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It’s dark outside. Well it was dark early on the first day of that week. It was dark the way darkness
covered the waters of the deep before time, before creation came to be, before there was day and night. It
was dark outside. It was dark because death had won. It was dark because chaos ruled. It was dark because
hope was lost. It was dark because “the light of the world was abandoned in darkness to die.”? It was dark
because Jesus was dead, and all that he proclaimed—about redemption, about release, about freedom, about
new life, about a new kingdom—all that he proclaimed had died with him. My God, it was dark.

“In the beginning, when God created the heavens and the earth, the earth was a formless void and darkness
covered the face of the deep.” (Genesis 1:1-2)

In that darkness, Mary Magdalene rose early and headed to the tomb. Mary stood at the foot of the
cross when Jesus died. Mary, Jesus’ student and follower, had watched as the “hands that threw stars into
space, to cruel nails surrender.” Mary was face to face with the darkness of death in its deepest and most
horrifying victory over the Son of God. So on that morning, still in the cover of night, she went to the tomb.
Though it was dark, she didn’t see what she expected. She came face to face with a tomb whose stone had
been removed. So she ran. She ran because a removed stone meant more darkness. It meant her beloved had
been taken. She and the other disciples would have no place to mourn. They would have no place to
remember their beloved leader and teacher. And what’s more, if they were suspected of taking Jesus, they
could be punished by death. So she ran and told others.

“When God created the heavens and the earth, the earth was a formless void and darkness covered the face
of the deep.”

Peter and the disciple Jesus loved sprinted to see what Mary had seen. And when they arrived, they
investigated the situation further. They peered into the tomb and then entered to find the burial cloths that
had wrapped Jesus body lying on the ground and the cloth that covered his face rolled up. Jesus was gone.
And John’s Gospel tells us that one of the disciples believed. Whether his belief was a belief in what Mary had
told him about Jesus’ body having been taken or whether it was a belief that Jesus had been raised is not
clear. But what is clear is the two men left after encountering the empty tomb. They returned to home, or
more literally, they returned to themselves, as if to go away and contemplate what their teacher and friend
being gone meant—for as John says, “for as yet they did not understand the scripture, that he must rise from
the dead.” For Peter and the disciple Jesus loved, it was still dark.

“The earth was a formless void and darkness covered the face of the deep.”

| don’t know how long it took Mary to run to get the men or how long it took them to investigate the
tomb before leaving again. | don’t know if the nighttime lingered outside—a kind of shadowy haze hanging
over the fact there was missing dead man who had been hung from a tree. But even if the sun had brightened
the sky, it was still dark for Mary. So she stood outside of the tomb weeping. And for the first-time, she bent
down and looked into the tomb. Bent over by the pain and terror and horror of Friday, perhaps succumbing to

1 Lyric from “So Will I (100 Billion X)” by Hillsong UNITED.



the weight of it all, Mary stooped and looked inside the tomb. And there in the unholy, unclean place where
the dead reside, Mary did not see Jesus’ burial cloths. Instead, she saw two angels clothed in white. They were
sitting where Jesus’ thorn pierced head and nail pierced feet should have been. The angels sat as if they were
guarding the holy of holies, the place of God’s dwelling, in the middle of the place of death. And they asked,
“Woman, why are you weeping?” Why are you weeping? It seems like a foolish question. There was so much
to weep about. Couldn’t they see how night had shrouded the light of the world? Mary answered them
directly, telling the angels what she had told the disciples.

“And darkness covered the face of the deep.”

And then, Mary turned. And she saw a man standing there. She mistook him for a gardener. She did
not recognize it was Jesus. It must have still been dark. Maybe her tears obscured her vision. Mary was face to
face with Jesus, and she could not see. So Jesus spoke. He asked the question of the angels and added
another. “Woman, why are you weeping? For whom are you looking?” The supposed Gardner’s question was
telling, and Mary picked up on it. He knew she was searching for someone, so she pleaded with him, “If you
moved him, just tell me where you’ve laid him, and I’ll take him away.” Mary was face to face with Jesus,
pleading with her Lord, but she couldn’t see him. It was still dark. And then Jesus spoke again. The one in
whom and through whom all things were created, God’s Word of love to all people spoke again. “Mary.” And
new creation!

“And God said, let there be... Let there be light. And there was light. And God saw that the light was good.”
(Genesis 1:3) “The light shines in the darkness, and the darkness did not overcome it.” (John 1:5)

Mary was in the dark. It was still night. But as it turns out, God does God’s most creative things in the
dark. God says, “Let there be.” And Jesus is raised from the dead. The night hid and obscured and concealed.
Yet through the night she came to see, through the night she came to daylight. Not the daylight of the sun
rising and fallings as it does every day but the daylight of seeing the Light of the whole world, the surprising
Light—the first born of the new creation. Let there be Light.

Perhaps you walked into this garden in the dark. Perhaps the harm of your experiences, the memories
of hurt, or the pain of your past has cloaked your life and no light seems to get in. Perhaps the violent and
hate-filled realities of our world have made the night linger long. Maybe you feel alone, afraid, weary, angry,
brokenhearted, ashamed, or without hope and the night has hung on to you. Maybe your eyes are blurred
with the tears of grief and loss and death. Perhaps you know your own bondage, brokenness, desperation,
despair, failure, sin. And because of any of these things, even as the sun rises this morning, you can’t quite see
the Light. Well there is good news on this resurrection day. Just as on that first day of new creation, when
Mary came to the garden where Jesus had been buried, Jesus is alive and is standing before you. He stands
before you and the darkness of death and hell and hate did not overcome him, and because of him it does not
have to overcome you. Jesus is no longer bound; he is not behind a stone; he is not wrapped in grave clothes.
He is on the loose and making things new. Jesus is inviting you to see the new creation. Let there be light.

You are face to face with Jesus. And the Gardener of new creation is communing with you and creating
anew. You are standing face to face with Jesus, and he speaks your name. Listen as Jesus speaks your name.
And as he speaks your name, he is creating anew. Let there be. Let there be sins forgiven. Let there be
relationships restored. Let there be healing. Let there be new life. Let there be release. Let there be
redemption. Let there be freedom. Let there be peace. Let there be salvation. Let there be eternal life. As he
speaks, all that binds us is loosed, and we find life and leave the grave behind. As he speaks, we recognize that
even when the night holds on to us, God is holding on all the more. Jesus is speaking new creation today to



you and me because on that Sunday morning long ago the light of resurrection glory broke into that tomb, and

love triumphed over hate, life conquered death, heaven defeated hell, and captivity was taken captive by the
Lord of all creation. Let there be.

You are face to face with Jesus. And it’s resurrection day. Now go and tell everyone! The Light shines!
Christ is Risen! Happy Easter.



