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Easter Sunday 

Scriptures: 
John 20:1-18 

Walking with Mary 

Usually my Easter Sunday sermon just flows out of me. I am always someone who 
likes to live in the hope and the awe of everyday life, in creation, and faith. But this 
year it feels more challenging to write. I always want to be authentic. True. Real. 
As we celebrate this Easter Sunday bombs are still dropping around our world. 
More soldiers from countries everywhere are being deployed to Ukraine. This year 
I find it hard to speak of an easy fix. This year as I preach more than any other year 
I know that the Good Friday cruelty and domination continue throughout our 
world. Debra Bowman wrote in her Good Friday sermon “This Good Friday, more 
than any Good Friday since I’ve been preaching, the sins of the world make it 
impossible to trust in an Easter morning in which everything will be fixed. This 
Good Friday we indeed see Christ laid in the tomb along with the thousands, the 
millions of others dying in our world because the pursuit of power and wealth 
continues unabated. The world is on fire, and pipelines are still going ahead. There 
is enough food in the world to feed all God’s people, but wealthy nations hoard for 
ourselves. Islands are sinking, lands are flooding, women are being murdered and 
disappeared, pandemics continue, but convoys flying the Canadian flag on 
expensive vehicles line up to complain about lack of freedom.  

We have to admit that we live in parallel worlds. One in which Good Friday grinds 
on and one in which Easter Sunday shows us a way forward.” 

This easter I give thanks for this story, this paradox of love over coming evil, or 
life being stronger than death. This year more than ever I stand with Mary 
dumbfounded at the tomb and ask is it possible that Christ is risen? This year more 
than ever I sit with the disciples in doubt and I long to run to see it for myself. This 
year I cry out is it true that Christ has risen?  

Every one of us have moments when we stand beside the empty tombs of our 
broken dreams, our shattered plans, and our frayed hopes, and we wonder if it can 
really happen again that: Christ is risen.  



Yes, it is not only possible.  It is true: Christ Is Risen!  Risen Indeed! 
Hallelujah! Hallelujah! 

Let us Pray 

Risen One, with Mary Magdalene, help us recognize you this day 
as we hear your word together. You are “Rabboni,” our Teacher, our Guide. 
Come speak to us, that we might be messengers of your love today and every day. 
Amen. 

This year I notice and feel the despair and disbelief of the disciples anew. I 
understand why they don’t believe Mary when she runs and tells them he is risen. I 
understand why they go hide out behind locked doors, I understand why Mary 
doesn’t recognize Jesus when he first speaks to her,  I understand Thomas wanting 
to see the proof . I understand because this year more than any other for me that 
resurrection seems impossible. New life, hope, promise in this broken world seems 
so far away. It is a lot easier to feel fear, despair, doubt and worry as I see images 
of refugees fleeing their county whilst they watch their world being blown up 
around them their very homes crumbling to ash. I see it and I think -  Oh these 
people they know it, they feel it, they understand the pain, the fear, the sorrow.  

Kaji Douša shared a devotional this Friday on Still Speaking that I haven’t been 
able to shake because it makes me think of people all around our world that 
understand the depth of this Good Friday story more than many of us here. She 
writes of a tiny chapel she once walked into in in the Mexican province of 
Michoacan. In that little chapel there were countless images, but every image was 
of a cross. There were no images of Jesus on a boat, or surrounded by children, or 
the risen tomb. All the images were of Jesus on the cross. Dousa recall their guide 
explaining that, “in this town, there were only women and children. For 
generations when boys came of age to work, they would leave, migrating north, 
with the promise to send money back home. Everyone left but the women and the 
children. And everyone mourned while they lived.” They would go to the chapel to 
worship the God that knew their pain, who understood their despair, who 
journeyed with them in the hardships of life. “This church didn’t catapult from 
Good Friday to Easter. This church lived with its people on the verge of death.” 
These women and children saw on the cross was the one who said “Father forgive 
them for they do not know what they are doing.” 

Every day there are people who still live in a Good Friday world, so what do we 
do?  



I can’t stand here and pretend it’s easy. I can’t turn away from this truth. There is 
no easy fix and perhaps that is a good thing because wow does our world need 
saving. So today, as I stand at the foot of the cross I give thanks for Jesus who 
showed us how to live in this kind of world and in the same breath my heart breaks 
open with despair and sorrow. Today I am reminded that every day we live in this 
paradox of faith. Every day in this cruel, broken world is a Good Friday, and every 
day in this blessed, beautiful, breathtaking creation filled with love and promise is 
an Easter Sunday. Today, Holy God, breath of life we pray your kindom come.  

Today as we stare wide-eyed at the horror of this world I invite you to place your 
feet in Mary’s sandals and walk with her along that dusty road to the tomb, weep 
with her after the disciples have left her once again to bear the grief of a loved one 
gone. And now in the depth of despair go into that empty tomb and see the angels 
standing there asking why she is there and hear the voice of Jesus call out to her 
“Mary.” Hear Jesus speak your name in the midst of your empty tomb, in the midst 
of your sorrows. Hear Jesus speak your name as you grieve the loss of a loved one, 
as you battle your disease, as you stare at your empty bank account, as you long for 
your child to be healed. Hear Jesus speak your name and know that there is hope, 
there is love, there is grace even there. Because while it was still dark God was at 
work. And Mary and the disciples took their sabbath rest God did what only God 
could do. While they all grieved in the quiet a miracle took place.  

So today, I want to walk that dusty dirty road with Mary, while it is still dark I am 
going to get up and I’m to go to the tomb. Because Mary knows the way, because 
she has been with Jesus every step of the journey. She seen lives made new, bodies 
healed, and eyes opened. She’s heard the complaining of the disciples and the 
criticism of the religious leaders. She saw how the crowds adored him and the 
rulers hated him. She stood under the cross as they killed him, and her heart was 
broken open. She had seen the adoration of the people when they entered the city 
on Sunday and their hostility when they stood before Pilate at the end of the week. 
Now, when she has lost all hope I want to walk with her. Because that’s the journey 
I feel today, I feel like  "The least I can do is anoint the body with spices. Everyone 
deserves a proper burial. Her heart was heavy and in her soul, "...it was still dark.”  

Today to the tomb we journey feeling like our entire world is in shambles. Lets 
face we all have our days when we stand with our dreams in shambles around our 
feet. Our children go astray. We get the pink slip from our employer, or worse still, 
the test comes back from the lab as positive. This happens to good people as well 
as to those who haven't been so good. "Why me, Lord?" My life was going so well 



and now this darkness. “Why you Lord? All you’ve done is show love and 
goodness?” 

Easter is simpler when we turn our gaze away from the struggles of the world. 
Perhaps it is easier to believe when life is good. Or maybe not. It is in hard times. 
In these times of our world that we need Easter the most. You know as well as I do 
that no one has all sunshine. But I find it helpful to remember sometimes that all 
sunshine produces a desert, not a garden. 

So back up we get on the dusty road with Mary only to discover that when it was 
yet dark...God was at work. God was making a way where there was no way. God 
has not abandoned us, God is not dead. Today I walk with Mary because I believe 
that even in the darkness God is at work.  

Today I walk with Mary because I know that Jesus has shown us that love is 
stronger than hate, that justice is stronger than evil, that God is with us even to the 
depths of despair. Mary knew it - she experience it. God’s love pierces through 
Mary’s emptiness and darkness along with ours. God not only ministers to her with 
comforting angels, he calls her into usefulness. Go and tell the apostles. That’s our 
role now. We have to  let the world know that love and life and hope exist. 

Most of us have difficulty acknowledging that the same power that rolled away the 
stone that covered the mouth of the cave where Jesus was buried can roll away the 
stones that today plague our world and even our lives. But that is the story of our 
day. “Jesus is not just back then, in this place or that place. He is everywhere and in 
every time." The hope is that the power of the resurrection will dispel our darkness 
and enable us to live resurrection, empowered lives. This resurrection story 
reminds us that love breaks through and offers us peace in our times of despair. We 
see it, we see it every day as we see people fighting just as hard to bring 
compassion, love, grace, hope and justice to our world as those powers that bring 
destruction. I walk with Mary and I go to the garden because more than ever I want 
to look into the eyes and love. I walk with Mary because more than ever I want to 
offer the love, hope, promise, forgiveness and grace that I have been given. More 
than ever before, today I believe that God is with us in this broken world because I 
see it every day. Love will overcome,. I believe. Christ is risen. Hallelujah!   

Amen - Happy Easter 


