LIFE NO LONGER THE SAME
John 20:1-2, 11-18

Luke 24: 11

PRAYER

Gracious God, in the coming of this day we encounter the risen Christ.  As we see him let it be impossible for our lives to remain the same.  Help us now, we pray, to meet the master afresh and anew in this time of worship.  Love excelling love divine; enable us to receive Calvary’s gifts of forgiveness and pardon, mercy and grace all our days.
Now God, hide me behind the sacred, redemptive power of that same cross.  Enable me to speak only what you have given me to say.  So that the words of my mouth and the meditations of our hearts will be acceptable in thy sight, Oh Lord our strength and our redeemer.  AMEN

SERMON

It’s RESURRECTION DAY and I am glad about it.
I am glad we serve a Savior who loves us enough to lay down his life so that you and I might take up our lives.  Take them up with joy and gladness; take them up with the power to overcome things which have held us down; take them up with hearts made glad because our sin is forgiven and we are beloved.

Yes, its resurrection Sunday and Jesus has risen, all is well!
But that first resurrection day did not begin with shouts of joy, with alleluia’s ringing.  No, that first Easter morn began in the dark.  The women gathered in the dark.  They were at Mary’s house, Mary of Magdala.  Parenthetically, today our sermon is about our sister.  We call her Mary Magdalene.  Yes, the same Mary Jesus healed of seven demons, the same Mary that followed him and supported him out of her substance.  On that first Easter day, in the dark, she had prepared some figs and dates, a bit of porridge and something to drink.  She has prepared this food for no one had eaten since the supper on Thursday night.  And now it was Sunday morning, the first day of the week but still no one felt like eating.  

The women gathered one by one in the silence; faces stained with tears, hearts broken.  They had seen their savior, seen with their own eyes the last of his life ebb from his body.  Now all that was left to do was to go and anoint the dead.  They could not anoint his body on Friday; for sundown on that day was the beginning of the Jewish Sabbath.  They could scarcely get his body down and into Joseph’s borrowed tomb before the beginning of the Sabbath day.  But now, on Sunday, they gathered to complete their work and finalize his burial.  In the dark, the women gathered in silence and left for the tomb; their behavior suggesting that they did not expect to find anything alive.
When they arrived, the stone was rolled away.  Where was Jesus’ body?  Who had taken it?  Distraught from all she had endured Mary Magdalene could only weep, weep in despair deeper than the tomb.  Then as she asked her questions of two men in white, as she implored them to tell her where he lay, another voice spoke to her, a voice that even through her tears seem faintly familiar.  Turning she said, if you are the gardener, if you have moved him, tell me where he is and I will go and get him.  

Next, something miraculous took place, something she had not anticipated transpired, a voice spoke to her heart with a tenderness known; with a familiarity that stirred her soul, she heard her name, Mary, and she knew her life would no longer be the same.  

What had begun in darkness now suddenly became suffused with new light.  She had seen Jesus.  With haste, to the disciples Mary ran.  With purpose, on the locked door of the upper room she knocked.  With gladness she told them; told them all the Lord had said.  He was going to ascend to his father and then return, return to be with them.  With joy in her voice she said, he is not dead, he is alive.  Oh she declared, I saw him and he saw me too.  All that I’ve done before, all that I’ve been through before, all that I’ve wondered before, all that I’ve worried about before; won’t matter anymore.  Mary said, I’ve just seen Jesus and I will never be the same again!

Now please note, despite her enthusiasm, despite her delight, our text from Luke tells us, “And the disciples thought all she said was nonsense.  They did not believe her.”

Twenty centuries later, some of us like Mary have had an experience of the risen Lord.  We have known the power of his resurrection in the kind touch of a friend when we thought all was lost.  We have known the power of his resurrection as we have watched those we love move off beds of affliction and back into places of health.  We have known him and the power of his resurrection as we have watched mothers and fathers, husbands and wives leave mortal bodies behind and ascend to be with Jesus in a place where the there is no more crying, no more pain, where the sun always shines; where those whom we love sit in their resurrection glory, in their appointed places somewhere around God’s throne.  

Yes we have known the risen Christ in the power of his resurrection glory even as we watch the sun take its place in the sky and the song of a morning bird gives voice to the psalmist’s words, morning by morning new mercies I see, all I have needed thy hands have provided, Great Is Thy Faithfulness Lord unto me.   We have known the risen Lord and because we have our lives will never be the same again.  

But, no matter how powerful our testimony of resurrection experiences in our lives; no matter how confidently, authentically, or articulately we speak; no matter how well we tell the resurrection story even of this day – there will be those who, like the disciples, ignore us.  Each of us will have experiences like Mary Magdalene; experiences when we will be disbelieved, dismissed, disregarded and made to feel as if we have disappeared off of the face of the earth just because we insist on telling our resurrection stories.
Indeed that’s what happened to Mary.  Though she came telling her story, though she came singing, “I’ve just seen Jesus” the disciples did not believe her, it was as if she did not exist, as if she had disappeared.  And in fact, she does disappear from our Biblical text right after she sees Jesus, right after she speaks to the disciples.  Yes, this woman on whom the writers of the DaVinci code spend so much time.  This woman, the one about whom philosophers and poets have waxed eloquently; this woman, our sister Mary Magdalene – the subject of this sermon – after seeing Jesus simply disappears from the biblical writ and is not heard from again.

If she disappears how dare I develop a sermon on her, a sermon titled life no longer the same?  Where is the veracity of my study?  How can I base a sermon on my sister’s life changing experience if the text offers us no proof?
After all if you study the four gospels, you will see that we have no hard or fast evidence that Mary’s life was indeed changed.  In Matthew she and the other women were filled with fear and joy as they ran to tell the disciples they had seen the Lord.  Running and telling does not imply change and after they ran and told, poof they vanish from the biblical record.  In Luke, well you heard it, it says the women told the disciples what Jesus had said, but so unconvincing was their portrayal the disciples did not believe them and poof, the same disappearing act occurs.  In John, Mary Magdalene alone runs to tell the men and they do nothing for the better half of a day, again seeming not to believe her.  Finally in Mark, the story ends with the women running from the tomb and they tell no one that they have seen Jesus because they were so afraid . . . then again all of the women, including Mary Magdalene, disappear from the text.  
If Mary had seen Jesus; if her story had held the ring of truth, don’t you think someone would have believed her and possibly, just possibly, Mary, the only one whom the Gospels report present at each instance of the open tomb – Mary –  might have something to say, some way to show her life had truly been changed?  

So this morning, we are left to ask if Mary Magdalene was summarily ignored, if she was without the ability to convince others of God’s good news; if she is relegated to silence so much so that not another Biblical word is dedicated to her or her story; is she worthy of a resurrection Sunday sermon?
Oh I am so glad you asked, because despite our sister’s circumstances, despite her situation she has much to teach us about telling a contemporary world about a life changing encounter with the Risen Savior.

You see once you have experienced the risen Savior you do have a story to tell.  
At a recent Women’s Covenant Circle we heard stories told about lives that seemed to end when relationships failed.  But in the midst of the death of one relationship God resurrected something else, something better.  That’s a resurrection story.  
Last week the doctors at Advocate Good Shepherd said that Betty Siegworth might not make it but she is still here and they are moving her out of ICU into her own room; that’s a resurrection story.  
And there are experiences in this very congregation of hearts that once were broken but are now mended, relationships that once seemed destroyed that are now returning to full vigor.  All around us are resurrection stories.  
In my own life there have been catastrophes over which I did not think I could climb.  I married the man of my dreams and then I could not bear his children.  But even there, there is a resurrection story because when God gave me a husband, he already, which meant I immediately had, two children and now a grand son; that is a resurrection story.

Sometimes like Mary, when we tell our resurrection stories people will not believe us but that does not make us unworthy proclaimers of what God has done!  That does not deny the truth of our resurrection stories or the substantial changes that have and are taking place in our lives and in the life of this church.  

As we tell our stories of new life, new hope, new power, new joy, it is not out first priority to convince others to believe us.  For you see, they have not lived our stories, they do not know how thoroughly, how completely, how miraculously God has resurrected, and is resurrecting; that which once seemed dead but now has come back, and is coming back, to health and fullness and life.

It is not our first priority to insure that those we tell will understand or accept our resurrection stories; but like Mary we have to keep telling them.  Like Mary each time we tell about what God has done in our lives, each time we lift up the name of Jesus, each time we tell about the miracle of a revived relationship, a healed body, a renewed mind, a restored congregation; we are opening the door to the possibility of someone else’s ability to believe.  And even after we tell our stories if not another word is spoken about us, we still have placed into the atmosphere our stories of joy, our stories of hope, our stories of power.  Like Mary it is not our responsibility what people do with our stories, but it is our responsibility, in love, to tell them.
This resurrection Sunday morning, think about the stories of resurrection in your life, think about the things God has done for you.  Remember when he brought you back from the brink of disaster.  Remember how he kept you, how he blessed you, how he equipped you, how he transformed you, how he led you.  On this Easter day think about the things God has done for you and resolve to walk through your life like Mary Magdalene, telling the world about a Savior whom you have encountered; with whom you have been.  Tell the world about a Jesus who has made a difference in your life, even if they seem not to believe you.

And as we prepare to go out from this place, please know that I know, though we all look so good this morning, though we sing together loud alleluias, because we are human I know that there are some under the sound of my voice who feel more like the women at the beginning of the sermon.  Yes, there are some who feel like you are in the dark.  You are without an appetite for life and you find no resurrection stories in your life.  Yes, where you are headed, like the women, you do not believe you will find anything or anyone alive.  If this is your portion this morning I am so glad to tell you, that the same resurrecting power that brought Jesus up from the grave is available to you today.  For you see, the same God that came down and brought the son of God to new life and new power; the same God we celebrate and shout about today, is still alive.  The same God who was at work 2000 years ago is at work in your life and is waiting for you to come.  I am living witness that God desires to infuse your life with new power, new mercies and new light. 
Yes if you do not have a story to tell today, tell the story of a Savior whose love will not fail.  If you do not have a song today, sing the song the choir sang.

Now the iron bars are broken Christ from life to death is born

Glorious Life and life immortal, on this holy Easter morn

And I like this part

Christ has triumphed and WE conquer by his mighty enterprise

We with him to love eternal by his resurrection rise.

Will everyone believe you, no!  But do not let that stop you from telling about the goodness of Jesus.  Will every one immediately follow you, no!  But do not let that stop you from inviting them to come and see for themselves.  Will everyone sing the song you sing, no!  But do not let that stop you from singing your favorite song.
Keep singing, keep telling resurrection stories.  Tell of the love of a Savior that got up from the grave so that you and I can get up from despair, from defeat, from difficulty.  Tell of the love of a Savior that has promised to come again and to be with you, to never leave you, to stick closer to you than a brother, and to hold you in the palm of his hand.  Yes, sing of a Savior who comes to walk with you and talk with you.  Sing because you have experienced him.  Sing because you believe he still has blessings in store for you.  Sing because your today’s situation does not determine your tomorrow’s success.  Sing because your Savior, and my Savior, has risen with all power in his hands.  Sing because Jesus is in your life and with him in your life and with him in your heart you and I will never be the same again.  

Let us pray.
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