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Acts 10:34, 37-43
Psalm 118

Col. 3:1-4
       John 20:1-9

Have you ever experienced a terrible trauma and then knowing you had something very difficult to do the next day, tried to get some sleep? 

Mary of Magdala most likely experienced such a dilemma the day her beloved Jesus was crucified. She had looked at him through eyes blurred with tears. His broken and bruised body seemed to embody all of suffering humanity. When the soldiers pulled the cross upright to drop it into a hole in the rock, she remembered thinking, surely the jolt would tear his arms from his body. He had weakened quickly and she heard his final breath, a prayer to his Father. And then he was gone.  Now, the Sabbath was about to begin, there was no time for a loving goodbye, no time even to prepare his body for a proper burial. She was there when he was hastily put into the new tomb, borrowed from, as tradition tells us, from Joseph of Arimathea. Tomorrow, she promised herself, there will be time tomorrow after the Sabbath. 
The gospel tells us she was on her way to the tomb very early, while it was still dark. Why sleep when there were so many things swirling in her mind and heart? She was so preoccupied; she probably hadn’t remembered there was a huge stone to be rolled away from the entrance to the tomb. Image after image of the previous day’s events, the yelling mobs, the pushing and shouting soldiers, the sounds of the hammer as the cross was lowered into the rocks holding it vertically. Jesus, her Jesus, there for everyone to see. Treated like a criminal, dying between two thieves.
The synoptic gospels tell us that when Mary got to the tomb, the stone had already been rolled away, the tomb was empty, and she approaches a man she assumes is a gardener to ask him if he knows where Jesus has been taken. When the man calls her by name, she knows it is Jesus. “Go and tell the others” are Jesus’ words to her.
We can surmise the apostles and other close disciples were hiding. After all, one had sold Jesus to the political officials, one had denied him and one had run off while they were in the garden before Jesus’ arrest. All their hopes and dreams had certainly been dispelled with Jesus’s death.

Today we don’t celebrate Jesus rising from the dead to go back to some heaven where he came from. We celebrate something more. Jesus came to show us how to live. How to love God and love our neighbor. And he did this by showing us through his life and the choices he made. Jesus knows our aches, our pains, every sorrow, our need to love and to be loved.
St. Paul reminds us that through our baptism we have been resurrected with Christ. There is no expiration date on that promise. We don’t need to hurry to claim it because it is a limited time offer. We are the witnesses to the resurrected Christ.  We have been commissioned to preach the gospel, to chose to live the way Christ did by loving God and loving each other. And Jesus promised we would never be without him. This relationship with Christ calls us to transformative living. As we transform with all of creation, we become more and more all God created us to be. Now we, just as the apostles and disciples did know that the post-easter Jesus is the light that leads us out of darkness and the sense of isolation that continues to breed selfishness and doubt. Jesus is the spiritual food that gives us the strength to do mercy and justice. And he continues to be the way that leads us to fulness of life.
Christian life is not primarily about believing. Instead, it is about entering into relationship with God. The God who loves us more than we can even imagine. Marcus Borg reminds us believing in Jesus is giving our heart, at the deepest level of being to the post-easter Jesus, the living Lord the side of God turned toward us.” It is in sure and certain hope of the resurrection we too will be revealed with Christ in glory.
Amen. Alleluia!
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