You are hopefully aware of the moments that occurred just before this episode.  


Mary has already come to the tomb, 



found it empty, 


run back to tell the disciples 



what we today call wonderful, 




life-giving news, 



but in that moment, 




was panic inducing and traumatic,





 “The stone has been moved!”  



Instead of our assumption of, 




“He is risen, 




he is risen indeed!”  



Mary came to the quite rational conclusion, 



“They have taken the Lord out of the tomb, 





and we don’t know where they have put him!”   

Peter and John rush there, 


see strips of linen cloth laying there 


and the burial cloth folded up.  

John gets there first staying outside.  


Peter barges right in, 



followed by the second disciple who believes, 




but what exactly he believes is unclear.

Then we hear about Mary Magdalene.  


This is where we are going to spend our time today, 


living in Mary's heart.  

Which hopefully you have been doing your cardio lately, 


because her heart is pounding in this moment.  

She had the initial panic induced adrenaline rush 


of seeing the tomb open.  

Then the sprint to tell the disciples.  

Half way through getting the news out through stacatto breaths, 


“They...


have taken...


the Lord...


out of the tomb,” 

John and Peter go flying past her.  

She yells after them, 


“and we don't know where they have put him!”  
Realizing no discussion is to be had, 


she turns around and runs back to the tomb


to be there as the problem is investigated.  

All of this 


on a heart that has been sobbing through the last two days, 



as she grieved the gruesome death of her Lord 



who had built up such hope in her heart.  



Who had made it seem like a new way of life was possible, 




even for someone with a history like hers.  


That hope of life 



had been stillborn on Friday.

So heart pounding, 

mind racing through scenarios, 


at a loss of what to do, 

a heart that seemed broken already, 


is pounded into dust with this news, 



and the tears can not be stopped.  

She can not be faulted for staying around.  


The mystery needs to be solved 



if any semblance of sanity is to be had.  

If you are struggling to live in this moment, 


I invite you to think of a time of heavy tears.  

If you struggle to do so, 


think of someone you have seen crying.  



How the body shakes, 



the vision like trying to see in heavy rain, 



the thinking is 




if you cry long enough 





things will change.  



Then a point is reached where something needs to change.  




Crying is not enough, 





you need something to fuel it, 




whether that is a hug, 




or someone asking you what is going on, 




or a piece of clothing 





or memory to feel a connection.  



You need a change.

Mary reached that point of change


and peered into the tomb for the first time.  

Desiring to be triggered by something, 


the grave clothes, 


the bare stone, 


the smell of the one she is missing.  

She was not ready for the surprise that awaited her, 


nor were John's listener's.  

For the first time in the gospel, 


there are God's messengers, 


God's angels, 



sitting at the head and foot, 




just as they did over the Ark of the Covenant




over the Mercy Seat.  


How did they get there?  



They were not there when Peter and John looked in.  

The dialogue is not what we are accustomed to either.  


Normally 



when angels are in the picture, 




there is the 





“Do not be afraid.”  


Mary Magdalene does not get that line, 



partly because her grief is so strong.  

I hope you have no idea what I am talking about, 


because it is a grief that hurts, 

but if you are aware, 


you know it doesn't matter if it is two angels 


or King Kong, 



your only priority is finding the one you are missing.  

The angels have watched us enough 


to know this is the case.  

So they ask a helpful question.  


“Woman, 



why are you crying?”  

The death of Ky this past fall 


is my most recent addition to losses that will trigger sobs.  

So last month 


as we were looking at photo books from our wedding, 



I turned a page 




and there she was, 




a close up with the sparkle of life in her eyes 





coming through the photo.  

Lisa let me feel the pain, 


work through the sudden tears 



as grief has its own rhythm, 


and then asked a similar question to, 



“Why are you crying?”   

The reasons were not straight forward, 


or what we would assume.  

There is something that is there causing the tears to flow.  


For Ky, 



it was her eyes in that picture.  


For Mary, 



it is that her Lord was taken 



and she doesn't know where!  

Why did you last cry like this?  


What piece of the world being broken 



came down upon you?  


Was it your dignity that was taken, 


your job, 


your child, 



your sense of security, 


your mom, 


your dad, 


your sister, 


your brother, 



or did a dream just have to die?  


What was it that was taken 



that you would move heaven and earth, 




and any person 




or heavenly being to get it back?

You are on a mission, 


as was Mary, 

and some one else walks up behind you.  

You are interrogating any 


and every one, 

the one you loved has died,


 and now you can't even see their body, 



where is it?  
Jesus asks the same thing of Mary 


that the angels do.  



“Why are you crying?”  

When said in the right tone, 


it is a powerful and healing statement.  

Esme asks the question very well, 


which is why the Kingdom of God belongs to ones such as her.  


Children want to know what is upsetting you,



they don't pretend to know.


They are trying to understand what is broken 



and then will do whatever they can to fix it.  


Which again, 



is usually a hug in our household.  

Both girls instinctlively know the question of “Why” 


and then a loving embrace 



helps us take the next steps in our brokenness.

Jesus helps Mary start moving towards the turn 


when he asks the follow up, 



“Who is it you are looking for.”  

Mary moves back into mission mode, 


interoggating a supposed gardener, 



tell me where 



and I will go 




and get the 160# limp course 




and haul it back here myself, 





because I am on a mission.  

To be fair to Mary's assumption about the gardener, 


she is correct.  

Jesus on this day, 


was starting a new creation 


and fulfilling the call from Genesis 1 to be stewards over the earth.  

Jesus has started the process 


of stewarding in a new heaven and earth.  

So just as she saw angels 


where John and Peter missed them, 

she now sees a gardener 


where we are only seeing Jesus.

Then we have what Dale Bruner calls 


the great turn 



in 2 words 



and 6 syllables.  

In the speaking of “Miriam” 


we watch a world of brokenness and death 



having the final say, 




start to fall from their throne.  

As Mary turns and says “Rabbouni, 

My teacher!” 


the world is transformed.  



There is one who is Lord over death.  



There is one who can address the loss that we have experienced, 




the injustice,




 the loss of a loved one, 




the death of a dream, 




a reality that we are not ready to accept.  



Jesus has the final say, 




because he is not bound by sin and death.  

Death and Sin did all they could to end him, 


and here is Jesus 



speaking Mary's name.  


Here is Jesus 



speaking your name.  



Name a few names.  
We are his sheep 


and he knows our names.  

Hear Jesus calling your name, 


you know his voice.  


You know that in spite of all that is not right, 



he still loves you 



and will support you in the pain.  


Cry out to him, 



knowing that he will carry you through the brokenness.

Then do what Mary did 

and what I saw two friends do in the grocery store this week.  


They did not know they were both returning for the season 



and had not seen each other for 2 years.  


So there was a shout of names, 



foot steps running past the cat food, 



and a feet off the ground hug 




in front of the frozen pizzas.  

Do something similar.  


Embrace Jesus, 


hold him tight, 



and let the remaining hurt and brokenness 




drain out.  


Whether that is through tears 


or laughter, 



let the pain drain 



and let the new life 




have room to break forth into your life. 

It is possible.  

It is possible 


because of what happened on Easter morning.

Then follow common sense 


as the two friends did, 

and not what repressed theologians 


wanted the text to say in the 1700s.  

Mary received a full hug from Jesus, 


probably the best hug of all time.  

But the two friends in the grocery store 


also eventually let go, 



because they had to shop.  

In due time, 


Jesus lets Mary know 



that she to has business to take care of.  

This new life that she just experienced in “Mary” 


and “My Teacher”  



others need to experience those same things.  

Death is conquered, 


people need to know!  
Just as in the tears, 


you reach a point where crying doesn't do any more good.  

So with joy, 


hugging reaches a limit 



and it is time to live out the joy in a new way.

The mission Mary is given 


is loaded with how this new way will occur.  

Jesus calls his disciples, 


not his friends, 



like he did at the Passover, 


but something even more intimate.  



“My brothers.”  

He builds upon this 


by telling Mary he is going to ascend to not just his father, 



but your father.  


Not just my God, 



but your God as well.  

Jesus still maintains an elevated 

or prime connection with the Father.  


But we are brought in as adopted brothers and sisters.  

This is why the embrace can not last.  


The world is changing with every word Jesus speaks, 



because reality is different.  



Life is not the same.  


The one who's body was dead, 



who's body we thought taken, 


has instead defeated death 



and is making the world into a new garden.  

So bring your pain, 


let it fall at the feet of Jesus. 

Listen to him name you 


and your pain, 

and then watch the life he intends to bring out of it 


bloom into this new creation.  

I don't know what it will turn into, 


but neither did Mary, 

but she accepted the next step 


and changed the world.
