
Easter Sunday, April 4, 2021.  Rev. Katheryn McGinnis 
Let us pray, 
There are a million ways that you speak to us, God of the garden and God of the 
empty tomb.  
You speak to us in rituals, both formal and organic — in drops of water on 
foreheads, in vows said at the altar, through pieces of bread dipped in ordinary 
wine, and through shared candlelight on Christmas Eve.  
You speak to us in nature — your artistry showing up in starry nights, in the smell 
of pine, in rushing water and in most every sunrise.  
You speak to us through our relationships — the comfort of a loved one, the 
laughter of our friends, the security of those who support us and cheer us on.  
You speak to us in so many ways, and we are grateful for them all.  
However, today we just need one. That would be enough. So, lean down and breathe 
life into these sacred texts. We are craving to hear your word like never before. We 
are craving to understand, to see ourselves in the story. We are craving proximity to 
you.  
There are a million ways that you speak to us. Today, we just need one. With hearts 
full of gratitude we pray, amen. 
Our scripture for today comes from the Gospel of John, chapter 20, verses 1 
through 18. Listen now for the word of the Lord.  
Early on the first day of the week, while it was still dark, Mary Magdalene came to 
the tomb and saw that the stone had been removed from the    tomb. 2 So 
she ran and went to Simon Peter and the other disciple, the one whom Jesus loved, 
and said to them, “They have taken the Lord out of the tomb, and we do not know 
where they have laid him.” 3 Then Peter and the other disciple set out and went 
toward the tomb. 4 The two were running together, but the other disciple outran 
Peter and reached the tomb first. 5 He bent down to look in and saw the linen 
wrappings lying there,  
but he did not go in. 6 Then Simon Peter came, following him, and went into the 
tomb. He saw the linen wrappings lying there, 7 and the cloth that had been on 
Jesus’ head, not lying with the linen wrappings but rolled up in a place by 
itself. 8 Then the other disciple, who reached the tomb first, also went in, and he 
saw and believed; 9 for as yet they did not understand the scripture, that he must 
rise from the dead. 10 Then the disciples returned to their homes.11 But Mary stood 
weeping outside the tomb. As she wept, she bent over to look into the tomb; 12 and 



she saw two angels in white, sitting where the body of Jesus had been lying, one at 
the head and the other at the feet. 13 They said to her, “Woman, why are you 
weeping?” She said to them, “They have taken away my Lord, and I do not know 
where they have laid him.” 14 When she had said this, she turned around and saw 
Jesus standing there, but she did not know that it was Jesus. 15 Jesus said to her, 
“Woman, why are you weeping? Whom are you looking for?” Supposing him to be 
the gardener, she said to him, “Sir, if you have carried him away, tell me where you 
have laid him, and I will take him away.” 16 Jesus said to her, “Mary!” She turned 
and said to him in Hebrew, “Rabbouni!” (which means Teacher). 17 Jesus said to 
her, “Do not hold on to me, because I have not yet ascended to the Father. But go to 
my brothers and say to them, ‘I am ascending to my Father and your Father, to my 
God and your God.’” 18 Mary Magdalene went and announced to the disciples, “I 
have seen the Lord”; and she told them that he had said these things to her. 
The word of the Lord. Thanks be to God. 
————————- 
Since moving to Santa cruz, I’ve spent a lot of time at the park right next to the 
manse - Arana Gulch. It’s been such a blessing to have clear, open space in nature 
right next to where I live. I try to walk the trails there most every day so I’m really 
familiar with it. And when I first moved here back in October, the big field was 
mostly dirt. I remember because one time I was out walking at dusk and I saw a 
coyote - but I almost missed it because the coyote, in the dimming light, seemed to 
blend in the dirt.  
But then, a month or two ago, I went for a walk around Arana gulch and I just 
looked up and it was all bright green.  The whole field now covered in grass. And I 
know with the rains, it happened quickly, but it didn’t happen overnight this field 
didn’t come to life in just one night. But i missed it. To me, it had. I missed it. It 
happened in ways I didn’t pay attention to until it was right in my face.  
In John’s account of the resurrection - our scripture for today on this Easter 
morning, I’m most struck by the physicality of it. The two disciples running 
towards the tomb, the description of the linen wrappings rolled up, the tears of 
Mary streaming down her face - a description so visceral you can almost feel the 
tears streaming down your own as John wades into the physical emotion of seeing 
an empty tomb.  
All the physical descriptions - all these details - they place you right in the moment, 
right with the disciples as they ran, right with Mary as she cried.  



And these details create intimacy. The  resurrection was a deeply physical, deeply 
intimate event. We celebrate the resurrection in a big way every year - because the 
resurrection is big - it changed the course of human history. Humanity is now 
reconciled to God - I don’t take that lightly.  
But when we do that - when we celebrate the resurrection is big ways, we distance 
ourselves, personally from it. I think we loose the physicality of it. The intimacy of 
it. Because truth is, the morning of the resurrection was just like any other morning. 
People were at home asleep.  
When Mary saw the empty tomb the world didn’t stop. When the disciples came 
and saw the empty they then just went home and missed it.  
No, the risen christ first appears to a woman alone, crying in an empty tomb.  And 
Mary Magdalene - the woman crying alone in an empty tomb - she almost misses it 
too. Jesus has to call her by name.  
But when Mary does finally recognize the risen Christ and the Gospel is proclaimed 
- no one else knew — in that moment she is the church on this earth, but again, the 
world doesn’t stop. People were still at home, asleep.  
It was a moment so personal and intimate, it was a moment only shared by Mary 
and Christ.  
She has to run and shout to the disciples, “I have seen the Lord,” to make the gospel 
know to the world. She has to preach the word. 
Just as I missed the rebirth, the resurrection of the green fields in Arana gulch - so 
often do we too almost miss Christ’s resurrection at work in the physicality of our 
lives.  
In ways that we can personally touch and feel - in ways right in front of us. 
Our past year has been filled with quiet, intimate, deeply personal moments.  
I think all of us, like Mary, have at some point in this past year found ourselves 
weeping alone - not in an empty tomb, but in an empty room - empty of the 
fellowship, the community, we once held and cherished.  
This year, after a year apart in insolation - a year of lonely grief and struggles, a 
year of witnessing violent act after violent act - we need the physical resurrection. 
We need the quiet and intimate details of the resurrection.  Because it’s there that 
we see God face to face. It’s there that God calls us by our name. 
There’s something so intentional about Mary mistaking Jesus for a gardener.  



It speaks again to the physicality of the whole narrative, and the intimacy that 
creates.  
Being a gardener is physical work, digging in dirt and the earth - it’s both physical 
and intimate.  
Nadia Bolz Webber - a lutheran pastor and author, when writing about this story, 
this moment states that she likes to think “Mary Magdalene mistook the resurrected 
Christ for a gardener because Jesus still had the dirt from his own tomb under his 
nails.”  A detail so physical and intimate Mary would have held his hand to see. The 
gospel proclaimed for the first time by a weeping woman holding the hand of a 
risen lord covered in dirt. 
Christ is risen today. and it’s In Christ’s resurrection we find hope for a broken 
world. Hope for a life post Covid. Hope for a polarized country.  
We are free to live out the gospel, knowing that Christ’s death on the cross and 
resurrection three days later has defeated our own death.  
In Christ’s resurrection, humanity is reconciled to God.  
Christ’s resurrection happens in big ways. 
But it also happens in small ways, like the dawn of the morning, the rebirth of a 
green field once covered in dirt. Ways so small we almost miss it.  
But we need not worry. Just as Christ spoke to Mary, and she recognized him and 
preached the gospel - the first to do so, God, too, calls us by our name.   
God speaks: look, I am here. I have met you where you are - witness my 
resurrection.  
We need a physical resurrection. There’s something deeply theological that our first 
Sunday worship service together in person in a year is Easter morning.  
Perhaps being here and worshipping together with those you love for the first time 
in so long allows you to embrace the physicality of the resurrection. You can feel 
the emotions of seeing the empty tomb and then the risen Christ.   
And you can place yourself right there, holding the hand of the risen lord covered in 
dirt. You can hear the risen Christ speak your name and you too can shout "I have 
seen the Lord.  Christ is risen today.  Alleluia!” 
Amen. 


