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Why Are You Weeping?             FUPC 

John 20.1-18                   Easter, March 27, 2016 
 

The only gift Mary Magdalene had to give Jesus was the gift of her love.  Her love robbed her of sleep 

in the darkness of the night.  The precious weight of this inexpressible loss weighed on her chest, 

constricted her throat, made her shoulders slump, brought ceaseless tears to her eyes.   Yes, her eyes 

were swollen and red from crying.  She’d been crying since Friday when she watched her best friend 

and her Lord with the spittle of soldiers dripping from his face and beard, being crucified.   Every blow 

of the hammer on the nails being driven through his hands felt like a ripping of her own flesh.  The 

panic of her helplessness made her crazy with a desire to run to him and defend him… or to run away 

so she wouldn’t have to watch.  But she could do neither… she was frozen in place, unable to fight, 

unable to flee… and she’d watched him hanging in the air, breathing for him, feeling his pain, longing 

to do anything to comfort him.   

 

This was the man who had given her back her life.  He had restored her dignity and self-respect.  She’d 

been a woman with a reputation and was not welcome in polite society.   Jesus had accepted her, made 

her feel worth something.  He was not like the other men who only wanted to use her and abuse her, 

and who trampled on her for their own pleasure.  Jesus had seen her heart, her pain, her vulnerability 

and had loved her as God made her, a woman of infinite worth.   In Jesus’ love, Mary had found 

herself again.  She had found the courage to live with self-respect and purity.  She had been given a 

new life through her friend Jesus.   

 

Saturday was the Sabbath.  It was forbidden for any God-fearing Jew to come in contact with the dead, 

or with cemeteries or tombs on the Sabbath.  She was impatient for Sunday to come… the first day of 

the week, her first opportunity to visit his grave.  I doubt if she slept much the night before and finally 

somewhere after 3 a.m. Sunday morning she made her way in the dark to the tomb all by herself.   

 

I wonder what her thoughts were as she walked through the darkness.   There is a kind of melancholy 

comfort in sitting at the grave of a loved one.    Was she carrying on a conversation with Jesus as she 

walked?  Have you ever felt the urge or the need to sit at the graveside of a loved one and talk to them?    

Yes, at some level we know they are not there.   But at the time, it just feels right and so we talk and 

pour out our heart, shed tears, maybe even laughter as we think of how foolish we must look to others.  

   

That morning had been a non-stop series of surprises and disappointments.   As she arrived at the 

tomb, she noticed stone had been rolled away.  She ran to tell disciples as fast as she could run.  

Bursting into their sleepy morning, no doubt jarring them awake from their sleep, she unloaded her 

fears:  “They’ve taken away the Lord and we don’t know where they’ve put him.”  Notice her 

assumption.  Jesus body had been taken. To her he was still dead.   Peter and John are up and out the 

door in a flash running as fast as they can.  Mary lags behind.  And when they reach the tomb, Peter 

runs inside to check it out for himself and is completely dumbfounded.  He can’t believe his eyes.  

John enters and sees the graveclothes folded on the stone ledge where Jesus’ body had laid.  And in a 

flash of discernment and understanding, draws the unbelievable conclusion that maybe, just maybe 

Jesus has come to life again.   

   

While the two men leave to run back and tell the other disciples what they’ve seen, Mary, still 

believing that someone had taken Jesus’ body, stays behind to keep watch in the early morning 

darkness.  Her world had fallen apart with the death of Jesus and she simply wanted to linger for 

awhile in the presence of her loss.    She couldn’t go anywhere.  She stayed.   It was the only place she 

wanted to be, near Jesus.  Leaving Jesus was like leaving a part of herself.  Being near him, even if he 
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was dead, was a way for her to find comfort for her hurting heart.   In his presence, she knew who she 

was… and she didn’t want to lose that.     

 

While she weeps and feels her sadness and loss, she hears a voice speaking to her and feels the 

presence of  another person.  When she turns to look, there are two heavenly beings with her – angels 

sent from God.  And they ask her simply, “Why are you weeping?”  

 

It must have seemed like an odd question to her.  Isn’t it obvious?  Jesus had hung on the cross.  She 

had watched him die, watched the spear penetrate his body, heard him take his last breath.  She’d gone 

with the men who buried him and with his mother had helped to anoint his body.  She knew he was 

dead, buried and that was the end of the story.  But now, his body had been stolen.  She couldn’t 

believe that someone would do that!  She told the angels, “They’ve taken away the Lord and I don’t 

know where he is.” 

 

She’s aware of another person watching her then.  In the early morning darkness, a man has come to 

the garden, maybe the caretaker, or watchman.  He might know what had happened and so she voices 

her grief and sadness to him.  Maybe he’s the one who took Jesus’ body.  “Sir, if you’ve taken his 

body, tell me where you’ve laid him.”  And then, the man speaks… just one word and in that word, 

Mary’s world explodes with wonder and incomprehensible joy:  Mary.  Mary.  Mary.  She hears her 

name from this man and she knows suddenly that he’s no gardener or caretaker.  He is her Lord.  He is 

Jesus. And all she can exclaim in reply is:  “Rabbi”….   I feel her natural instinct to embrace him, to 

touch him.  But then she falls at his feet overwhelmed by joy and excitement, thanksgiving and 

worship.  How long did she stay there?   We don’t know.  But we do know that she was eager to tell 

the disciples and ran as fast as she could to tell the disciples:  “I have seen the Lord”… 

    

Mary had made some wrong assumptions.   She assumed Jesus’ body had been stolen… she assumed 

the man she saw was the gardener, she assumed he might have done something with Jesus’ body.   And 

through it all, her wrong assumptions were source of her tears.  She was seeking the comfort of Jesus 

presence even if it was his dead body.  She didn’t count on the possibility that he might be alive.  But 

then she heard her name, spoken in the familiar voice of Jesus in the way he spoke her name unlike 

any other person… all her wrong assumptions evaporated in the daylight of the truth:  Jesus is alive! 

 

 Do you ever hear God speaking your name in the midst of your dark nights?   

 Do you hear the tender compassion of his loving care for you when you are 

  living with the prospect of loss or failure?  

 When you are face to face with your own tombs… which contain the deaths we all live with… 

and are afraid of…  

  loss of our health 

  loss of a loved one 

  loss of a relationship 

  loss of our self-esteem 

  loss of financial security 

  loss of our spiritual desire 

  loss of whatever robs us of ourselves… 

 when you are lingering in the midnight presence of these losses that rob you of sleep and bring 

tears to your eyes… what are your assumptions? 

  

 Do you assume that it will always be that way? 

 Do you assume that there is no hope? 

 Do you assume that God is off somewhere and doesn’t care? 
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 Do you assume that you’ll be left alone to face the pain? 

 Do you assume that there is no way out and no way through the mess in front of 

 you? 

 

It’s important to pay attention to the deaths and losses of our lives, because it’s in drawing close to 

them that we know ourselves.  In lingering near the empty spaces life has presented to us, we can shed 

our tears, speak to our pain, open ourselves to the reality of our love that has been misunderstood or 

rejected.   

 

But pay attention to your assumptions.  Because although it is good sometimes to wait in a spirit of 

openness, it is easy to convince ourselves that God doesn’t care, that God can’t make a difference, or 

that resurrection is not a possibility.   Don’t ever count God out when it comes to the deaths you live 

with.  Don’t ever assume that that stone in front of the door can’t be moved and that life can’t begin 

again.   

 

As a result of her encounter with the risen Jesus, Mary changed.  Her tears dried, her misery 

disappeared, she couldn’t get to the disciples fast enough.  This time she didn’t allow them to patronize 

her or push her out of the way.  She told them her story, even though it sounded ridiculous and 

unbelievable.   Jesus was alive… alive in a way that she hadn’t been before.   

 

All encounters with the risen Christ change people, even today.  Those who are miserable, change.  

Those who are in mourning, find hope.  Those who are timid and live with low self-esteem find 

courage and self-value.  Those who think life isn’t worth living, change.  This is the Easter promise.  

Because Christ is alive, everything changes.   Life is full of cemeteries where we have buried our 

hopes and dreams.  The same power that brought Jesus out of that tomb brings us out of our dead 

spaces and hopeless places.    

 

We don’t sing about a dead hero or a martyred moral teacher.  The tomb is empty.   There are no 

limits.   Everything is possible.  (Guided imagery). 
 


