In the story we’ve just heard there is a very short passage about Jesus’ encounter with Mary. Mary Magdalene had been healed of demon possession by Jesus and she became one of his followers. She would have loved him and the sequence of events leading to his death, which no doubt she witnessed, would have torn her apart with grief and sadness. 

Following his death, Mary and some other women were going to the tomb to wash Jesus’ body. They would have taken some spices to anoint him, a sign of love and respect, much like we would take flowers today. Their walk to the tomb would have been a solemn walk, they were grieving, hurting. There’s a part in the story that says, ‘The early morning sun slanted through the ancient olive trees, drops of dew glittering on leaves and grasses – little tears everywhere.’ That catches the mood of how these women would have felt, crying tears for their crucified friend. 

But what happened when they got to the tomb? 

They didn’t find Jesus, but they did see an angel who told them not to be scared – Jesus was alive! The other women rushed home, but Mary stayed in the garden – no doubt she was sort of happy, but sort of confused as well. She spoke to who she thought was the gardener, asking him where Jesus was. And he replied with one word, the one most powerful word – Mary. Jesus said her name and she knew it was him. The past few days had been a nightmare. 

It had started so well hadn’t it? Jesus riding into Jerusalem – crowds shouting “Hosanna!” as they welcomed their king. But then it went wrong, and it continued to go wrong - devastatingly wrong. Jesus, her Jesus, had died a cruel death on a cross, and the hopes of all of Jesus followers had been squashed. He wasn’t the Messiah who had come to save them from the Romans, he hadn’t led them in a fight against them, he’d just given himself up. But for Mary, her feelings went deeper than that – this man had saved her life, had given her back her life, for her, the grief was personal. 

If all that wasn’t enough, she’d come to his tomb and he had disappeared – but now, he was here in front of her, he was actually here, alive! Jesus is alive! She sobbed, but this time they were tears of joy! She clung to him, she didn’t want to let him go. But Jesus said, “there’ll be a time for you to hold onto me and don’t worry, you’ll always be close to me, but the priority, what you absolutely have to do now is go! Go and tell the others that I am alive!”

The story says that Mary ran and ran, all the way to the city. She had never run so fast or so far in all her life. She felt that she could have run forever. It seemed to her, that morning, as she ran, almost as if the whole world had been made anew, almost as if the whole world was singing for joy – the trees, tiny sounds in the grass, the birds… her heart. The tears on the leaves and grasses had gone – Jesus is alive!

Just like Jesus knew Mary’s name, he knows our names too; he knows us, loves us – hasn’t he proved how much he loves us; and he is saying to us, just what he said to Mary – go and tell others.

Just as the balloons couldn’t be put back in the box earlier, Jesus can’t be put back in the tomb. Those balloons signify Jesus’ resurrection, his coming back to life, and that news shouldn’t be put away – it should be passed on. We need to pass those balloons on, pass them on with the awesome news that Jesus is alive!

When Adam and Eve ate the apple in the Garden of Eden, they were banished and their sin put up a barrier between the people and God. In the temple, this was seen as a curtain that only the priests could pass behind into the Holy of Holies. On Good Friday, the curtain of the temple was torn in two as Jesus died and took the punishment for our sin. As the curtain tore, we gained unlimited access to God. Today, as we remember how Jesus burst out of the tomb and can’t be put back inside, we are challenged to go and tell, so others can know the wonder of unlimited access.

The last verse of the song “King of Kings” says this:
And the church of Christ was born
Then the Spirit lit the flame
Now this gospel truth of old
Shall not kneel shall not faint
By his blood and in his name
In his freedom I am free
For the love of Jesus Christ who has resurrected me.

We are the Church of Christ. We have to go and tell people the real story, about a real man, who came here to live amongst us, a real man who died for our sin and then rose from the dead to open the way to heaven for us all. The church of Christ should be a resurrection people, so full of the joy of what Jesus has done that, like Mary, we spend our lives running and running to tell others.


