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Early on the first day of the week, while it was still dark, Mary Magdalene came to the tomb.  Such an 
opening line invites one to close their eyes and envision the scene - to imagine what it was like in that 
dark morning. Mary waking up while it is still dark.  She is still in shock after Jesus’s brutal death on 
the cross.  We know that feeling; when troubles waken us and there is nothing for it but to get up.  We 
can imagine Mary getting up and all she can think to do is to go to Jesus’ tomb – to at least be close 
to his body.  And so she gets up while the morning is still cool and makes her way up to the tomb just 
outside the walls of Jerusalem. To her shock, she finds the stone rolled away.  She probably wonders 
if someone has stolen Jesus’ body. She panics and runs to get help from the disciples.   She finds 
two of them and they run back to the tomb.   
 
And this is where my meditation on the scene gets side tracked.  We all just heard what happens – 
Peter and the beloved disciple get there, they take in the burial linens, and so with mixed belief in 
their hearts they leave.  And Mary Magdalene then has that powerful encounter with Jesus which has 
her off and running to proclaim the risen Lord. You all know that; you can see it in your mind’s eye.  
But I find I have another vision that keeps getting in the way. In my mind’s eye, I see my own 
experience of anxiously trying to get to the tomb of Jesus. 
 
This past January, I had the opportunity to travel to Israel with an interfaith group.  One of the parts of 
the trip, I was most looking forward to was going to the Church of the Holy Sepulcher which contains 
both the sites of Jesus’ crucifixion and the tomb he was laid in. It is a large church which to me had a 
complicated layout – probably because it is trying to encompass so much. Our tour of the church did 
not include actually going into the sepulcher, an ornate tall structure in the middle of the main chapel, 
because to wait in line would have taken an hour beyond what we had.  However, there was free time 
after our official tour had ended and a colleague and I stood in the line hoping to get in.  
 
At first our odds looked good the line was moving well. But then the caretakers decided to change a 
light bulb which seemed to stop all movement.  Then everyone started getting very tense.  There was 
a woman next to me about half my height with a head scarf – probably an Russian or Greek orthodox 
Christian - and she kept pushing past me.  I began having not so nice thoughts about her. We were 
packed in tight and everyone was pushing. I thought to myself – Anne-Marie here you are just outside 
Jesus’ tomb and you have having uncharitable thoughts about another of God’s children. And then, 
after we thought we were about 15 min from getting in, they closed the church. Couldn’t they have let 
us know not to wait in line?  How unfair and unorganized this whole situation was!   
 
Needless to say, I was very disappointed in the whole situation and frustrated with my feelings for 
those around me and that stayed with me in the next few days. I had wanted to come back to you all 
and describe the empty tomb, to testify to the risen Lord.  I wondered if the disciples who ran to the 
tomb and left before Jesus showed up had similar feelings. As I prayed about my experience, I 
eventually came to appreciate that I had spent 45 minutes standing near Jesus’ tomb, that I had 
spent it in the company of the faithful who also desired to be there and that was an amazing thing.  I 
began to remember that it had been a holy time that had been obscured by the negative parts of my 
experience. 
 
We are not that much different from the first disciples.  So much can get in the way of us taking in the 
gift of that empty tomb, the gift of Jesus rising from the dead, of celebrating that core belief that there 
is life after death, that hope conquers despair, and that good will win in the end.  At times, it seems 
too incredible to believe.  At other times, we get distracted and irritated by the circumstances around 
us.  Sometimes, life gets in the way with illness, stressful jobs, raising families, over packed 



schedules and more. This is when we must pause, take time to pray and reflect on Jesus’ 
resurrection and look past what gets in the way.  
 
I don’t know what your encounter with the empty tomb will be, or if you have too many distractions 
this morning for you to have one.  But I know this:  You are here.  You are in the presence of the 
faithful, many of whom have had a long journey through Lent and Holy Week to get here, perhaps 
that is you, perhaps it is your pew mate.   
 
Either way, know that there is power and life that comes from being in the proximity of the empty 
tomb even if it takes time for us to figure it out.  Death has not had the last word. This is Easter. Christ 
is risen.  Remember that when we encounter the risen Christ, we must proclaim our experience to 
others, just as Mary did, so they too can come to know the presence of Christ in their lives. 
	


