
Easter Day 2014 

 

Jeremiah 31:1-6 

Acts 10:34-43 

John 20:1-18 

 

The Easter story begins in a garden, 

And it spirals up and out from there 

To gather in the whole world. 

Including you, 

If you will. 

 

This story begins 

In the encounter  

between one brokenhearted woman 

And the friend she loved 

As her very soul, 

And it spirals out from there 

To gather us all  

In the embrace of healing and empowering love. 

 

This story begins at a tomb, 

And it spirals down and down from there 

To find and call forth all the broken pieces, 

All the failed hopes, 

All the bitter sorrow of the world, 

To call all loss out of darkness 

Heal it, 

And make it whole.   

 

The garden is the center of the story, 

And the center of the spiral. 

If you enter the garden, 

And wait there,  

Light can dawn for you,  

As it did for Mary Magdalene.  

 

On the first day of the week, 

Mary Magdalene woke while it was still dark. 

She summoned all her courage, 

Opened her eyes, 

And set her feet to the floor. 

 

If you have never been in deepest darkness, 

Never needed all your courage, 

Imagine the hardest thing you have ever done, 
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Make it twice as hard, 

And then face it. 

 

If you have been where Mary Magdalene was, 

In that dark space 

Where even breathing seems too hard, 

Remember what is was like 

To put your feet to the floor, 

And to get up. 

 

Before you follow her 

Out of her darkened house 

and into the garden, 

where it is still dark, 

Think about Mary Magdalene for a moment. 

 

Most of what you have heard 

Is no more than that – 

Hearsay.   

There is not a scrap of evidence  

That she was ever a prostitute. 

There is speculation here and there 

About her relationship with Jesus, 

The suggestion that she was his wife – 

Not that there is any evidence he had a wife – 

But much of that speculation 

is intended to sell sensational novels. 

 

There is a real story. 

Here is what we do know 

From ancient sources, 

Including what we can discern  

By close reading  

Of Bible passages like this one.  

Mary Magdalene was the dearest friend of Jesus. 

He healed her from some disease 

and brought her out of some deep darkness, 

and, healed and whole, 

she became his most faithful disciple. 

 

She was the one who understood  

What he was talking about, 

Who thrilled to his message  

Of welcome and inclusion for all, 

Who took his words  

To her heart like treasure. 
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She was the one who understood 

When he spoke of his suffering and death, 

And, while others were protesting  

That it couldn’t be so, 

That Jesus could not die, 

She was the one 

Who grieved and prepared for his burial.  

 

When others ran away, 

She followed him to the cross, 

And remained with him as he died.  

 

And she was the one 

Who went to the tomb. 

Was it to grieve? 

Was it to remember? 

Or, in the darkness before dawn, 

Did she only know 

That something had happened, 

And that she could not stay away? 

 

Whatever it was, 

Mary Magdalene summoned up all her courage. 

When life is too much to bear, 

That first breath, 

And the moment when you put your feet to the floor, 

Takes everything you have. 

She did that, 

And set out in the dark, 

To find the garden.  

 

If you have been to gardens 

In the dry and dusty world 

Where Jesus lived, 

You know that a garden there 

Is more a place of trees and shade 

Than a sunlit perennial border. 

Gardens were places of beauty, 

And rest, and refreshment. 

Pretty? 

Maybe.  

But pretty was not the point.  

 

Even in ancient times, 

A garden was intended 

As a re-creation of paradise, 
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A tiny, temporary return  

To the bliss of our first beginnings, 

When all things were ours. 

There was no death,  

No conflict, 

No pain, 

No fear for the future 

Or regret for the past.  

 

So this story belongs in a garden, 

The place where we remember 

Our first bliss. 

 

And bliss is what she experiences, 

At first.  

Imagine the joy of Mary Magdalene 

When she hears the voice of Jesus, 

Her teacher and friend, 

Calling her name. 

Imagine the moment 

When she turns and recognizes him. 

 

Joy beyond hope. 

Her lost love restored. 

The new life of Christ, 

Love’s triumph over death 

Is a truth beyond our deepest hopes. 

 

And yet – 

Everything is changed. 

This is not the same garden, 

Not the place of our first bliss. 

It is the place of transformation, 

Of letting go, 

To let the new flood in. 

 

She has to let him go. 

She has to discover 

That though he is alive, 

She can’t hold onto him. 

Her loss is not fixed, or undone – 

It is transformed.  

 

The new life of Christ beyond the grave 

Does not fix everything. 

The risen Christ bears the wounds 
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Of the crucified Jesus, 

And will do so until the end of time.  

In his new life, 

Nothing is undone.  

Instead, the old is overcome. 

 

The new life of Christ beyond the grave  

Does not fix everything. 

We still know pain, 

And fear, and loss. 

We still die, 

And we lose the ones we love to death.  

We still put others to death, 

Or ignore or discount them. 

We are still the people 

Who could put Jesus to death, 

If he were with us now.  

 

The empty tomb does not fix that. 

 

And, still, 

It changes everything, 

By showing us the power of love.  

 

The new life of Christ, 

His life beyond death, 

Means that every corner of our lives 

Is open to the healing and renewing work of God.  

We know now 

That love overcomes death, and pain, and loss.  

 

Jesus embodied love, 

The full, life-giving essence of love, 

Even in the face of death. 

 

That love burst death wide open, 

And new life came flooding out. 

If we let it, 

That changes everything.  

 

If we can let the new life of Christ in, 

And allow it to change everything, 

Then we are new in the face of our old sorrows. 

We meet our same pain, 

And it is changed. 

It is still pain. 
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But it can open up 

To the power of love. 

 

We can only do this, 

If we let the new life of Christ change us. 

We have to let go of the old, 

And follow the risen Christ  

Into the new.  

 

Don’t hold onto me, 

He says to Mary Magdalene. 

The Jesus she loved 

Is alive and lives forever, 

And he bears the marks of his death – 

And he is not the same – 

He is transformed. 

 

This is not the same garden. 

This garden is wider and wilder 

And more beautiful  

Than the one where we began.   

 

Mary Magdalene is the first apostle 

Because, again, 

She understands.  

Unless she lets go, 

And follows him into the new, 

There is no story here. 

 

She shows the way. 

We can pine for the old, 

Or follow into the new. 

 

This story begins in a garden 

But it spirals out and up from there 

To gather in the whole world. 

Let it gather you up, 

And enfold you.  

Let it change your life. 

 

And follow where it leads. 

 

It leads to love, 

The strongest power 

In heaven or earth. 

If we follow the way of love – 
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That can change the world.   

 

 

 

 

 


