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The Resurrection of Jesus
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. 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.” Then Peter and the other disciple set out and went toward the tomb. The two were running together, but the other disciple outran Peter and reached the tomb first. He bent down to look in and saw the linen wrappings lying there, but he did not go in. Then Simon Peter came, following him, and went into the tomb. He saw the linen wrappings lying there, and the cloth that had been on Jesus’s head, not lying with the linen wrappings but rolled up in a place by itself. Then the other disciple, who reached the tomb first, also went in, and he saw and believed, for as yet they did not understand the scripture, that he must rise from the dead. Then the disciples returned to their homes.
Jesus Appears to Mary Magdalene
But Mary stood weeping outside the tomb. As she wept, she bent over to look into the tomb, 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. 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.” When she had said this, she turned around and saw Jesus standing there, but she did not know that it was Jesus. 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.” Jesus said to her, “Mary!” She turned and said to him in Hebrew, “Rabbouni!” (which means Teacher). Jesus said to her, “Do not touch 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.’ ” 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.
Early on that first day of the week, while it was still dark, Mary Magdalene came to the tomb. 
It begins in darkness, not just the darkness of the early morning sky, but the kind that settles into the soul after loss. Mary comes carrying grief like a cup filled to the brim, heavy and unsteady. She has come to mourn what she believes is the end of the story.
But what she finds is not what she expects. The stone has been rolled away. The tomb is empty. In that moment, everything shifts, even though she does not yet understand it.
Joyce Rupp writes of sturdy, deep green tulip shoots pushing up through long-wintered soil and asks how they knew it was time to rise while the ground was still hard and the ice still pressing down. And yet they rise, drawn by something deeper than the frost, something stronger than the cold. Mary stands in that same place between winter and spring. She sees the empty tomb but assumes the worst: “They have taken the Lord, and we do not know where they have laid him.” Even in the face of resurrection, she interprets through the lens of her own loss.
We know that instinct. We carry our own cups filled with grief, anger, worry, and uncertainty. Sometimes we come to the places where we expect closure only to find confusion instead. The tomb is empty, Mary sees only absence.
Peter and the other disciple run to the tomb, see the linen wrappings, and then return home. Mary stays. She remains outside the tomb, weeping. There is something important about her staying. Just like we are encouraged to stay in the sadness of Good Friday and not jump too soon to the resurrection.  Mary has always had a deep sense of being in the moment. She does not rush past her grief or pretend understanding. She lingers in the thin space between what was and what might be. It is there, in that honest place, that resurrection meets her.
She looks into the tomb and sees angels who ask, “Why are you weeping?” It is a gentle question, an invitation to speak her truth. She answers plainly that she does not know where Jesus has been taken. Then she turns and sees Jesus, but she does not recognize him. She thinks he is the gardener.
That detail matters. Resurrection often appears in forms we do not expect. New life rarely looks like the old life restored. It comes quietly, like baby shoots breaking through soil. It comes in ways that require us to look again. To look closely.  To really pay attention.
Jesus asks her the same question, “Why are you weeping?” and then he speaks her name: “Mary.” Everything changes in that moment. Recognition comes not through sight, but through relationship. She knows him because she herself is known. The one she thought was gone is now present, calling her by name.
Joyce Rupp writes, “There’s a hope-filled place in me that also knows when to rise… It is nudged by the Secret One, calling: ‘Arise, my love, and come.’” That is what happens for Mary. Something within her responds to that call. Her grief does not vanish, but it is transformed. The cup that held sorrow is now filled with something new.
This is the heart of Easter. Christ is alive and still calling us by name. Calling us out of despair and into life and living. Calling us out of the tombs we have accepted as final.
We often live as though our cup is limited. We ration hope, guard love, and expect joy to fade. We often live as if we are just waiting for the other foot to drop. But, Easter tells a different story. The source of life cannot be contained or exhausted. The cup of God’s love does not run dry.
Mary comes to the tomb with a cup full of grief and leaves with a life that overflows. She is sent to tell the others, “I have seen the Lord.” She does not have a full explanation. She has an encounter that changes her. But she doesn’t need to know the whole story to share the Good News.  Like all disciples, like all of us, we are on a path of discovery.  We are called to listen, to read and to question.  We are called to be in conversation with others about Jesus and the resurrection.  That is what Mary did, she ran toward fellow believers to be in community. 
The cup that never runs dry is not something we control. It is something we receive and share. It is the life of Christ flowing through us, renewing us even when we feel empty.
Like the tulips in the poem, we may feel buried under layers of winter. We may think it is too soon to rise or that the conditions are not right. Yet something within us listens for the call. “There’s a hope-filled place in me that also knows when to rise.” Resurrection does not wait for everything to be resolved. It begins while it is still dark.
The question then is not whether resurrection is happening. The question is whether we will recognize it. Will we hear our name spoken with love? Will we trust that new life is possible? And what will we do when we see it?
Resurrection is present, but recognition grows out of attentiveness. It comes when we allow our hearts to soften, when we risk hope again, when we choose to believe that something new may be unfolding even if we do not yet fully understand it.
At the same time, we are not just witnesses to resurrection; we are participants in it. Like a gardener, we are called to tend to what longs for new life within us. Seeds do not grow without care. We have to plant what we hope for, nurture it with patience, and remain faithful in the quiet, unseen work. That means feeding our spirits with what gives life, watering relationships that matter, pulling the weeds in our life that choke growth, and trusting that transformation takes time. God is always bringing life out of death, but we are invited to cooperate in that work, to cultivate the conditions where resurrection can take root and flourish in our own lives.
Mary reaches out to hold onto Jesus, but he tells her to go. Resurrection is not something to cling to; it is something to carry into the world. We are invited to become both witnesses and workers.  Resurrection isn’t passive—we are called to participate, to labour with God in bringing life where it is needed. We are an Easter People. Not because we understand everything, but because we have encountered grace.
My prayer for this season of Easter is that “you” will hear the call. That “you” will let your heart stir like those tulips pushing through the soil. Let hope rise within you. The cup within you can be filled again, by the steady, faithful love of God AND by our own efforts to tend what is growing within us, to nurture hope with patience, to water what gives life, and to remain open to the quiet work of resurrection unfolding each and every day.
The tomb is empty. Christ is risen. The cup of resurrection is still being poured out, and it never runs dry. May it be so. Hallelujah. Amen.

