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Isaiah 65:17-25; Psalm 118: 1-2, 14-24; Acts 10:34-43; John 20:1-18 

Good Morning. Happy Easter. 

I doubt Mary slept at all the night before she ran to the tomb. I suspect it had been a 

night of anguish. Jesus’ soft, tender eyes. His hot flashing eyes. His dancing playful 

eyes. Closed shut. Lifeless. Without light anymore. 

His brown flesh ripped apart by the Empire of Rome and with it her very soul 

hollowed out, laid bare. Her loneliness was surpassed at dawn only by her rage at 

whoever had dared move the one relic linking her to his pulsing, teeming life 

touching hers, holding hers. And in that rage, she stood outside the tomb, weeping 

her hot, salty tears.  

Sometimes it helps me to go outside our Christian literature to be able to hear, as if 

for the first time, the truth of Jesus’ life and the truth of those who loved him quite 

madly.  

Sufi poets capture something we Christians are often afraid to touch about our life in 

God. They have learned to keep the raw, ragged edges of the human/divine 

exchange that we too often clean up.  

Listen to this poem by Hafiz: 

Don't surrender your loneliness So quickly. Let it cut more deep. Let it ferment and 

season you as few human or even divine ingredients can. Something missing in my 

heart tonight has made my eyes so soft, My voice So tender, My need of God Absolutely 

Clear. Absolutely Clear.  

Hafiz could have written his verse for Mary, standing as she did at dawn on the first 

day of the week, bent over, weeping. Facing a life she did not want stretching out 

before her. A life without Jesus. There it was, her inescapable loneliness.  Cutting her 

more deeply. Fermenting and seasoning her as she wept.  

Hafiz could have written this verse for you and for me. Who here has not had Mary’s 

moment? The moment of standing outside the empty tomb, unable yet to see, to 

hope, to believe. Because some unspeakable pain or loneliness or rage or grief has 

you in a vice grip. 

I’ve heard people say they have years when they can’t do Easter. It’s just too big and 

loud and happy in the face of their gaping wounds, their unmet sadness.  
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I understand it. I respect their choice to stay away. But it makes me sad. Because it 

points up how easy it is for us to make Easter vacant. It shows me that we are at risk 

of losing the whole point.  

This is not an empty springtime exercise in denial.  It was not in a happy, up 

moment that Jesus came back to Mary. No. He came in her utter despair. When she 

was at the end. When she couldn’t take any more. 

It was there that he called her name. There, that she heard him, before she could 

know or think or even feel her way into what was happening. 

He came in that place where her need of him was absolutely clear. There, he came. 

And spoke. Mary.  There, and only there, she heard him again. Sweet sound of his 

voice. Mary. Rabbouni. 

This is the Easter moment, my friends. It is this dawn, at the end of a long, desolate 

road that has cut us, that has fermented and seasoned us. This dawn that brings the 

light of love back to us.  

Our lives are mirrored in Holy Week. We come to the risen Christ much as Mary did, 

through a myriad of life experiences that wear us down. We began this week with 

the day Jesus entered Jerusalem, riding a donkey opposite the cavalry of the Roman 

militia on horseback.  

After a Lent spent focused on anti-racism, thinking about the senseless loss of life 

and dignity in the face of systemic oppression, it was not a huge leap for me to go 

from that image to those we have seen from Ferguson, from New York, from the 

Holy Land.  

The humble posture of riding on a donkey in the face of a militarized Roman army is 

all too familiar today. We know what dominating, empirical power looks like in the 

face of a people’s movement. We come to this morning tired of seeing people 

harmed just because of who they are. Palm Sunday reminded us of the dangers of 

our empires.  

Then, we walked the early part of Holy Week and remembered Jesus’ anger, his 

loneliness, and his intimacy with his friends. We considered the call to wade into 

troubled waters with him, we reflected on the austere and lonely offices of love, we 

placed ourselves next to his beating breast as the beloved disciple.  

As we moved into the deep end of Holy Week, we washed feet, took the Eucharist for 

the last time before this paschal feast, stripped the altar, and let ourselves know 

how aching to the bone we are in the face of the way lives are stripped down to 

nearly nothing economically, relationally, and spiritually.  

Finally, on Friday, we knelt at the foot of the cross. We touched the pain of 

abandonment. And we heard again the truth that in the heart of our wounds lie the 

first signs of our hope. 
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Holy Week exists to help us remember who Jesus was. As we find Jesus, it’s also true 

that we remember who we are. You know what it is to be Jesus, angry in the temple. 

Or Judas struggling with divided loyalties. And you know what it was like for Mary. 

Because you have been there. Weeping, railing against the night, darkness closing in 

on you. You know the power of having someone appear in those moments and call 

your name. Mary. Ruth. John. Angela. This is the beginning of resurrection. The first 

sign of your hope. 

Someone calls you out.  Someone sees you. Someone invites you to a gathering. Or 

lingers with you in a parking lot after a meeting. Or shows up at your home with jam 

or flowers. Or calls you out of your complacency to come dig in a garden or exercise 

your voice at a rally. 

Or someone senses your pain and asks to lay hands on you and pray. Someone 

accompanies you to the hospital. Someone lets you rage against injustice and rages 

with you.  

Someone, in other words, brings you the first light of a new dawn when you were 

sure night was all there was. 

That’s all it takes to awaken all you thought was dead inside. 

That’s resurrection. It’s not happy springtime denial. It is the very substance of hope 

in the midst of your greatest angst, your most profound despair, your deepest rage. 

That’s resurrection.  

And so you were right, as Hafiz wrote, not to surrender your loneliness so quickly. 

Because in letting it cut more deeply, you become clear. Absolutely clear, of your 

need for God. 

Another great poet outside our tradition, Mirabai, the sixteenth century Hindu 

mystic, offers us lines of verse we read each year here when we pray the seventh 

station of the cross. She says,  

Listen, my friend, this road is the heart opening, Kissing his feet, resistance broken, 

tears all night. . . . . If we could reach the Lord through immersion in water, I would 

have asked to be born a fish in this life. If the worship of stone statues could bring us all 

the way, I would have adored a granite mountain years ago. Mirabai says: The heat of 

midnight tears will bring you to God.  

The Heat of Midnight Tears by Mirabai 

It was Mary’s midnight tears that led her to her risen Lord. When she was absolutely 

clear of her need of him, he came to her. 

Do you know this place, where your loneliness has cut you? Where your pain has 

fermented you? Do not give it up so quickly. Let the hot tears of midnight flow. 

They will bring you to your risen Lord.  
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Perhaps it is your midnight tears that have brought you here. To this morning. 

Absolutely clear of your need for God. 

We are all looking fine today. I love our dresses, our suits, our bright colors. I’m 

ready for it all. But make no mistake, this morning is not some springtime ritual 

devoid of substance.  

It is the substance. The truest substance of our lives. This is the day when all the 

pain, all the evil, all the oppression we know in our lives, in Denver, in these United 

States, in Palestine, in Jerusalem, in Kenya, in Paris, in our world, all of it is laid bare.  

Empire is dismantled. The cavalry of the Emperor stands down. And a young, brown, 

radical rabbi with the fire of change lighting his eyes claims the victory. It is true. It 

is real. It is why we are here. 

The hot tears of all our midnights are met in the dawn of one sweet moment. 

Mary. 

Rabbouni. 

He is risen. The light has come back to his eyes. And we are changed by it. It is the 

light that we crave. It is the light that has come to enlighten this world of ours.  

And we are the ones who will spread it. We will run, with Mary, using every 

remaining breath we have. We will run to spread this light. You will run to spread 

this light. That is why you belong to Christ. To receive this light and spread it.  

The light has come back to his eyes. The light has come back to this world. And the 

darkness will never, ever, ever overcome it.  

Alleluia. He is risen. 

The Lord is Risen indeed. 

Alleluia. 


