James Painton [18]  


Today, the first chapter of JAMES's life has ended

· After only 18 years the light of his life has gone out and you are left behind

· Today is one of those days when it is sometimes hard to see the rhyme or reason to life and death

One of those days when we have more questions than we have answers

So much has been said today about James, 
but this is only a brief text in an amazingly full and complex and wonderful life – what can we say?

So many of you have tried to say something about James

· through the cards that you have sent to the family at Byrons Lane

· by writing in the book of condolence at School

· or expressing your feelings through the local press

· by what you have put on the James Painton Appreciation Group on Facebook

· and finally, in the moving words said here today

But we never seem able to fully elucidate what is really in our hearts

· about what we thought or felt about James

· about his genuiness, his love of friendships, of what he felt for his mum and dad, his sister, his family, his friends, or his life

· we are at a loss to really say what we want to say – because of course, words are not enough

· and sometimes, only the silence can say what we want to say

· sitting with each other, saying nothing, yet saying so much

There are those, of course, who want to solve the problem too easily, 

· they say things like "God must have needed JAMES more than us" or "God wills these things and it is not for us to question why"

· I can only say, respectfully, that this is not the same God that I know

I want to tell you about a God who cries with those who cry and mourns with those who mourn

I want to tell you of a God who in Jesus Christ was the enemy of all that can harm or wound the human body, spirit and soul

I want to tell you about a God who saw his son die too

I want to tell you about a God who wanted JAMES to live, 
     and who sees in young people something that is quite Godly

Some say that the Christian story has little to say at times like this, with its language of other worlds, of kingdoms, of angels and of glory

· But isn’t it strange that the hinge of the whole Christian story is about a son who dies before his full years were lived

· and so many of us, myself included, are still trying to work out the implications of that for our lives today
And what can I say to the young people here with us today?

When I was 13, one of my best friends, Alistair [also 13] died unexpectedly

· it was a shock, I couldn’t get my head round what had happened

· and unfortunately no-one offered to sit and talk to me about it

· but, looking back, it was a crucial moment in my life [even though a deep wound] that I believe has helped me find my way through life

· so talk to each other, talk to your teachers and your parents if you feel you can, find someone who can listen, find your God who is the supreme listener

· because this is really the only way to find healing for yourselves

And to you all I want to offer the word ‘hope’

· Today is a day of pain, it is a wound, from which some of you at the moment may think you will never recover

· Yet the Christian faith is about hope - hope beyond tragic wounds, life beyond death, and happiness beyond grieving

That is why I am so committed to this faith – not for the sake of religion, but because of hope

May you never forget James.

And may you find God’s healing in the months and years to come.  Amen.

