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Just like we have arrived this morning in the dark, Mary Magdalene arrives 
at the tomb in the dark. At least that is how John’s story begins.  This is different 
from the other gospels that begin as the day was dawning, when the sun had risen, 
and at early dawn. The darkness is not the only unique aspect of John’s story as 
Mary Magdalene comes by herself to the tomb unaccompanied by the other 
women.  For John, it is Mary alone in the dark both literally and figuratively. 

This story is revealed in stages with a great deal of movement, and if we are 
honest, it is a little strange.  John doesn’t give us time to learn much about one 
event before we are on to the next part. With all this movement, each figure has a 
separate arrival at the tomb which I believe indicates a separate experience. Mary, 
Simon Peter, and the other disciple, the one whom Jesus loved, each experience the 
empty tomb in their own personal way just as each of us encounter this story in our 
own personal way. 

The movement in this story reminds me of all the moving parts when we 
partner with OneGenAway on our 2NDSATs for service. We each arrive on our 
own and encounter a well-oiled machine with lots of activity. Those in charge 
engage each volunteer as they arrive to help get all the food ready. Some begin 
unloading boxes and placing food on tables while others are getting their hands 
dirty fishing for sweet potatoes among a cardboard container full of dirt. 

Alongside the busyness of the staging area, those who will receive food are 
also being greeted and organized as they patiently line up and wait for everything 
to be ready so the distribution can begin.   

Once the initial organization is complete, we are on to the movement of the 
distribution. Volunteers grab a shopping cart and pair up with those patiently 
waiting.  On one particularly cold morning, I have the honor of shopping with 
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Helen. I introduce myself, and we begin getting to know one another.  That works 
for a few minutes as we push the cart around to where the food distribution will 
begin, but once we encounter the first food table, our conversation is limited to 
snip its between questions like “Would you like sweet potatoes?” “Would you like 
bananas, milk, yogurt, bread….”  You get the idea.  

It is wonderful. It is why we all came, but the starting and stopping does 
limit the ability to look the other person in the eye and really get to know one 
another. Once we finish filling our cart, we turn toward the parking lot so we can 
unload the food into the vehicle.  

John’s Easter story is certainly full of movement. Mary arrives at the tomb 
alone and sees the stone has been removed.  She doesn’t even take time to look in 
the tomb before she runs and tells Peter and the other disciple that, “They have 
taken the Lord out of the tomb, and we do not know where they have laid him.”  

Immediately, Peter and the other disciple begin running together. 
Somewhere along the way the other disciple leaves Peter behind because he arrives 
first, looks in the tomb, and sees the linen wrappings.  He doesn’t go in, and we 
aren’t told why because Peter has now arrived.   

There certainly appears no hesitation on Peter’s part as he enters the tomb 
upon arrival.  Not only did he see the linen wrappings but also the cloth that had 
been on Jesus’ head rolled up separately. Someone has finally entered the tomb, 
but we aren’t given even a glimpse into his reaction before the other disciple enters 
the tomb. At this point, we can almost feel the darkness beginning to lift as we 
learn that the other disciple saw and believed.   

Well, maybe I am getting ahead of myself in believing the darkness is 
beginning to lift. We know he saw and believed, but we don’t really know what he 
believed. Especially since it appears that they both turn around and go home. 
That’s it.  We have no idea if Peter believes or what the other disciple believes, and 
they appear to not say a word about the empty tomb and simply return to their 
homes.  

 This leaves Mary alone again at the empty tomb. Instead of being in action 
mode as she was earlier, she is now weeping. Once the men leave, she makes her 
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way to the tomb, dares to look in, and sees what the others did not- two angels in 
white. 

The angels do not appear to have much of a role in John’s gospel.  They 
don’t proclaim anything in contrast to the other gospels where they explain that 
Jesus has been raised. Instead, the angels simply ask one obvious question, and I 
must admit that I begin to wonder why they are even in the story. 

 “Woman, why are you weeping?”  This appears to be a simple question to 
which we already know the answer, but her response is a pivotal moment in John’s 
story.  Mary replies, “They have taken away my Lord.” 

Did you catch the difference? It is a single word that shifts the story.  She 
doesn’t simply repeat her announcement to the disciples that, “They have taken the 
Lord out of the tomb.”  Instead in between her sobbing, she says, “They have taken 
away my Lord.”  

Maybe the role of the angels is more important than it first appears because 
it is their question that causes Mary’s experience to become personal.   

It moves from communal language of the Lord being taken from the tomb to 
Mary’s Lord being taken.  Just at the moment when she acknowledges her personal 
relationship with Jesus, Mary turns and finds herself face to face with the one for 
whom she is grieving so deeply, but she doesn’t yet have eyes to recognize him. 
How can Mary not recognize Jesus, her Lord and teacher?   

She can’t see because she doesn’t yet understand that Jesus has risen.  Mary 
is still asking the gardener about the body. Mary is still in the dark, but her 
darkness is about to be lifted in just a single word. “Mary!”   

In hearing Jesus say her name, she immediately turns and responds 
“Rabbouni!” The only thing that brings Mary Magdalene out of the dark, silences 
her weeping, and allows her to see the joy that is standing in front of her is hearing 
Jesus speak her name, “Mary!” 

How often is Jesus right in front of us, but we don’t recognize him?   

Once Helen and I have finished filling the grocery cart, we turn toward the 
parking lot to unload the food into her vehicle. She has been leaning on the cart 
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much of our time together. She is obviously tired, and I am secretly hoping her car 
isn’t too far away.  

As we walk, she points to the truck closest to us, and I am thankful.  That is 
when I notice her husband sitting in the passenger’s seat.  She hasn’t mentioned 
him as we have talked. I unload the food from the cart being careful to not let the 
bananas and bread get squished all while wondering why he hasn’t helped.  

Jesus goes on to ask Mary to go and tell the good news, to share Jesus’ 
words that “I am ascending to my Father and your Father, to my God and your 
God.” Mary becomes the first apostle in John’s gospel when she goes and tells the 
disciples, “I have seen the Lord.” 

Mary may be the first apostle but certainly is not the last. We are also 
apostles. Jesus calls each of us to go and tell the good news. For most of us, the 
questions are where to go and how to tell? 

We focus on the going and telling that Mary does at the end of this story 
once the darkness has lifted and she is told exactly what to go and tell, but 
remember the story began in the dark. It began with Mary going and telling the 
disciples that the stone was rolled away even when she didn’t understand what it 
meant. She simply went and told even while she was still in the dark. 

Once the shopping cart is empty and Helen’s truck bed is full, I think to 
myself, “now what?”   

I remember that OneGenAway encourages us to pray with each person after 
unloading their cart, but I quietly question whether Helen will welcome a prayer. 
In that moment, I realize that even though I don’t know how she will respond, I do 
know that Jesus tells me to go and tell.  

So, I ask Helen how I can pray for her and her family, and her body 
language begins to change. I see the physical release in her shoulders and the 
softening of her eyes. With a simple question, the conversation becomes personal.  

This is when I learn her husband is in the truck because he is too weak to 
walk around or help unload the cart. He has cancer, and they expect he has only a 
few months to live. I can see she struggling to hold back tears, but she goes on to 
ask for healing for her husband and strength for herself.   
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We pray together for those things and more, and when I open my eyes I see 
Jesus standing in front of me. The darkness has lifted and the light of the world has 
risen. Jesus is at work all around us. How do we not recognize him?  

Sometimes our eyes are opened to the presence of Christ so we can clearly 
hear the message to go and tell. Other times our eyes are opened to the presence of 
Christ in the going and telling.  

This story began in the dark.  Resurrection begins in the dark, but the day 
has now dawned. To steal a phrase from a friend, Jesus is on the loose. Christ is 
Risen!  

We gather here on this Easter morning as a community but also as 
individuals.  My Lord has risen and your Lord has risen. We each have our own 
personal relationship with Christ, and we are each called, like Mary, to go and tell. 

Where will you go and how will you tell? Only you can answer these 
questions, since they are as unique as each of us. Just don’t be surprised if amid 
your going and telling, your eyes are opened revealing the face of Jesus before 
you.  

May it be so. Amen. 
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