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 Early on the first day of the week, while it was still dark, 

Mary Magdalene came to the tomb and saw that the stone had 

been removed from the tomb.  So she ran and went to Simon 

Peter and the other disciple, the one whom Jesus loved, and said 

to them, “They’ve taken the Lord out of the tomb, and we don’t 

know where they’ve laid him.”   

 Then Peter and the other disciple set out and went toward 

the tomb.  The two were running together, but the other disciple 

outran Peter and reached the tomb first.  He bent down to look in 

and saw the linen wrappings lying there, but he didn’t go in.   

 Then Simon Peter came, following him, and went into the 

tomb.   

 He saw the linen wrappings lying there, and the cloth that 

had been on Jesus’ head, not lying with the linen wrappings but 

rolled up in a place by itself.   

 Then the other disciple, who reached the tomb first, also 

went in, and he saw and believed; for as yet they didn’t 

understand the scripture, that he must rise from the dead.  Then 

the disciples returned to their homes.   

 But Mary stood weeping outside the tomb.  As she wept, she 

bent over to look into the tomb; and she saw two angels in white, 

sitting where the body of Jesus had been lying, one at the head 

and the other at the feet.   

 They said to her, “Woman, why are you weeping?”   

 She said to them, “They’ve taken away my Lord, and I don’t 

know where they’ve laid him.”   

 When she’d said this, she turned around and saw Jesus 

standing there, but she didn’t know that it was Jesus.   

 Jesus said to her, “Woman, why are you weeping?  Whom 

are you looking for?”   

 Supposing him to be the gardener, she said to him, “Sir, if 

you’ve carried him away, tell me where you’ve laid him, and I’ll 

take him away.”   

 Jesus said to her, “Mary!”   



 She turned and said to him in Hebrew, “Rabbouni!” (which 

means Teacher).   

 Jesus said to her, “Don’t hold on to me, because I haven’t 

yet ascended to the Father.  But go to my brothers and say to 

them, ‘I am ascending to my Father and your Father, to my God 

and your God.’”   

 Mary Magdalene went and announced to the disciples, “I’ve 

seen the Lord”; and she told them that he’d said these things to 

her.    
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 When we were growing up, Christmas ranked ahead of 

Easter in almost every category.  For one thing you always knew 

when Christmas was coming.  Easter moves around.  It is simple 

enough.  After the spring equinox, Easter is the first Sunday after 

the first full moon—as I am sure you do not need me to tell you.   

 It did not help that there were no real presents at Easter, just 

eggs.  If you are as old as I am, you remember the Paas egg-dying 

kits.  You put a colored tablet in a coffee cup with an egg and 

boiling water.  The chemicals in those tablets may be the reason 

some of us are losing our hair. 

 Six-year-olds hid the same eggs around the living room over 

and over.  You usually found the last egg behind the couch 

several days after the first Sunday after the first full moon after 

the spring equinox.  You found it after you started smelling rotten 

egg.   

 My grandmother gave me a chocolate bunny every year that 

was disappointingly hollow.  Grandma shopped for bargains.  She 

picked the $1 chocolate bunny over the $3 chocolate bunny every 

time. 

 My mother bought a new white dress shirt for me each 

Easter.  I do not want to seem ungrateful, but there are not many 

ways to play with a dress shirt.   



 I remember plastic green grass everywhere.  Jimmy Fallon 

says that plastic green grass comes from Oscar the Grouch’s 

shower drain. 

 Easter still has a second best feel about it.  The menu on 

Easter is not as clear as on other holidays.  How did ham become 

an entrée for a celebration that began with Jewish people?  We are 

not sure how far family should be expected to travel for Easter.  

Thanksgiving and Christmas are not nearly so optional.     

  Easter should be the highlight of the church’s year, but it 

does not always feel like it.  Spring break gets in the way.  It does 

not feel like spring yet, though it does feel like spring allergies. 

 And this year Easter is on April Fools’ Day, which we are 

not sure what to do with, but it cannot be helpful.   

 Sunrise services are a mixed blessing.  Ministers proclaim 

“Christ is risen” while trying not to yawn.   

 On Easter, when worship should be most joyous, we hope 

the choir, brass, organ, flowers, and gladness of the supper will 

push us to feel more joy than we walked in with.  At Easter we 

want to feel better.   

 Every Easter since the first, some get to the tomb as weary 

as the disciples.  Mary Magdalene goes to the cemetery because 

that is where dead people go.  She does not have anything with 

her—no flowers for the grave.  She goes while it is still dark, 

before anyone is awake.  She does not go hoping that things are 

going to get better.  She knows it is over.  She is as dead as Jesus 

is. 

 Easter is for people who know what death is.  They go to the 

graveyard with dead hopes and dead dreams.  Easter is for people 

whose worst fears have been realized, who understand despair, 

who suffer, and who have been forced to think about their own 

death.    

 Easter is for those who have experienced the death of a 

friend, the death of a parent, the death of a child, or the death of a 

spouse.  Easter is for those who have known the pain of losing a 



job, losing a home, losing a marriage, losing a family, or losing 

hope.  We bring the death we have known with us to Easter.   

 Mary is so broken by Jesus’ death that when she sees the 

tomb empty she feels worse.  She thinks they have stolen the 

body.  It would have been different if she had never had hope.  It 

would have been easier if she had never had hope.   

 Some people come to terms with giving up on hope, giving 

in to despair, with the certainty of unbelief, trusting only in 

themselves or their work or the weariness they have gotten used 

to.  Letting the door open a crack, considering the possibility of 

hope, is setting yourself up for disappointment. 

 Mary had hope for a while.  Then Jesus died and she gave 

up.  But now the body is not there.  The crack in the door of hope 

is upsetting.   

 Mary looks into the empty tomb searching for clues.  She 

sees two angels.  They do not frighten her.  She has nothing left to 

lose. 

 She turns to leave and sees someone she assumes is the 

gardener.  She treats him like she treats the angels, “Sir, if you’ve 

carried him away, tell me where, and I’ll take him.”    

 Then she hears her name, “Mary.”   

 The voice she hears in the cemetery is the voice that invited 

Mary to hope in the first place.  The stone rolls away from Mary’s 

heart.  The door to hope is open again. 

On Thursday, the Chicago White Sox will play their home 

opener at Comiskey Park.  Nevest Coleman will be at the game 

for the first time in 23 years.  Coleman once had a bright future.  

He was 25, had two children, attended church, and loved his job 

working for the White Sox.     

But in April 1994, Coleman’s mother asked him to 

investigate a smell coming from the basement of their apartment 

building.  He and a friend went to take a look, and found the 

body of a young woman.  They told Nevest’s mother to call 911. 

Antwinica Bridgeman had been raped and murdered.  Nevest 



and his friend went to the police station to tell the officers about 

how they found the body, and then went home.   

Later that night investigators came and took Coleman back 

to the station.  They interrogated him for more than twelve 

hours, punched him in the face twice, and addressed him with a 

racial slur.  Deprived of sleep, he was coerced with false 

promises of leniency into confessing.  Some of these detectives 

had gotten confessions in more than a dozen other murder cases 

in which charges were dropped or the defendant was acquitted 

after a trial. 

The judge admitted that there was no evidence linking 

Coleman to the crime and that he did not have a criminal record, 

but gave him a life sentence for murder and a thirty-year 

sentence for sexual assault.  Nevest’s life was destroyed, falsely 

convicted of rape and murder, and sent to prison.   

He watched White Sox games on television while behind 

bars. He remembers hearing cheers from neighboring cells when 

the team won the World Series in 2005. 

 Last November, after 23 years behind bars, Nevest was 

released based on DNA evidence that proved he had not 

committed the crime.  The DNA pointed to a convicted serial 

rapist who had raped three other women.   

Coleman’s convictions and life sentence were vacated.  He 

reunited with his adult children.  When he left they were two 

years old and three months old. 

On Monday, Nevest, now 49, packed his lunch and 

returned to the job he left 23 years ago.  The stadium has 

changed—more lights, more security, more electronic signs—

but a few former co-workers, three of whom testified as 

character witnesses at his trial, were there to welcome him. 

Nevest said, “When I was in prison I was miserable, but 

now I got my loved ones behind me.  The misery is gone now.” 

 The misery is gone now.  Can you imagine feeling that the 

misery is gone now?    



 His experience is too terrible to think about.  His story is 

heartbreaking.  His story is tragic.  His story is Good Friday.  The 

price is too horrible to imagine, but he has learned what we need 

to learn.   

 We need to go to the place of our worst fears, our deepest 

sadness, face those sorrows, and see the crack in the door of hope.   

 We do not need a casual word of optimism, “Cheer up, 

everything will turn out all right.”  We need what God offers—

the assurance that what in our fear we thought was the whole 

picture is not the whole picture.   

 What Nevest Coleman thought was the end was not the end.  

What Mary Magdalene thought was the end was not the end.  

What we think is the end is not the end. 

 However large our vision of reality, it is not big enough to 

contain God’s truth.  Our sorrows are never the whole story.  God 

will write a bigger ending.   

 The God of hope will open our graves and give us back the 

past.  What has been buried will be freed and forgiven.  Our 

lives will return to God.  Out of death and fear, God will bring 

peace, justice, and freedom.  The loving God who restores Jesus’ 

life restores our lives, too.   

Easter matters when we give what is dying within us the 

chance to live again.  Easter brings life out of the gloom of 

depression, restores friendships that have died, and births a new 

spirit within us.  Easter happens when God touches what is dead 

and brings life.   
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