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Easter                        John 20:1-9 

 

If you listen to the radio playing on your 

way to church this Easter morning you 

will quite likely hear a lot of Alleluias 

sung by grand choirs accompanied with 

the bright sounds of trumpets and other 

brass instruments. 

 

I remember one bright Easter Sunday 

morning sitting in the church parking lot 

waiting for the finale of a Gloria or 

alleluia to finish. It seemed to put the 

right mood on the day. After all…could 

there be a grander celebration that this 

one: victory over death. I had to hear 

that melody right to the end. Then I 

could carry on with my Easter morning.  

 

I also remember as a child hearing a 

rousing sermon by the priest on Easter 

Sunday. After Mass mom and dad 

greeted the priest and wished him a 

Happy Easter. But I was looking around 

for the Risen Lord in the church yard. 

The priest gave such a vivid picture of 

the Risen Lord I was sure He had 

actually seen him. And so I thought 

Jesus must be right there in our 

churchyard. 

 

Alleluias…rousing sermons!!!  We can’t 

get enough of them on Easter Sunday!! 

 

 But do you notice how quietly Easter 

came upon the people in the gospel we 

just heard?  

 

Mary Magdalen announces that the Lord 

has been taken from the tomb to an 

unknown place. But this news is 

followed by  absolute silence in this 

gospel… so quiet in fact that if we listen 

hard enough we still might hear the 

sound of the footsteps running to the 

tomb, the hearts beating wildly, the 

gasps for breath. It is so very different 

form the way we might have announced 

this news of victory. 

 

But think about it. Often the most 

profound moments are totally silent. . 

Think of two people falling in love 

suddenly catching each others eyes. Or 

the stunned silence at some significant 

Breaking News. Of the sight of 

something so beautiful there are simply 

no words. A young mother and father 

looking at their firstborn for example.  

 

So…at the news of eternal life/victory 

over death…stunned silence seems 

altogether natural how could we possibly 

take in such news. No time for chatter. 

What words could even begin to express 

what it means for us? 

 

Getting back to the gospel text…Peter 

and the Beloved disciple make their way 

to the tomb, hearts pounding, feet 

moving across the ground as quickly as 

they can.  

 

And when they arrive they can say 

nothing. Through their eyes we see a 

stone rolled away, cloths on the 

ground…some in a heap…one folded 

up. What do they make of it?  

 

We know that John believes. But we 

don’t know what that means for him. 

Does he remember what Jesus said about 

rising on the third day and recognize that 

it must have happened. Does he 

understand what it means for him? That 

it opens up a whole range of meaning, 

transforming all he ever thought was 

really important? 

 



Then there is Peter. What is he thinking? 

We don’t even know. W e are told only 

that he saw the garments on the ground. 

The last time we saw Peter in this fourth 

gospel he had just finished denying any 

association with Jesus. So was he still 

afraid. Was he disillusioned? 

 

But this changes everything. The 

evidence is staring Peter in the face. 

What now? What possible response does 

he make the Lord whom he denied?  

Little wonder Peter falls way behind the 

Beloved Disciple. Not because of age 

but because he needs time to think. He 

has to prepare his apologies to the Lord. 

He may be wishing he could take back 

those moments in the High Priest’s 

courtyard when he could not even find it 

in him to admit he even knew Jesus of 

Nazareth.  

 

The next words we will hear from his 

lips will come in the final chapter of the 

gospel. He will announce to the rest… 

“I’m going out to fish”  as if he plans to 

return to the life he knew before Jesus 

entered his life and turned his whole 

world upside down. But Peter could 

never find fishing for fish satisfying 

anymore… 

Not after he has been prepared by the 

Lord to fish for the men and women of 

this world to bring them into the 

kingdom of heaven. 

 

He will soon discover what a Good 

Shepherd the Lord really is. Jesus will 

go out to bring his lost sheep home 

again. Peter becomes a model of faith 

before the gospel is concluded. 

 

But let’s get back to the evidence this 

reading offers us for the Lord’s victory. 

A stone rolled away, wrappings on the 

ground, some of them in a heap…one of 

them neatly folded. 

 

I see here a lesson in freedom. Stone 

rolled away. It’s heavy. It blocks us. 

Maybe like so much in the world that 

would presume to hold us in and hold us 

down. 

Then there is freedom to move. No more 

things binding our arms from doing the 

Lord’s work. 

And the one folded up – doesn’t it 

suggest a task completed? I think that is 

my favorite of all. Think of folding 

things up to put them away. Perhaps 

Jesus or one of those attending angels 

has folded up this symbol of death and 

put it aside…the task is over…the 

victory complete!! 

 

On this day we celebrate the Lord. He 

has won the victory over death. He has 

opened for us the way to eternal life. The 

world no longer sums up the meaning of 

our lives. There is so much more to live 

for. Now we know without a doubt that 

we are immortals striding through this 

world of time. It gives us such freedom 

and such promise. 

 

It’s all done for us. How can we 

respond?? 

 

Think about the stones that weigh us 

down…and bindings that hold us in 

check, hindering our service to God. 

The anger, the harsh word, the hurtful 

words, the jealousy, the obsession 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

In the lyrics of John M.C. Crum ... Now 

the Green Blade Rises we find these 

words… 

When our hearts are saddened, grieving 

or in pain, 

By Your touch You call us back to life 

again; 

Fields of our hearts that dead and bare 

have been: 

Love is come again, like wheat that 

springs up green. 

Your touch calls us back to life…our 

hearts like fields that were barren of 

life…now overflowing with abundance.. 

 

So let’s take a lesson from all the silence 

in this reading. 

Let’s allow some silence into the day. 

Join Peter and John in awed stillness. 

Allowing the full impact of Easter to 

touch our hearts. Then Easter will be 

much more than one day. 

 

Story of the minister.  Make known their 

feelings about Easter.   

 

Alleluia !!  said one.  

 

He is risen !!   said another.   

 

I want to go home…said a child in the 

congregation.  

 

That may have been the most profound 

response of all. 

 

As the author of Hebrews says. We have 

here no lasting city…our true home is 

with the Lord... 

 

Let’s do all we can to walk with the 

Lord here and hereafter 


