3)

      Some of our most joyous moments may appear to outsiders to be our most somber. But it is joy, it is knowing God, it is a quiet sobriety that fights back the tears, the joy is so intense. Remember Lewis’s passing comment toward the very end of the Narnia adventures: “There is a kind of happiness and wonder that makes you serious. It is too good to waste on jokes.”1

      It goes the other way too. Some of our most seemingly outwardly happy moments are actually void of real joy. “Even in laughter the heart may ache” (Prov. 14:13). There is a frothiness that laughs and jokes. Such a person may be fun to be around for a half hour. But it becomes tiresome quickly. And we will not go to such a one when the heart is breaking.

      [image: Scene break]

      Jonathan Edwards observed this very difference between the two revivals he lived through, first the local revival in Northampton, Massachusetts of 1734–1735 and then the transatlantic Great Awakening of 1740–1742.

      There has been a remarkable difference in this respect, that whereas many before, in their comforts and rejoicings, did too much forget their distance from God, and were ready in their conversation together of the things of God and of their own experiences, to talk with too much of an air of lightness, and something of laughter; now they seem to have no disposition to it, but rejoice with a more solemn, reverential, humble joy. . . . 

      ’Tis not because the joy is not as great, and in many of them much greater. . . . Their rejoicing operates in another manner: it only abases and solemnizes them; breaks their hearts, and brings them into the dust: now when they speak of their joys, it is not with laughter, but a flood of tears. Thus those that laughed before, weep now; and yet, by their united testimony, their joy is vastly purer and sweeter than that which before did more raise their animal spirits.2

      The local revival produced valid joy, but the Great Awakening brought joy that was both more intense and more solemn.

      We get passing appetizers of real happiness here in this life. What is heaven? It is the endless feast. We will be fully human, truly alive, drenched in the delight for which this tired world is panting without even knowing it. As that ancient vision of Isaiah’s prophecy achingly puts it—twice, in fact (Isa. 35:10; 51:11), to be sure we hear it:

      And the ransomed of the Lord shall return

      and come to Zion with singing;

      everlasting joy shall be upon their heads;

      they shall obtain gladness and joy,

      and sorrow and sighing shall flee away.

      [image: Scene break]

      Some Christians seem to have gotten the idea that heaven is a place of seriousness, and this short life our one chance at mirth. To be sure, heaven is a place of seriousness in that all the hollow jokesyness that we use to slather over a moment’s awkward silence will be gone. “There is no jesting in heaven,” writes Baxter. “The saints have a real happiness.”3 But the seriousness we will know in heaven is a serious joy. “Joy is the serious business of heaven.”4 This earthly life is one of transient, hard-to-grasp joy; the next life is the life of “everlasting joy” (Isa. 35:10).

      The fundamental reason we dilute our apprehension of the happiness of heaven is that we have diluted our apprehension of God’s own happiness, heaven’s native language that remains so foreign to us here below. Out of fear of irreverence, perhaps reinforced by a stoic perversion of “holiness” in a spiritually anemic upbringing, we picture heaven’s throne inhabited by a grave judge, complete with the celestial equivalent of a powdered wig atop sleepy-eyed solemnity. Yet this is the Creator of the chattering cockatoo and the romping yellow lab, the frolicking porpoise and the sliding penguins—and above all, man, God’s own image, with humor at the heart of what makes us most human, and humorlessness one of our truest disfigurings.

      Solemnity must be the transient thing, mirth the eternal. How could it be otherwise? We believers are united to the happiest man in the universe. G. K. Chesterton closes his greatest book on this very note. He first reflects on the centrality and dominion of joy when Christianity washes into someone.

      The mass of men have been forced to be happy about the little things, but sad about the big ones. Nevertheless (I offer my last dogma defiantly) it is not native to man to be so. Man is more himself, man is more manlike, when joy is the fundamental thing in him, and grief the superficial. Melancholy should be an innocent interlude, a tender and fugitive frame of mind; praise should be the permanent pulsation of the soul. Pessimism is at best an emotional half-holiday; joy is the uproarious labour by which all things live.5

      Chesterton then, in the final paragraph of the book, makes the move to Christ. The most important word in this long paragraph is the last one. Speaking of joy as “the gigantic secret of the Christian,” he writes:

      Joy, which was the small publicity of the pagan, is the gigantic secret of the Christian. And as I close this chaotic volume I open again the strange small book from which all Christianity came; and I am again haunted by a kind of confirmation. The tremendous figure which fills the Gospels towers in this respect, as in every other, above all the thinkers who ever thought themselves tall. . . . Yet He restrained something. I say it with reverence. . . . There was something that He hid from all men when He went up a mountain to pray. There was something that He covered constantly by abrupt silence or impetuous isolation. There was some one thing that was too great for God to show us when He walked upon our earth; and I have sometimes fancied that it was His mirth.6

      Perhaps the shining brightness of Jesus Christ at the transfiguration (Mark 9:2–8), as much as anything, was a momentary flash of the nuclear joy latent in the Prince of Mirth.

      [image: Scene break]

      Jesus Christ is the happiest person to ever walk the earth. He is the Son of the God who is himself joy, and he conjured up planet earth to spread it. God created this world to give vent to his joy, for real joy is inherently of a spreading nature, a contagion.

      When God finally responds to Job’s complaints, for example, he identifies his purpose in creating.

      Where were you when I laid the foundation of the earth?

      Tell me, if you have understanding.

      Who determined its measurements—surely you know!

      Or who stretched the line upon it?

      On what were its bases sunk,

      or who laid its cornerstone,

      when the morning stars sang together

      and all the sons of God shouted for joy? (Job 38:4–7)

      Time and again therefore throughout the Scripture, God calls not only his people but his creation to rejoice.

      Let the heavens be glad, and let the earth rejoice;

      let the sea roar, and all that fills it;

      let the field exult, and everything in it!

      Then shall all the trees of the forest sing for joy

      before the Lord, for he comes,

      for he comes to judge the earth. (Ps. 96:11–13)

      The entire created order—we humans, and the rest of creation in our train—is straining forward, on the edge of its seat, yearning for the consummation of that sacred rapture with which even this fallen existence is unmistakably marked. But it is a rapture of which we achieve only the most tantalizingly passing glimpses (Rom. 8:19–23). Jesus Christ parachuted into the ruin and rubble of our world, down into death itself, “for the joy that was set before him” (Heb. 12:2). But on Easter morning he burst through the other side. And for those who are joined to him, his present perfect joy is our future. “Great is the joy of our Lord; that joy which was set before Christ, that is the joy of the saints in heaven,” preached the Puritan William Bridge.7 Here and now we walk in tears and futility. Our best friendships wither, our bodies fall apart, and the pleasures of life never last.

      Not so in heaven.

      In that new world, we join Jesus Christ in perfect elation as the creation erupts all around us in that Edenic mirth that necessarily defines any project of which God is the architect (cf. Heb. 11:10). Heaven is where joy will flood but never drown—

      So many streams of happiness flow down

      Into my mind that it grows self-delighting

      At being able to bear it and not drown.8

      [image: Scene break]

      What an unspeakable relief. No wonder, then, that the biblical texts quoted throughout this chapter (Job 38:7; Ps. 96:11–13; Isa. 35:10; 51:11) each speak of a common element to life in the new earth, an element not found in hell: singing. “The ransomed of the Lord shall return and come to Zion with singing” (Isa. 35:10). “Then shall all the trees of the forest sing for joy before the Lord, for he comes” (Ps. 96:12–13).

      Song is the language of joy and therefore the language of the new earth. Mirth refuses to remain a whisper. Joy does not dress up in drab monotone but instead requires music and melody.

      After all, Jesus is the tone-setter for life in the new earth, and he is the Prince of Mirth. Our singing in the next life will simply be following his lead. If Jesus Christ led his disciples in singing on the eve of his death—“When they had sung a hymn, they went out to the Mount of Olives” (Matt. 26:30)—what swelling chorus will come thundering from his chest on the morning of that great eternal Day?

      Apparently, when Paul tells us to walk the painful road of this life “singing psalms and hymns and spiritual songs” (Col. 3:16), he is simply telling us to practice for the life to come.

      We all know the feeling of mouthing words of praise in a dry and perfunctory way, too weighed down by the cares of this world. And we all have tasted the wonder of a sudden surprising joy whereby humming and singing erupts unbidden. Heaven is the permanent graduation from the former and the permanent enjoyment of the latter.

      Cascading choruses of praise and wonder and love and relief and defiance, flowing flood-like from an unrestrained and undistracted heart lost in the disbelief of gifted forgiveness. The old English bishop Handley Moule, seeking to strengthen Christians during World War I with the coming glory of heaven, understood this well:

      Praise will be the native language of the very being of the saints, the voice of a joy which looks out from self, with an unspeakable content, upon the excellencies of others; delighting above all in the supreme Excellence of the all-satisfying God, and then in the excellences, the holy glory and beauty, of the blessed lives around. That praise will be an eternal song. . . . The whole life, motion, action, will be music; one melody of self-forgetting praise.9

      [image: Scene break]

      Once more, then, as we begin to bring this chapter to a close:

      Everlasting joy shall be upon their heads;

      they shall obtain gladness and joy,

      and sorrow and sighing shall flee away. (Isa. 35:10)

      What is upon your head today?

      What weights, agitations, burdens, worries, are preventing your inner life from standing up straight?

      One day soon—God knows the date, and the clock is ticking down inexorably toward it—all sorrows will be lifted entirely off you. You will feel strangely light. In its place: “everlasting joy shall be upon [your] head.” Your defining crown, your very being, will be “gladness and joy.” And all sorrow will disappear like the smoke of an extinguished candle, brief and passing. Even “sighing”—that breath we take as we struggle to process the pains of life—will evaporate. “We will rest from sin but not from worship, from suffering and sorrow but not from solace!”10

      Therefore we messy, inconsistent Christians have every right to sing and dance our way through this Normandy Beach of a life. Dangers are whizzing past our ears left and right, and we may step on a mine and blow a leg off. The emotional and relational ordeals we absorb are far more traumatizing, in their own way, than such a bodily disaster.

      But we’re on that beach for only a few moments. Then—everlasting bliss. Fully alive.

      And we are free to draw strength and gladness from that future day now, ruggedly defying the encroaching darkness that threatens to swamp our emotional equilibrium. God gives us the sacred promises such as Isaiah 35 to reassure us and to keep us going, as Sam Gamgee was given as he trudged through Mordor.

      There, peeping among the cloud-wrack above a dark tor high up in the mountains, Sam saw a white star twinkle for a while. The beauty of it smote his heart, as he looked up out of the forsaken land, and hope returned to him. For like a shaft, clear and cold, the thought pierced him that in the end the Shadow was only a small and passing thing: there was a light and high beauty for ever
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      Physically Immortalized

      This mortal body must put on immortality.

      1 Corinthians 15:53

      Your casket is not your final destination. It is an incubator.

      We come now to the central hope of the Christian faith: bodily resurrection. We believe, as we confess in the Apostles’ Creed, in “the resurrection of the body.” What exactly are we confessing?

      In the previous chapter we considered the physical earthiness of the new earth. Now we consider the physical bodies with which we will inhabit that new earth—for anyone united to Christ, a settled certainty: “We are not so sure to rise out of our beds as we are to rise out of our graves,” writes Thomas Watson.1

      But what kind of rising is this?

      [image: Scene break]

      Exactly halfway through John’s Gospel, Lazarus of Bethany is given resurrection life.

      Or is he?

      “Our friend Lazarus has fallen asleep,” says Jesus, “but I go to awaken him” (John 11:11). The disciples are understandably puzzled, wondering why Jesus needs to travel all the way to Bethany to be Lazarus’s alarm clock. “Now Jesus had spoken of his death,” John explains to the reader, “but they thought that he meant taking rest in sleep. Then Jesus told them plainly, ‘Lazarus has died’” (John 11:13–14). The account continues until Jesus is standing before the tomb containing Lazarus’s rotting corpse. John goes on to tell us that Jesus “cried out with a loud voice, ‘Lazarus, come out’” (John 11:43). And out he came. Presumably Jesus used Lazarus’s name when raising him to prevent all the dead of that region immediately rising, so absolute is Christ’s power to raise the dead.

      What kind of resurrection was this? Appropriately, Jesus called it a waking from sleep. For that is exactly what it was like. When we rise from sleep, we return to all the aches and pains, all the soreness and stiffness with which we had gone to bed. So with Lazarus. He was raised to a kind of existence in which he was apparently not even strong enough to unbind himself from the linen strips wrapped around him: “The man who had died came out, his hands and feet bound with linen strips, and his face wrapped with a cloth. Jesus said to them, ‘Unbind him, and let him go’” (John 11:44). Lazarus was returned to fallen life and would one day die all over again, perhaps more painfully than the first time. One would hardly blame him if he shot Jesus a look of disappointment as the face cloths were removed by his friends.

      Lazarus was re-mortalized, not immortalized. And the main reason Jesus performed this miracle was not as a kindness to Lazarus and his friends but to say something about himself. Lazarus was a sermon illustration. The sermon was: “I am the resurrection” (John 11:25). Lazarus is mortally raised halfway through John’s Gospel as a midpoint preparation of a real resurrection, an immortal resurrection, that would come at the end of John’s Gospel.

      As one New Testament scholar aptly puts it:

      There is nothing comparable to the resurrection of Jesus anywhere in Jewish literature. Certainly there are mentions of raisings from the dead, but these are always resuscitations, a return to earthly life. Nowhere in Jewish literature do we have a resurrection to doxa as an event of history. Rather, resurrection to doxa always and without exception means the dawn of God’s new creation. Therefore the disciples must have experienced the appearances of the Risen Lord as an eschatological event, as a dawning of the turning point of the worlds.2

      [image: Scene break]

      At the end of John’s Gospel Jesus himself is raised. And while Lazarus’s rising points to Christ’s rising, Christ’s rising is as different from Lazarus’s as Lazarus’s rising is different from waking up from a nap.

      Notice the details we’re given about the resurrection of Christ. First, Mary does not even recognize the risen Christ (John 20:14). She thinks he’s the gardener (John 20:15—a wink and a nod from John, for in Christ’s resurrection he was indeed launching a new garden of Eden). Only after Jesus says her name does she realize it is he.

      Second, later that evening, “the doors being locked where the disciples were for fear of the Jews, Jesus came and stood among them” (John 20:19).

      This is a man unrecognizable to those who spent years with him and who can somehow appear in locked rooms.

      Yet he is not a phantom. As Jesus is with his disciples, “he showed them his hands and his side” (John 20:20). Why would he do that? To prove that it is indeed he, and that he still bears the scars of his terrible death. His body is as concretely physical as yours and mine—so much so that eight days later he invites Thomas, who had not been in that locked room, to “put your finger here, and see my hands; and put out your hand, and place it in my side” (John 20:27).

      Not only is his body so physical that it can be touched, he eats. Some time after the interaction with Thomas, Jesus is roasting fish, with bread, over an open fire on the shore of the Sea of Tiberias (John 21:9). When the disciples join him, he adds some of their catch of fish to the meal and gives a most delightful command: “Come and have breakfast” (John 21:12).

      The risen Christ is difficult to recognize and can walk through walls, on the one hand. On the other hand, he is touchable, scarred, and ingests calories.

      What kind of body is this?

      It is a body, apparently, in which Spirit and flesh have united in perfect harmony. The laws of nature still exist, but they are Christ’s servant, not master.

      And the key point is that Jesus Christ’s body is not a varsity version of which our resurrected bodies will be junior varsity. We too will be master rather than servant of the laws of nature. The created order will then obey us rather than we it. Christ’s risen body is the first instance of the body that all believers will receive in the new earth. There, for all of us, in some mysterious way, “The laws that govern nature do not pertain.”3

      [image: Scene break]

      The apostle Paul walks into a modern-day theology conference. A panel discussion is underway, and the subject is the future resurrection of believers. Questions are coming from the audience. Aware of the apostle’s arrival, the moderator invites him to the front. A questioner steps up to the mic and asks, “Mr. Paul, when will the general resurrection from the dead take place?”

      The apostle smiles knowingly, thinking back to fielding a similar question from the Corinthians twenty centuries before.

      “It’s already begun.”4

      In 1 Corinthians 15 Paul says: “Christ has been raised from the dead, the firstfruits of those who have fallen asleep” (1 Cor. 15:20). The key word is “firstfruits,” used again a few lines later to speak of the timing of Christ’s resurrection and ours: “each in his own order: Christ the firstfruits, then at his coming those who belong to Christ” (1 Cor. 15:23).

      What is a “firstfruits”? It is the initial ingathering of a single harvest. And that is what Christ’s resurrection was—the first instance of one harvest. The final resurrection of the dead, of all believers, on that great and final day, has already begun. As one theologian explained beautifully in 1953:

      When we turn to the New Testament, we pass from the climate of prediction to that of fulfillment. The things which God had foreshadowed by the lips of His holy prophets He has now, in part at least, brought to accomplishment. . . . The supreme sign of the Eschaton is the resurrection of Jesus and the descent of the Holy Spirit on the Church. The resurrection of Jesus is not simply a sign which God has granted in favor of His Son, but is the inauguration, the entrance into history, of the times of the End. Christians, therefore, have entered through the Christ into the new age.5

      When Jesus walked out of the tomb, the “latter days” longed for by the Old Testament prophets were launched. The end of human history was picked up and parachuted into the middle of human history. The resurrection of the dead was expected to happen at the end of all things (Dan. 12:1–3). To everyone’s surprise, the new creation’s first domino was knocked over in the middle of history.

      And just as one domino necessitates the falling down of every other connected domino, so Christ’s resurrection necessitates the rising up of every other person connected to him.

      [image: Scene break]

      Not only therefore is the risen Jesus Christ the first instance of the new creation. He is also the example of the very kind of body in which believers will be clothed one day. A body that walked through walls yet enjoyed roasted fish. His mortal body, as Irenaeus put it, is a mere shadow compared to the immortal body in which Christ rose.6

      That—and not Lazarus’s disappointing return to pain and vulnerability—is the body awaiting you and me. Perhaps we think that because Jesus is divine, his risen state is qualitatively different from what we will enjoy in the new earth. But Christ’s divinity, while true, is not the point when Paul offers his lengthiest reflection on resurrection in 1 Corinthians 15. It is as God-man that he was raised, and it is his humanity, as risen humanity, that we will reflect in our own resurrection bodies as those united to him.

      Notice how Paul reasons:

      Now if Christ is proclaimed as raised from the dead, how can some of you say that there is no resurrection of the dead? But if there is no resurrection of the dead, then not even Christ has been raised. And if Christ has not been raised, then our preaching is in vain and your faith is in vain. We are even found to be misrepresenting God, because we testified about God that he raised Christ, whom he did not raise if it is true that the dead are not raised. For if the dead are not raised, not even Christ has been raised. (1 Cor. 15:12–16)

      You see how Paul toggles back and forth from Christ’s resurrection to ours, and from ours to Christ’s. The two are bound up together. If Christ was not raised, we will not be raised. If we will not be raised, not even Christ was raised.

      The necessary conclusion logically follows: That body with which we see Jesus operating at the end of John’s Gospel is the first model off the assembly line of which every believer is a part.

      Christ’s risen body is not Hercules compared to which ours will be wimpy. Christ’s body is not permanent marker, and ours pencil. He is the firstfruits of the same harvest from which every believer will be gathered.

      The body whose hands and eyes are reading this book will one day soon have a funeral homily spoken over it. Into the grave it will be lowered. But as inevitable as is that lowering, just as inevitable is its rising to immortal invincibility.

      [image: Scene break]

      Beyond all this, what will our resurrection body actually be like? Paul anticipates the question. “But someone will ask, ‘How are the dead raised? With what kind of body do they come?’” (1 Cor. 15:35).

      Paul tells us that this body will be sown (planted) into the ground as “a bare kernel” (1 Cor. 15:37). And just as a stalk of corn looks quite different from a kernel, yet was brought into existence out of that kernel, so our new bodies will look quite different (just as Jesus was initially unrecognizable to Mary), yet brought into existence out of the kernel of this body. This body has “the glory of the earthly,” but that one will have “the glory of the heavenly” (1 Cor. 15:40). Paul then gives the heart of his answer to what our new bodies will be like: “What is sown is perishable; what is raised is imperishable. It is sown in dishonor; it is raised in glory. It is sown in weakness; it is raised in power. It is sown a natural body; it is raised a spiritual body” (1 Cor. 15:42–44).

      In other words: Your body goes into the ground a bulb and erupts out in the resurrection a tulip. It goes into the grave an acorn and explodes out an oak. We can hardly tell that a frog came from a tiny tadpole, and that is a silly little amphibian; how much more a saint’s metamorphosis from the “natural” body to the “spiritual”? As Augustine put it: “God—an artist who works in marvelous and mysterious ways—will restore our bodies, with marvelous and mysterious celerity.”7

      And remember that a “spiritual” body in 1 Corinthians 15 here does not mean invisible or nonphysical but invincibly physical because it is animated by the Spirit. It is just as physical as Christ’s body—we will “bear the image of the man of heaven” (1 Cor. 15:49). As another text says, Christ “will transform our lowly body to be like his glorious body” (Phil. 3:21). The reason that “flesh and blood cannot inherit the kingdom of God, nor does the perishable inherit the imperishable” (1 Cor. 15:50) is not because our present bodies are too physically solid for that future kingdom but because our bodies are not solid enough.

      The old Princeton theologian Geerhardus Vos explains:

      There is not a simple return of what was lost in death; the organism returned is returned endowed and equipped with new powers; it is richer, even apart from the removal of its sin-caused defects. The normal, to be sure, is restored, but to it there are added faculties and qualities which should be regarded supernormal from the standpoint of the present state of existence. . . . Believers shall bear after Christ the image He Himself obtained in his own resurrection.8

      What will that be like when we get dressed up in our new body once and for all? When, as the poet George Herbert put it, “all thy bones with beauty shall be clad”?9 Daniel 12 tells us that “those who sleep in the dust of the earth shall awake” and “shall shine like the brightness of the sky above” (vv. 2–3). The most radiant Christian here is a mere 60-watt light bulb; the dimmest Christian in the resurrection is bright as a cloudless sky, almost too brilliant to look at—almost because we will have resurrected eyes that are able to handle the sight, a sight that would blind us were we to see such a risen saint today. Or at least cause us to melt down out of joy.

      My eyes were lit with such new-given sight

      that they were fit to look without distress

      on any radiance, however bright.10

      We will “shine like the sun” in that new world (Matt. 13:43). How could it be otherwise? We are united to one whose “face was like the sun shining in full strength” (Rev. 1:16) when John was given a glimpse of the glorified Christ.

      [image: Scene break]

      What ails you today?

      We can hardly go through a day without wincing over some bodily pain. It wasn’t long ago that we picked up our last prescription at the pharmacy, and it won’t be long before we do so again.

      When we wake up in that bright new world, “over the counter” will have lost all meaning.

      All of us are negotiating garden-variety illnesses and injuries all the time. Some of us live with chronic pain or incurable disease. A few of us are wheelchair bound. We pine after our youth, when we were able to run and jump and swim and play.

      We are pining in the wrong direction.

      Instead of reflecting on our past, which we will never see, why not reflect on our future, which we will?

      In place of Tylenol and NyQuil in our cupboards will be jump ropes and ice skates. In place of crutches in our closet will be running shoes. Our garage will have bicycles but not helmets. We will enjoy the sun but without sunscreen or sunglasses.

      Food and drink will be enjoyed as never before. Our taste buds gradually lose their acuity over the course of life; what will resurrected taste buds be like? Presumably, what artificial orange juice is to fresh-squeezed orange juice today, fresh-squeezed juice will be to new-earth OJ.

      Not only will our new bodies be free of all sickness and disease, they will function at full and perfect capacity. Our metabolism will work at maximal efficiency. Our brains, resurrected along with our whole body, will function with the most fluid mental keenness and memory of which finite beings are capable.

      Our five senses of sight, hearing, smell, taste, and touch will awaken into unhindered engagement with the world around us. Take just one—smell. What will it be like to breathe in the fragrant scent of blooming lilacs, the wafts of a salty sea, the sizzling and popping bacon at sunrise, the late afternoon slow-cooking chicken corn chowder—with resurrected olfactory capacities?

      Eight centuries ago in Italy, Thomas Aquinas developed this line of thinking regarding our future bodies to the point of identifying four particular qualities in our resurrected state:

      1. Impassibility—our bodies will be invincible, unable to experience any kind of vulnerability or pain

      2. Subtlety—our bodies will, while remaining fully physical, be uninhibited by physical constraints (such as locked doors to Christ in John 20)

      3. Agility—physical movement will be undertaken with supreme ease, smoothness, and speed

      4. Clarity—by “clarity” Thomas does not mean translucence but brightness; our bodies will shine with gently explosive brilliance of luminosity11

      It is difficult to know exactly what our bodies will be like, but the tantalizing teaching of 1 Corinthians 15—“it is sown in dishonor; it is raised in glory” (v. 43)—would appear to support the sort of sanctified speculation that Thomas offers.12

      A three-year-old delights to splash in puddles. But jumping off a waterfall-bearing cliff in a Hawaiian lagoon twenty years later, plunging into aquamarine water, feeling the coolness slide over the body with an effortless underwater stroke—how could such fully immersive sea-conquering be fathomed by one for whom sidewalk puddles are the best that wetness has to offer?

      [image: Scene break]

      But the doctrine of the resurrection is more than bodily restoration. It is comprehensive human restoration. Not only will the physical pains themselves vanish, so will the agitation that physical pains cause. All neurologically informed depression or discouragement will cease. All the various emotional defense mechanisms into which complex fallen humans lapse will dissolve.

      In short, every aspect of what it means to be a God-imaging human being will accelerate into incorruptible embodied perfection.

      We will finally be in perfect command of these bodies and of this terrestrial sphere on which we were placed to subdue. Perhaps it seems that a disembodied existence would be “freer” somehow than an embodied one. But as Augustine put it: “The bodies of the saints, then, shall rise again free from blemish and deformity, just as they will be also free from corruption, encumbrance, or handicap. Their facility will be as complete as their felicity.”13 The grimacing march of this fallen life, driving this stubborn vessel of dust and ever frustrated at its refusal to do what we tell it to do, will have morphed into a mighty dance, body and mind finally in perfect concert. Our facility (bodily freedom) will be as complete as our felicity (soul-happiness).

      Ours, for free. All because Jesus Christ went down into the drowning of death but emerged in astonishing surprise out through the other side in victorious resurrection. His tomb was a womb. Ours therefore is too.

      Pilate said to the Pharisees, regarding the tomb, “Go, make it as secure as you can” (Matt. 27:65). They did. But it wasn’t enough.

      God said to his Son, regarding our salvation, “Go, make it as secure as you can.” He did. And it was enough.

      He was locked up in a maximum-security tomb so that we are freed into maximum-security deliverance.

      Vain the stone, the watch, the seal;

      Christ has burst the gates of hell;

      Death in vain forbids his rise;

      Christ has opened paradise.14
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