
Light & Life, Mystery & Magic! 
Luke 24:1-12 

Several of us sat in the Hungry Bear restaurant earlier this week waiting for our 
breakfasts.  We had already said or would very soon say our standard morning prayer: 
“Come Holy Spirit, fill the hearts of your faithful, and kindle in us the fire of your love!”  The 
omelets were on order and would soon arrive when I asked the following question: What 
does Easter mean to you?  The next few moments were then filled with quiet conversation 
about the meaning of this season as we nibbled on our pancakes and eggs. 

What does Easter mean to you?  It’s a wonderful question, don’t you think?  But before I 
ask it of you, perhaps we should ask it of those persons who first experienced the 
resurrection of our Savior.  Perhaps we should ask it of Mary Magdalene, Joanna, and 
Simon Peter – three of those who were among the first to find our Savior risen!   

There’s Mary!  Let’s ask her.  Mary, oh Mary, what does Easter mean to you?   

Well, it means light in the midst of darkness!  You see, we went to the tomb very early on 
that first Easter day.  The sky was dark as velvet and only then beginning gray.  But our 
hearts were as dark within us as the world was dark around us.  For we had seen so 
much – too much – on the Friday of that week.  We had seen the betrayal of our Messiah.  
His trial before Pilate.  His abuse by the soldiers.  His back made bloody by the scourge.  
His brow crowned with a jagged diadem of thorns.   

We had watched him struggle up Mount Calvary.  We saw his body stripped and nailed 
to a tree.  We heard how the crowds mocked and abused him as he died.  We saw the 
soldier plunge a spear into his side; we saw his heart break…blood and water gushing 
forth.  We watched in horror as his mangled flesh was pried from the cruel cross and his 
bloody body buried in a hastily borrowed grave.   

Yes, we had seen so much – too much – on the Friday of that week.  So, our hearts were 
as dark within us as the world was dark around us – dark with grief, dark with terror, dark 
with sorrow’s sad confusion.  Add to all of that the darkness of the grave.  For when we 
first arrived to anoint his body in one last act of love’s devotion, all we found was an empty 
cave.  The stone was rolled away and we were left dismayed.  Where had his body gone?  
Did grave robbers steal it away in one last act of heartless desecration?   

Ah, but then – just then as the sky brightened with the coming of another day – then – 
just then – two men – men or angels, who could tell? – two men in dazzling garments – 
garments as bright as sunshine – two men stood beside us and said, “Why do you look 
for the living among the dead? He is not here, but (he) has risen!”  (Lk. 24:5) And suddenly 
we remembered how he had told us that he would rise again; and light dispelled the 
darkness of our mourning on that morning – the dazzlingly bright light of hope and help!  
For Jesus was alive!  We were not alone!  And God was with us still! That’s what Easter 
means to me! 

So says Mary! 



My friend, what does Easter mean to you?  It means for me what it meant for those 
persons who first experienced the resurrection of our Savior.  It means light in the midst 
of darkness!  For you know as well as I do that our world is sometimes dark: dark with 
grief, dark with terror, dark with sorrow’s sad confusion, dark with anxiety and stressors 
of every imaginable kind.  But we are not alone in a dark or darkening world.  God is with 
us still in the person of Jesus Christ.  The resurrection assures us of that fact.  No matter 
how dark the world turns, a new day will dawn, angels in light-bright raiment will stand at 
our elbows whispering encouraging words, and God in Christ will be with us to the ends 
of the earth and the ends of the age – with us to see us through!   

Debie Thomas has known more than a little darkness over the past few of years.  Nearly 
two years ago, her teenage son suffered a biking accident that left him with debilitating 
headaches, forcing him to drop out of school, and leaving him in constant pain.  Recently, 
Debie went to a conference called “Why Christian 2019,” perhaps motivated, at some 
level, by the darkness enshrouding her own life. In a recent post she wrote the following 
about her experience: 

“I sat in the majestic Grace Cathedral in San Francisco, and listened as speaker after 
speaker — pastors, journalists, bloggers, parents, poets, activists, and seminarians — 
testified about their faith.  ‘Why Christian?’ was the question they attempted to answer in 
their moving and often pain-filled narratives.  Why, amidst all the challenges and 
disappointments of American life in 2019 (and)…the faith-shaking traumas of their own 
pasts, do they still have skin in the game?   

“I heard the story of a priest who crossed the Mexican border in the dead of night at the 
age of seven, and heard Jesus’s consoling voice during her long, terrifying journey. I 
listened to a transgender man who grew up poor, and experienced his ‘first communion’ 
when his grandmother invited him to open her refrigerator and eat freely for the first time 
in his life. I cried at the story of an African American artist who mourned her way to God 
after the sudden death of her newborn daughter.  And I cried again as an Asian American 
seminarian talked about wrestling with his faith after being raped as a teenager.   

“If I went to the conference expecting An Answer — a single, coherent, and conclusive 
answer to the question, “Why Christian?” I didn’t hear it.  What I heard instead are 
variations on a theme — the theme of hope in the midst of struggle. As in: here is what 
happened when the pain, trauma, loss, and disappointment of my life bumped up against 
the inexplicable love of God.  Here’s what it felt like when mortality’s ‘no’ collided with 
divinity’s “yes.”  Let me tell you what I saw, heard, smelled, and tasted when the specific 
death I thought would end me — the death of a child, a relationship, a dream, a belief, an 
expectation — encountered resurrection. Here’s the story of what happened when I saw 
the Lord.”1 

Here's the story of what happened when I saw the Lord!  My friend, have you seen the 
Lord?  Has he brought light into your darkness?  What does Easter mean to you?  It 
                                            
1 I Have Seen the Lord by Debie Thomas, April 14, 2019.  Posted at: 
https://www.journeywithjesus.net/lectionary-essays/current-essay?id=2172.  



means for me what it meant for those persons who first experienced the resurrection of 
our Savior.  It means light in the midst of darkness!  But there’s more.  Let’s ask Joanna 
what Easter means to her.  There she is! 

Joanna, oh Joanna, what does Easter mean to you?   

It means light in the midst of darkness and life in the midst of death!  As Mary has already 
said, Jesus was dead – as dead as could be!  But then the tomb was empty, and two men 
in dazzling white stood beside us with this message: “Why do you look for the living 
among the dead?  He is not here, but has risen.  Remember how he told you, while he 
was still in Galilee, that (he) must be handed over to sinners, and be crucified, and on the 
third day rise again.” (Lk. 24:5-7)  

And though we didn’t see him in that moment, we and others saw him in the days and 
weeks to come.  Why later on, that very day, two other of his disciples were on the road 
from Jerusalem to Emmaus when they met him on the way. (Lk.24:13-35) And they 
rushed back to Jerusalem to tell us about it, saying, “‘The Lord has risen indeed,” …Then 
they told (us) what had happened on the road, and how he had been made known to 
them. (Lk. 24:34-25) And while they were giving us their account, Jesus stood among us 
and said, “Peace be with you…Why are you frightened and why do doubts arise in our 
hearts?  Look at my hands and my feet; see that it is I myself.  Touch me and see…” (Lk 
24:36-39) And we did!  We even ate with him – a little fish that I had broiled.  (Lk. 24:41-
43) You see, he was dead.  Then he was alive.  And so shall it be for all who follow him!  
That’s his promise and I believe it! 

So says Joanna! 

My friend, what does Easter mean to you?  It means for me what it meant for those who 
first experienced the resurrection of our Savior.  It means light in the midst of darkness 
and life in the midst of death!  And you know as well as I do that all of us are dying. Each 
of us is only a heartbeat from the grave.  And if life insurance actuarial tables are to be 
believed then some of us are closer to the grave than others of us are!  But Easter reminds 
us that the grave is not the end.  It is the portal to a vaster world of richer life and fuller 
being.  It is the gateway to heaven for all who follow Jesus in the way.  For he, better than 
anyone, knows the way through death to life everlasting, having traveled that way himself.  
As he, himself, said to his first followers, just hours before he died, “‘Let not your heart be 
troubled; you believe in God, believe also in Me. In My Father’s house are 
many mansions; if it were not so, I would have told you. I go to prepare a place for 
you. And if I go and prepare a place for you, I will come again and receive you to Myself; 
that where I am, there you may be also. And where I go you know, and the way you know.’ 
(Then) Thomas (one of his disciples) said to Him, ‘Lord, we do not know where You are 
going, and how can we know the way?’ (And) Jesus said to him, “I am the way…” (Jn. 
14:1-6a) Yes, Jesus is the way, and he knows the way through death to life unending! 

This week I sat with two men, each of whom had lost, quite recently, someone very dear 
to them, and in each instance, I tried gently to remind them that Easter is the promise of 
life – life triumphing over death’s dark destruction and the grave’s cold end.  I hope I 



succeeded in convincing them, and bringing them some small measure of comfort as a 
consequence.  But whether or not I succeeded in convincing them, I know that it is true.  
Easter promises light in the midst of darkness and life in the midst of death!  Do you 
believe it?  I hope you do.   

But there’s one last person we need to speak with before we leave the scene of that first 
Easter morning.  That person is Peter, the leader of the apostolic band.  There he is!   

Peter, oh Peter, what does Easter mean to you? 

Well I must agree with Mary and Joanna.  Easter means light in the midst of darkness 
and life in the midst of death.  But it also means magic and mystery everywhere in 
between! 

What do you mean, Peter? 

Well you 21st century folks sometimes don’t give us 1st century folks much credit. You 
think we’re simple and unsophisticated – gullible and easily swayed.  But we know death 
when we see it; and Jesus was dead!  And the dead don’t rise!  Especially not those 
beaten bloody by soldiers, nailed cruelly to a cross, pierced through with a spear, and left 
for dead in a stone-cold tomb without any medical aid or attention.  And yet…and 
yet…there were visions of angels, rumors of resurrection, and actual sightings of the risen 
Christ over a period of 40 days - sightings by single individuals, small groups, and large 
gatherings.  I saw him myself.  I ate with him.  I listened to his teachings.  I watched at 
last as he ascended into heaven.  And then, ten days later, I felt the inrush of his Spirit – 
his Holy Spirit – into my heart empowering me to do things I could never do without him!  
Miracles, in fact!   

No, you 21st century folks sometimes don’t give us 1st century folks much credit. You think 
we’re simple and unsophisticated – gullible and easily swayed.  But we know death when 
we see it; and Jesus was dead!  And the dead don’t rise!  Especially not those beaten 
bloody by soldiers, nailed cruelly to a cross, pierced through with a spear, and left for 
dead in a stone-cold grave without any medical aid or attention.  And yet…and yet…I tell 
you…he rose! 

How did it happen? I don’t know. It happened in the night and no one saw.  But there was 
mystery and magic and miracle all about it!  Who can deny it?  Well, maybe you in the 
21st century can.  You’ve reduced everything to your scientific methods.  You’ve boiled 
everything down in your test tubes and beakers.  You’ve scanned the skies with your 
satellites and telescopes. You’ve measured everything with your microscopes and 
micrometers.  And somehow, you’ve concluded that if it can’t be measured then it can’t 
be real.  And in the process, you’ve drained the world of its mystery, and its magic, and 
its miracles.  Oh, you’re smart, no doubt, and your science has served many wonderful 
purposes. I wouldn’t mind having a microwave myself!  But hasn’t the world lost a bit of 
its luster as a consequence? Hasn’t it grown just a little bit flat?  Hasn’t it been drained of 
its magic and its mystery – at least in the minds of many?  And hasn’t God been chased 
largely from your 21st century scene?     



Maybe you’re not half as wise as you think.  Maybe reality is bigger than you imagine. 
Maybe it includes things both seen and unseen…things you can measure and things you 
cannot…mortal beings and the Great Divine!  And maybe this God actually did come to 
us in Jesus Christ to show us his love, to teach us his way, and to bring us back to himself. 
And when we rejected his overtures of love and nailed him to a cruel cross, maybe…just 
maybe…he rose again to show us that his love will never die. And then he ascended back 
into heaven and sent his Spirit to be with us forever!  No, you can’t test that in your test 
tubes and beakers.  You can’t measure that with your microscopes or micrometers.  And 
you certainly can’t see into heaven with all of your satellites and telescopes powerfully 
combined.  It’s mystery!  It’s magic!  It’s miracle!  It’s true!  Wouldn’t you like to believe it 
again? 

So says Peter! 

Well my friend, we’ve heard from Mary, and Joanna, and Peter.  Now it’s time to hear 
from you.  What does Easter mean to you?  Well it means for me what it meant for those 
who first experienced the resurrection.  It means light in the midst of my darkness, life in 
the midst of my death, and mystery and magic…everywhere in between!  Does it mean 
that much to you?  I hope so.  For it is by believing this that the Church throughout the 
ages and throughout the world has cried, and still cries: “Alleluia!  Christ is Risen!  He is 
Risen, Indeed!”  

My friend Christ is risen then what are you going to do about it?  Let’s ask Peter.  Peter, 
oh Peter, do you have any advice for us?   

Yes, I do!  You see, in one of his last appearance to me following his resurrection, Jesus 
uttered two words that set the course of my remaining days.  He looked at me and said, 
“Follow me!” (Jn. 21:19, 22) I followed him and found light and life, magic and mystery as 
I did!  And so can you!  Will you follow the risen Savior?  You think about that.  Amen!    


