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1 Corinthians 15:19-26 

If for this life only we have hoped in Christ, we are of all people most to be pitied. But in fact Christ has been raised from the dead, the first fruits of those who have died. For since death came through a human being, the resurrection of the dead has also come through a human being; for as all die in Adam, so all will be made alive in Christ. But each in his own order: Christ the first fruits, then at his coming those who belong to Christ.  Then comes the end, when he hands over the kingdom to God the Father, after he has destroyed every ruler and every authority and power. For he must reign until he has put all his enemies under his feet. The last enemy to be destroyed is death. 

John 20:1-18 

Early on the first day of the week, while it was still dark, Mary Magdalene came to the tomb and saw that the stone had been removed from the tomb. So she ran and went to Simon Peter and the other disciple, the one whom Jesus loved, and said to them, "They have taken the Lord out of the tomb, and we do not know where they have laid him." Then Peter and the other disciple set out and went toward the tomb. The two were running together, but the other disciple outran Peter and reached the tomb first. He bent down to look in and saw the linen wrappings lying there, but he did not go in. Then Simon Peter came, following him, and went into the tomb. He saw the linen wrappings lying there, and the cloth that had been on Jesus' head, not lying with the linen wrappings but rolled up in a place by itself. Then the other disciple, who reached the tomb first, also went in, and he saw and believed; for as yet they did not understand the scripture, that he must rise from the dead. Then the disciples returned to their homes. 

    But Mary stood weeping outside the tomb. As she wept, she bent over to look into the tomb; and she saw two angels in white, sitting where the body of Jesus had been lying, one at the head and the other at the feet. They said to her, "Woman, why are you weeping?" She said to them, "They have taken away my Lord, and I do not know where they have laid him." When she had said this, she turned around and saw Jesus standing there, but she did not know that it was Jesus.  Jesus said to her, "Woman, why are you weeping? Whom are you looking for?" Supposing him to be the gardener, she said to him, "Sir, if you have carried him away, tell me where you have laid him, and I will take him away." Jesus said to her, "Mary!" She turned and said to him in Hebrew, "Rabbouni!" (which means Teacher). Jesus said to her, "Do not hold on to me, because I have not yet ascended to the Father. But go to my brothers and say to them, 'I am ascending to my Father and your Father, to my God and your God.'" Mary Magdalene went and announced to the disciples, "I have seen the Lord"; and she told them that he had said these things to her.

One Misty Morning

It was a dark and misty morning. The dew was heavy on the grass, the tears of the earth clinging to the hem of Mary’s robe as she ran to the tomb. There were no tears in her eyes as she hastened through the garden, for she was all through crying. Two days of weeping had left her numb from the pain, and tired from sobbing, and all she wanted to do was put an end to the grieving. She had to wait for the passing of the Sabbath to anoint the body, and she needed to say good-bye to her Lord. It was the only thing left for her to do, it was all she could do, and she was praying that it would somehow ease her pain. She knew she would probably cry again when she saw the body, all bloody and bruised from the brutal beating and death. But she prayed that somehow, by washing the wounds and anointing the body, she would be able to put an end to the sorrow and get on with her life. 

Of course, she didn’t know what that life would be like, for following Jesus was her life, and his death had put an end to all her hopes and dreams. She didn’t know what her future would hold, but she knew one thing: she had to say one final word, one final good-bye to Jesus. And so she ran to the tomb in the early darkness, hoping to get there before anyone else was around, so that she could have a few quiet moments with her Lord, touching his body with her tears and perfumes, thanking him for all he had done for her.


But the tomb was empty. Her heart leapt to her throat, and tears filled her eyes, for someone had taken the body, depriving her of the one last thing she knew how to do. Her thoughts raced, and she feared she would never be able to say good-bye; she would never be able to put an end to the pain and sorrow that filled her heart. Go tell Peter, she thought. Peter always knows what to do. So off she raced, slipping on the grass, still wet with dew, her vision clouded by her tears of anger and confusion. She found Peter and John, who had to see it for themselves, and so she followed them back to the tomb. And as she got there, her heart pounding in her breast and her lungs heaving from exhaustion, she longed to hear a word from Peter, a word that would somehow explain what had happened.

But Peter had nothing to say, he was too stunned; he simply turned and walked away in stillness. And so Mary cried all the more, falling to her knees and into the tomb. They had taken her Lord; they had deprived her of the chance to say good-bye, to offer one final act of love.


“Woman, why are you weeping?” the angels said to her. “Woman, why are you weeping?” a voice behind her repeated. And Mary was so upset, her eyes were so clouded with tears that she could not see who it was that questioned her. Her mind was so focused on what she had lost that she could not see what was being offered to her. Until he said her name, “Mary.” She knew that voice, and it cut through her tears like the morning sun dries up the dew. All the pain and sorrow of the past two days vanished; it was like Jesus had never died, it was all just a bad dream, because here he was, standing right in front of her. She ran to kiss his feet, to touch him, to see if it was really him, and just as she started to cry all over again, this time tears of joy, he said, “No; don’t touch me. I’m not the same person you came here to say good-bye to. I’ve changed, and my mission is altogether different. Go and tell the others.” And so she went, not knowing if she should laugh or cry, half-running, half-walking, looking back over her shoulder, trying to sort it all out in her mind. “I have seen the Lord,” she told the others, although I’m pretty sure that neither she nor the others knew what that meant.

They probably thought it was like Lazarus. For they had seen Jesus raise Lazarus from the dead, so they knew it was possible. Or maybe Jesus didn’t really die, maybe it was all a bad dream to be put away and forgotten; maybe they could run and hold him and it would all be just like it had always been. But Jesus said “No.” He said, “Don’t touch me.” And I think what he was trying to tell them that his raising was not like Lazarus’. For Lazarus was given back his life, but he would eventually have to die again. But with Jesus, this was an altogether new and different thing he was doing. It was a wholly new life, a totally different kind of existence. And so he had to tell Mary, “No, you can’t hold me like you used to. Things are not back to normal; they have radically changed. Go and tell the others.” I don’t think she really understood, but she did as she was told. You see, all she wanted when she went to the tomb was to say good-bye. What she found there was more than she could ever imagine. So I don’t suppose she really understood.

Nor do we. I mean, how can we? Resurrection, new life, life everlasting, code words in our Sunday morning ritual, and we’ve heard them so many times, we think we know what they mean, but do we? Do we really have the foggiest idea what it means to have a life that goes beyond death? You may think that we pastors have special insight into such matters, but I have to confess to you; we don’t know much more than you do. I don’t know what it’s like to have a life in which we will never die. I don’t know where heaven is, or who’s going to be there, or how it will all come about, for “now we see in a mirror, dimly,” as Paul said; “now we know only in part.” We don’t know much more than Mary did on that first Easter morning the full meaning of Jesus rising from the dead.

But I do know this. I know that when Jesus said Mary’s name that morning when the sun was drying the dew from the grass, it was like he was saying all our names. He was telling us that we will never be forgotten, that in life, in death, and in life beyond death—whatever that means—he is with us, and we will never be alone. I also know that we can’t cling too long to the old, to life as we know it, for God has something more marvelous that we can ever imagine in store for us, and its power is not limited to life after death, but it can transform our lives here and now. And I know that, when all is said and done, the final word is not good-bye, the final word is not death; the final word is life. Christ is risen that we might have new life, both now and forevermore. So come, dry your tears, let us gather together as the community of the risen Lord and find out together what this new life means, for us, for our community, and for the whole world. Christ is risen! He is risen indeed! Alleluia! Amen.
