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EASTER SUNRISE SERVICE 

April 12, 2020 

 

Instructions 
 

This is a sunrise service for a time of social isolation.  If you are doing the service alone, you will read each part either 

aloud or to yourself.  If you are a couple or family, divide the parts among each of you who can and wishes to 

participate. 
 

The meditation, “It’s Personal” is a narrative recollection by Mary who is identified in the text as “the other Mary.”  

She is, possibly, the mother of James.  Because this is her recollection, it would be most appropriate for a female to 

read the meditation, if possible. 
 

You may want to go outside, weather permitting and adequate light available, and face the eastern skies for the 

service.  If you are not able to go outside, find a window in your home that faces the east. 
 

You may begin the service whenever you would like.  Sunrise, on April 12th in Commerce, GA, will be at 7:06am, so, 

a 7am start might be nice. 
 

 

The Call to Worship: Greet one another with, or, if alone, proclaim, these words: Christ is risen!  He is risen, indeed! 
 

The Hymn: Sing or say aloud these words: 

 

Low in the grave he lay, Jesus my Savior! 

Waiting the coming day, Jesus my Lord! 

Up from the grave He arose, 

With a mighty triumph o’er His foes; 

He arose a victor from the dark domain, 

And He lives forever with His saints to reign. 

He arose! 

He arose! 

Hallelujah! 

Christ arose! 

      by Robert Lowry 

 

Responsive Reading:  If two or more, share the parts among yourselves. 
 

Leader: In the stillness of this hour we gather and face the east. 

Responder(s): It is in the east that the sun rises, and it is on this day that the Son of God rose! 

Leader: For he was beaten and scourged and hung on a cross to die.  Then placed in a tomb. 

Responder(s): But, on the third day, He rose from the tomb and left the empty grave behind! 

Leader: This we proclaim to the world! 

Responder(s): Christ the Lord is risen today! 

Leader: He has won victory over death and the grave. 

Responder(s): Christ the Lord is risen today! 

Leader: He has broken the shackles of sin that lead us to our own deaths. 

Responder(s): Christ the Lord is risen today!  

Leader: Through his death on the cross and resurrection from the grave he offers to each of us life, and life eternal. 

Responders: Christ the Lord is risen today! 

All: Hallelujah!  Christ arose! 
 

Prayer: O God of resurrection victory and joy, we greet you in wonder and awe.  We praise you for your power and 

thank you for your grace.  We bask in the nurturing warmth of your love. 

 Today, we celebrate the resurrection of Jesus.  We are joined in the fellowship of the Spirit even as we miss 

the physical fellowship of our faith communities.  In these days of isolation and, for some, loneliness, we especially 

need to feel your presence, O Lord.   

Unite us in the hope that we find in Christ’s victory over death and the grave.  Just as the Kingdom of God 

cannot be confined to an earthly place, so may that kingdom not be bound by necessary restrictions on our gathering 

together.  Help us to grow closer to one another as we grow closer to you. 

In a world, understandably, preoccupied with death, help us to celebrate a life that goes beyond death.  In 

a world isolated in fear, help us to unite in faith. And in a world that, today, seems often overwhelmed, help us to 

trust the power and the strength that is found only in you, O Lord. 

Let us celebrate the resurrection of Christ in our own hearts as well as in the world.  Let us respond to His 

call in our lives.  And help us to live out of that resurrection spirit so that we may share our hope with the world 

around us. 

For our prayer is offered in the name of Him who was and is and evermore shall be.  Amen. 
 

The Reading of Scripture:  Matthew 28: 1 – 10. 

 

IT’S PERSONAL 

(Matthew 28: 1 – 10) 

 

 Sleep was fitful at best, but I do believe I had drifted off for a bit when I felt a gentle nudge to my right 

shoulder.  I could see by the soft glow of the embers in the fire that the Magdalene was keeling beside my mat.  Even 

in the diminished light, I could see the look of intensity on her face. 
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 She whispered, “I’m going to the tomb.”  It wasn’t a question but a statement.  The question came next.  

“Do you want to go with me?” 

 My first inclination was to say no and try to go back to sleep.  Then I thought about it.  It was still dark out.  

She shouldn’t be out alone and I wasn’t sure how she would handle being there alone. 

 All of us had been drawn to Jesus, but none more fiercely than the Magdalene.  She had provided financial 

support for Jesus and his followers.  Some tried to question the source of her wealth, but Jesus wouldn’t allow that.  

The twelve had told us that her life had fallen apart by the time she first met Jesus.  She had been possessed by 

demons and abandoned by family and friends.  When Jesus cast out the demons she was, understandably, grateful. 

 “Are you sure you want to go now?” I asked. 

 “Yes,” came the quiet but insistent reply. 

 “Why?” I asked.  “There’s nothing we can do.” 

 “I know,” she said, “but I feel like I will burst if I don’t go.  I can’t sleep anyway.” 

 We all deal with loss and grief in different ways, so I agreed to go. So, we got our cloaks and quietly slipped 

out of the room.  We said nothing as we hurried through the streets of Jerusalem. 

 Joseph of Arimathea had provided a tomb.  Most people who were crucified were not buried.  The bodies 

were left for scavengers.  But Joseph, as a man of wealth, was able to go directly to Pilate and secure permission to 

take the body. 

 That’s just the kind of person Jesus was.  A rich man gave up his own tomb for him.  We could never have 

afforded to place him in such a grave.  In fact, we could never have had the opportunity to ask for the body.  Yet, 

Jesus had touched the life of Joseph in a profound way, much as he had with the Magdalene. 

 I could understand how Joseph and the Magdalene felt.  Even when he was addressing the multitudes, Jesus 

had a way of making you think he was talking directly to you. 

 He could tell a story about a son who insulted his father and wasted his inheritance and, when you thought 

about it later, you realized, “Oh, he was really talking about God’s love for me!” 

 I remember once when he told a story about a shepherd who had a hundred sheep.  He lost one and left 

the others to find it.  Only later did it occur to me, “That’s what he did for me.  I’m nothing special; just an ordinary 

woman, just another one of “the Mary’s,” yet he, specifically, reached out to me and brought me into his fold.” 

 That’s part of what made this loss so difficult to bear.  Jesus had touched each of us personally.  He came 

for us. He cared for us. He called us to follow him.  And, now, he was gone. 

 Of course, some of the religious leaders had been after him for a while.  Not all, just those who couldn’t 

stand the way he exposed the shallow, self-serving nature of their faith.  Most of the Jewish people marveled at his 

understanding of scripture and his power.  His devotion to the poor and the powerless was a sharp contrast to the 

way some of our leaders played up to the power of Rome. 

 The religious leaders finally realized they couldn’t risk him developing even more of a following.  Even many 

who didn’t become his followers still had great respect for him.  Each time the religious leaders thought they had 

devised a way to trap him, he turned the tables on them and demonstrated his mastery of the scriptures. 

 So, finally, those leaders turned to Rome – the ones who had the power to put him to death.  Pilate tried to 

worm his way out of the agreement, but the crowd was stirred up.  The soldiers mocked him, and beat him, and put 

him on the cross.  Even then, he had such strength they had to hasten his death with a spear. 

 I still remember how dark the skies became in the middle of the afternoon.  I remember hearing, in that 

unearthly stillness and dark, a Roman soldier profess belief that Jesus was, indeed, the Son of God.  Even from the 

cross, Jesus reached out to an individual to bring him into the kingdom. 

 As we approached the tomb, we saw the guards and they placed their hands on their swords as though we 

were there to cause trouble.  The air around us seemed to change.  The hair on my arm stood up.  The Magdalene 

must have felt it too because she turned to look at me.   

Suddenly, there was a flash of lightening and the ground beneath us shook with violent trembling.  A being 

in brilliant white robes seemed to ride the lightening to the tomb and he reached with one hand and rolled back the 

stone at its entrance, and then he sat on it. 

 The guards convulsed and collapsed to the ground.  The angel, for it must have been an angel, spoke to us 

saying, “Do not be afraid; I know that you are looking for Jesus who was crucified.  He is not here; for he has been 

raised, as he said.  Come, see the place where he lay.  Then go quickly and tell his disciples, ‘He has been raised from 

the dead, and indeed he is going ahead of you to Galilee; there you will see him.’  This is my message for you.” 

 We were astounded!  We were also afraid.  Were the guards dead?  Would we be accused of stealing the 

body of Jesus?  He certainly wasn’t in the tomb.  Then joy began to well up inside us like a spring; a deep-seated, 

overwhelming sense of joy.  We grasped each other’s arms and trembled with delight. 

 Then the Magdalene looked at me and said, “Wait, we’ve got a job to do.  We’ve been given a message.”  

We turned to hurry back into town.  We had taken less than a dozen steps when he was there!  I don’t know any 

other way to explain it.  Jesus was just there on the path in front of us.   

He said, “Greetings,” Imagine that, he had risen from the dead and he spoke to us like he had just been 

walking down the street in Jerusalem.  We fell at his feet and worshipped him, kissing his feet and offering praises.  

He reached down and pulled us up.  There was a tender smile on his face and he gently said, “Don’t be afraid; go 

and tell my brothers to go to Galilee; there they will see me.” 

Then he just walked past us and faded into the dim light of morning. As for me and the Magdalene, we 

hurried back to Jerusalem with the most wonderful news anyone has ever proclaimed! 

Even now I think about that morning and how Jesus came to us, personally, and I think that is how it must 

be with each of us.  Yes, he was a master at speaking to crowds, yet Jesus comes to each of us, personally, and we 

must worship him and, then, well, then, we must tell others about this Jesus, the one who has won victory over 

death and the grave and who lives even today! 


