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Early, on the first day of the week, while it was still dark, Mary Magdalene came 
to the tomb. 
 
When we meet up with Mary Magdalene this morning, she is on her way to 
anoint Jesus for burial…to prepare him for the grave.  Other Gospel passages 
clearly state that she is traveling in the company of other women.  But today, we 
read only of her journey.  Whether with others or not, we can well imagine that 
she was very much alone with her own private thoughts…her own private pain.  
Her teacher, her Lord, was dead.   
 
There had been such hope!  He had promised a kingdom of peace and justice.  
He had promised a kingdom where the poor were counted, the sick cared for.   
But no.  The Messiah was dead.  The hope of the future was gone, in what could 
only be considered a travesty of justice.  The Anointed One was now in need of 
anointing for burial.   
 
In the graying dawn, shadows from the crosses on the hill shifting before her, she 
could see.  The stone had been rolled away.  The tomb was empty!  Someone 
had taken the body! 
 
This couldn’t be!  What would she do?  The thought of resurrection didn’t even 
enter her mind as she hurried back to where the others were gathered.  Despite 
Jesus’ own promises, the thought of him being resurrected was simply not a 
concept she would reach for.  The resurrection was for the Last Day.  This wasn’t 
the last day…was it? 
 
On her return, after Peter and the other disciple had seen the empty tomb for 
themselves, Mary is so filled with grief that she cannot look or see beyond what 
was wrong.  She turns and seeks the information she wants from the person she 
assumes to be the gardener.  She needs to anoint Jesus.   
 
She is so focused, that she fails to recognize the one standing before 
her…….fails to remember that day back in Bethany, that meal at the home of 
Lazarus with all the others, where Jesus had been anointed with a pound of pure 
nard, and spoke of being anointed for his burial. 
 
For the third time, she laments the missing body of Jesus.  She begs the 
gardener to reveal Jesus’ new resting place.  It was bad enough they had killed 
him, but this – this missing body was just one more example of things gone 
wrong. 
 
 



This Easter is unlike any Easter most of us could have ever imagined.  Who 
would have thought that the faithful, so accustomed to gathering together on this 
most joyous day in the Christian year, would instead find themselves scattered, 
each in their own homes, hunkered down for their safety and the safety and well-
being of others?  Who would have thought that we would viscerally feel the 
experience of that early Easter morning? 
 
That is what we are experiencing today.  We are with Peter and the other 
disciple, perplexed and wondering in their homes; we are with the other disciples, 
locked away in fear and trembling; we are with Mary Magdalene stricken with 
grief as she stares into an empty tomb.   
 
We may lament that our churches are empty this morning.  We may think this is 
not how it is supposed to be...that it is just one more example of things gone 
wrong in this pandemic crisis.  But if our churches are empty, remember, so is 
the tomb.  And we know it is Easter not because of full churches and glorious 
music, but because the dawn broke, and the tomb is empty. 
 
We will gather again.  Before the disciples were together, rejoicing in their 
disbelief at their encounter with the risen Lord, there was mourning and fear and 
confusion.  We will come together again, just as the disciples were able to come 
together again and break bread together.  We will come together again.  It may 
not look like how we think it should, but that’s the way it is with the resurrection – 
it isn’t doesn’t represent how things are “supposed” to be.  We will come together 
again.  And bread and wine will never have tasted so rich! 
 
“That Easteride with hoy was bright;” goes the Easter hymn.  There is no talk 
about full churches and Easter bonnets or anything like that in that hymn.  Rather 
there is the prayer that Jesus, the king of gentleness abide with us and possess 
our hearts, that we may give him all our days the tribute of our grateful praise.  
That is still happening for us.  Jesus still abides with us and possesses our 
hearts.   
 
The churches may be empty this morning.  But so is the tomb.  Don’t stand 
looking into the emptiness.  Rather, go and declare that the Lord has risen.  The 
Lord is risen indeed.  Alleluia!    
 


