
Easter Day 2015 
 
John 20:1-18 
 
 
If you have ever been sad 
This story is for you. 
 
If you have ever been lonely 
Or afraid 
Or so confused you could no longer see straight 
This story is for you. 
 
If you have ever felt you were sliding upside down and backwards 
Down a steep hill 
This story can catch you 
Hold you tight, 
And set you back on your feet.  
 
If you have stopped wondering what will happen next 
Because it seems there are no more options, 
This story can open a door for you. 
 
If you have ever been ashamed, 
If you have ever had regrets, 
Then walk into the garden of this story 
And find your way to the tomb.  
 
There is no story unless you go to the tomb 
And start from there.  
 
But if you take your sorrows, 
Or your memories, 
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As Mary Magdalene did, 
And walk into the garden, 
This story can come alive for you 
And be yours. 
 
Mary Magdalene went to the garden 
Because she was sad, 
And lonely and afraid. 
Her hope was dead. 
She could not imagine any future.   
 
She went to the garden to face her dead hopes 
And to honor the beautiful broken past.  
To honor her dearest friend, 
The man who seemed so full of light, 
Who spoke with wisdom, 
Who saw clearly and acted with compassion. 
 
It had seemed, 
In his presence, 
That anything was possible. 
 
And then he died.   
The sun’s light went out.  
The curtain of the temple was torn in two, 
The veil parted between the real and the true  
And darkness came pouring out.  
 
Maybe this has happened to you too. 
Maybe the sun has gone dark. 
Maybe you’ve seen it happen to someone else, 
That all the light in the world went dead.  
Or maybe your sadness and loneliness  
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Is of a different order. 
 
But whatever our sadness,  
Whatever we have done, 
Whatever has happened to us, 
We all share this: 
 
One way or another, 
The world rolls over us 
And leaves us gasping 
Or breaks us, 
And shoves us into a dark hole, 
And rolls a stone over the top, 
So there’s no way out.  
 
Mary Magdalene watched 
As the world dropped Jesus into a deep dark hole. 
And it was as if she dropped into a hole herself. 
 
It’s easy to believe 
When you’re in that hole, 
That life is cramped, stale, 
Cruel, harsh, 
Used up and useless. 
Hopeless. 
 
That’s the tomb 
Mary Magdalene came to look at. 
That’s the stone 
That sealed the door. 
 
But that was yesterday. 
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Between the night and morning, 
Someone rolled away the stone, 
And the world is wider now, 
Wider and wilder 
And filled to overflowing 
With possibility and hope.  
 
Mary Magdalene was the first to understand it, 
And she ran to tell the news.   
 
You can see his light, 
You can see him, 
She told the others. 
 
You can see him, 
If you go to where the tomb is open and empty, 
And see that the world is wider than we knew.   
 
The world is wider than we knew  
Because Jesus pushed out the boundaries 
And gave us more space  
In which to live and move and breathe. 
 
When he stretched out his arms 
On the cross, 
He stretched the boundaries of the world apart. 
He strained the fabric of the world  
To the breaking point, 
And when he died, 
It tore apart. 
 
It might seem, 
That if the world stretches to its breaking point, 
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And kills the one who is love, 
And rips apart, 
That darkness  
Would flood in. 
And in fact,  
Darkness tried,  
And for a little while, 
The darkness of death won. 
 
But today, love returns 
And overwhelms the darkness. 
 
Death reached out and grabbed someone 
Who looked – and was – 
Just like us. 
Except that he was made entirely of love. 
 
How did he do that? 
He was just like us, 
And we know how hard it is to love, 
Even when we want to. 
 
But Jesus was alive to love 
Wherever he found it. 
He brought love with him 
whenever he found it lacking. 
He brought love in radical acts 
Of compassion and solidarity, 
He brought love with humor 
And power and absolute sincerity. 
 
Jesus in his life let himself be made of love, 
In his death he gave himself up for love, 
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And so gave love a way to beat death. 
 
Because he let himself be made of love 
Giving himself fully and freely  
To the boundless source of life, 
Death could not keep him.  
The tomb could not hold him. 
 
Though death had grabbed him, 
Death could not hold him. 
 
Love, the source of life, entered death 
And burst it open.  
Love, the only thing stronger than death. 
 
Death is real. 
But love is the foundation of the world; 
Love lies at the heart of all things. 
That is the truth we celebrate today.  
 
The tomb is empty now. 
The tomb of the cramped, stale world 
Of disappointment, shame, and fear 
Was too small to keep Jesus in. 
 
He burst it open  
And he holds it open for us. 
 
That is the promise of this day. 
 
Jesus tore apart the fabric of the world, 
And left an empty space. 
What floods into the empty space is love, 
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The love that lives forever,  
the essence of all things.  
 
That is the mystery of this day. 
Love really is stronger even than death.  
 
Let it be true for you today. 
Let the story of the garden  
And the empty tomb be your story. 
 
Jesus is already  
Who we will become, 
Just like us, 
But made entirely of love. 
 
Let today be the day 
When you begin to become 
One with the love that keeps the world alive.  
 
Follow him to the place where life begins, 
The garden. 
Follow him just as you are, 
And bring whatever you need to carry.  
 
Whatever you bring into the garden, 
Shame or pain or disappointment or sorrow, 
Put it in the tomb 
Where hope goes to die,  
And give it to the mystery.  
Let your darkness sink into that deepest darkness. 
 
And then, 
Let love have its way with you.   
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Between the night and morning, 
Love opened the door, 
And walked out into a wider world. 
 
Walk out with love, 
And discover the garden all around you.  
 
You can live  
And breathe freely there.  
You can let go all the burdens  
That have dragged you down, 
And you can take courage for the future.  
There is nothing in past or future 
That is stronger than the love 
That opened up the tomb. 
 
Be alive to love wherever you find it. 
Bring love with you, 
Wherever you find it lacking. 
 
He has opened the door.  
Enter the garden.  
 
When you walk into the garden, 
And hear the voice of love  
Calling your name, 
You too can begin to become 
Someone who is made of love. 
 


