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Christ is risen! He is risen indeed!
Stubborn. Insistent. This Easter day we celebrate the one who insists on living, who is stubborn over against
death. In the presence of this determined one, we name again what fills us with the energy of new beginnings
and search for 'resurrection' in a world that doesn't seem to experience it very often.
The resurrection of Jesus Christ is a rolled-away stone, an opened tomb becoming a gateway to life that is
eternal; life laboring towards renewed perspectives, life received as a gift. But it is not just a past event. It
frames our daily experience. In the resurrection of Jesus we encounter our own 'resurrections'; times when
light overcomes our darkness, when joy smiles at our sadness, when desperation is convinced by hope, when
nothingness is replaced by what matters, and life is found beyond death.
What resurrections are alive in you this morning?
Can you see resurrection beyond death?
The gospel this morning teaches us that the resurrection of Jesus was hectic. The disciples were running up
and down, over and on top of each other, entering the tomb, leaving the tomb. They saw the linen wrappings
lying there but they didn't see Jesus. They saw the empty space of a missing body, but they didn't see
resurrection beyond death. Although not seeing it, the text says that one of them believed it. But then they
went home. Mary remained there, weeping.
Sometimes the only option one has is to weep. When the pain is too deep, when the chances are too dim, when
emptiness is too big, we weep. And there is no shame or weakness in that. On the contrary, to have access to
our most profound feelings is an opportunity for strength.
Mary was not clear about what was happening. She had lost a friend. The grief was intense. She was
dispossessed of alternatives, and no reasoning made any sense. So, she remained there. Christ is not the only
stubborn one in this story. Mary was also insistent. She would take time. She would find the space to breathe.
She would be still. She would not leave the garden. She needed to cross understandings and experiences about
life and death; she needed to cross feelings and perceptions. She would be there.
Being there is neither easy nor obvious. How many times we are in a place, but our attention is elsewhere? For
instance, how many of you are really here right now? Being there requires willingness, attention, engagement.
It requires us to be tuned to a specific moment, a specific person, a specific situation. Mary was digging deep
into her loss, mourning her friend. She would not leave. And because she waited, and insisted, she could see
what others were not able to see.
Experiencing 'resurrections' in our lives might happen suddenly, unexpectedly, in big or small ways, but it
often comes with time to be tasted, heard, incorporated, felt. It arrives when we are sitting still and
re-measuring knowledge, information, perspectives, expectations. It opens us like a rolled-away stone for the
unknown and the impossible.
Are you struggling? Let us run together to the garden, and discover all the possibilities and promises God.
Are you anxious? Let us sit together in the garden and wait for the voice calling your name.
Are you in despair? Let us remain together in the garden until the resurrected one calms your soul.
In the garden of the resurrection there are opportunities of grasping new life every day. There is an irresistible
possibility of smiles among tears and joy in the midst of sadness.
In the garden of the resurrection we sit with Mary Magdalene, with Asenath and Nako, Riza and Ben. We
gather with those who follow a star, those who run from captivity, those who see a rainbow and believe in a
promise, those who find joy in the midst of suffering, those who re-shape their practices based on caring,
those who see resurrection beyond death. In the garden of the resurrection where, we find comfort in the
company of those who insist on being there.
Amongst bubbles, rainbows and the search for a promise, in the garden of the resurrection, where blue, violet,
red, orange, yellow, green and indigo flowers abound, we encounter the one who calls us by our name and
says, do not be afraid! Then we rise up to proclaim, Jesus Christ is risen! He is risen indeed!
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