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“It is finished” were the words of Jesus with which the Gospel of John left us on Friday.  With 

those words, Jesus died, and his body was wrapped in linen and buried in a tomb hewn out of the 

rock. His devastated and grieving followers, those who had followed him and then had seen him 

crushed and killed passed a Sabbath’s rest about which we are told exactly nothing.   

 

We might imagine the anguish, fear and questions that shrouded them during that Sabbath:  

“Are we next to be arrested and executed?”    

“How could he have died when we were sure that he was the One?”   

“Were we mistaken to have followed the teacher from Galilee?”   

“Now what?”    

 

Now it is Mary of Magdala that we encounter in the dark hours of (barely) morning after the 

Sabbath ends, setting out, in her grief, to the tomb where Jesus had been laid.  But the nightmare 

is only intensified, as she finds the tomb opened and Jesus’ body gone!  I can scarcely imagine 

the panic-stricken shock of such a finding, and she runs to Peter and the beloved disciple to tell 

them her conclusion: some unknown “they” have moved Jesus’ dead body somewhere else. 

 

Peter and the other disciple set out running for the tomb and upon arriving, find the linen burial 

wrappings piled up, the linen hanky used to cover the face set aside separately, and no body there 

at all.  And they believed that Mary’s tale was true: Jesus’ body was indeed missing. And still 

“they did not understand the scripture, that he must rise from the dead.”  They just left and went 

home, perhaps now even more frightened than before. 

 

Mary remains by the tomb, weeping, and yet daring to investigate the tomb, and sees two angels 

who ask her why she is weeping. And she tells them the situation. Then she turns and sees a man 

she does not recognize.  She figures that he must be the caretaker of the garden where the tomb 

is, and she has the same exchange with him, adding that if he only tells here where it is, she will 

go get Jesus’ body and move it elsewhere herself.  She has seen what has happened and knows 

what she must do. 

 

Or has she?   Only then does the supposed gardener speak her name and, in that hearing of her 

name, Mary realizes that it is Jesus, her “Rabbouni” who is before her and speaking to her.  

“What an empty tomb, two angels, folded linens, and a separated wrapped up hanky could not 

do, the call of one’s name does.” (Rev. D. Mark Davis).  Now she understands! 

 

In her joy and relief, Mary must have reached out to touch or embrace him, but he stops her from 

holding on to him.  Instead, he sends her to the disciples with a new bit of shocking news:  

 “I have seen the Lord.”  And so, we have the first witness and the first preacher of the 

Resurrection, Mary of Magdala. 

 

The story is told simply, with small details.  The foot race of the guys when they run to check out 

Mary’s report, the unwrapped linen, the face-covering cloth set aside separately, the gardener. 



And then the name, and the recognition.  That is a profound and precious moment of beautiful 

intimacy: seeing and knowing, being seen and being known. 

 

The proclamation of the Good News of Easter begins with that first preacher arriving in the dark 

and misapprehending what she found at the empty tomb.  But she is the one who is willing to 

stay in that garden, in the dark, in the struggle of grief, even after the other disciples have gone 

back to their houses.  Only then, in experiencing what is really happening, is she able to be open 

to hear Him speak her name. Only then, from that place of semi-darkness and heartbreak, is she 

able to encounter the Risen Christ and then to be sent to share the Good News of his 

Resurrection.  Only then, is she able to learn that, in the darkness of that night in a cold stone 

tomb, and in a mysterious and unseen way, God was bringing life out of death and effecting the 

redemption of the world.  And she was the first one to know it on that Easter morning. 

 

We celebrate the Resurrection today and for the Great Fifty Days of Eastertide with great joy that 

“death is swallowed up”.  And still I think it is helpful to recall this simple story of Mary at the 

tomb to remind us of how death and resurrection and the encounter with the Risen One play out 

in our human lives.  When we are in the difficult, sorrowful and hard places of our lives, when 

we can hardly see for the lack of light, STILL, in mysterious and hidden ways, God is drawing 

new life out of death. The time waiting in difficulty, the obstacles and the injustices, may seem 

unbearable or insurmountable, and we may not immediately recognize the new that is being born 

in us. And yet, the Risen Christ continues to lead us into new light, new hope and new life. The 

Risen Christ continues to call each of us by name, and to charge us, like the Magdalene, to 

proclaim Easter joy and love to the world. 

 

Alleluia! Christ is Risen!  The Lord is risen indeed, Alleluia! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


