Bishop Flora reflects on John 20.1-18 for Easter Day.
In the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Spirit. Amen. On this Easter morning, we go, in the Gospel of John, very early on the first day of the week, while it was still dark, we go to the tomb in the company of Mary Magdalene. This faithful disciple who has followed Jesus through his ministry, and she is the person who witnesses the empty tomb, and she runs to tell Simon Peter and the other disciple. And they came quickly and looked in, and were astonished by what they saw, hurrying in, but they didn't enter. And Mary stands outside the tomb, weeping, sad, and in John's gospel we hear of her encounter with Jesus, who she does not recognise immediately until he speaks her name.
Easter, this season of resurrection and joy, coming to us in the season of spring, full of lambs and the relentless cheerfulness of daffodils and hyacinths and primroses and violets and all their floral friends. Easter can be a hard time for those who live with deep sadness in their lives. Those recently bereaved, perhaps, or still mourning those lost long ago. Easter can be a difficult time because the message can feel like an instant victory in the face of terrible defeat. Suddenly, a happy ending is assured, and everything is changed. 
But the message of Easter is so much more profound than that. It is not only the message of the conquering of death, although that is surely enough. It is in the deepest, darkest places of our hearts, the dawning of an entirely new light. That is the light of the gospel on this Easter morning and every day, even in the depths of winter. For those in whose hearts it always feels like winter, Easter can be hard, but this glow of light is not just the glow of the spring sunshine. It is the light of the gospel of Christ that comes out of the darkness of midwinter to us in Christmas and grows stronger and stronger through the days of Lent and the bleakness of Holy Week, until it glows afresh for us on this Easter morning. 
Mary Magdalene, when she's at the tomb, is not immediately consoled by the surprising sight, she finds the wrappings, the strange message, the tomb empty, confusing that the stone is rolled away, the rushing, keen, eager disciples. It's all very disrupting. She stands there weeping for her loss, longing for her Lord. And in that loss, in that moment of grief and desolation, she meets him in a form she does not immediately recognise until he speaks her name.
And when she hears her name, she knows him. She hears love say - as Malcolm Guite says in his beautiful Easter poem - ‘And then she hears her name. She hears love say the word that turns her night and hours to day.’ 
So, if on this Easter morning, amidst all the beautiful celebrations and the deep joy of the resurrection, your heart is still afflicted with winter, take heart from Mary, who comes to the tomb in the most profound state of grief, and finds - in her recognition by Jesus and her recognition of him, in that exchange - not a superficial sense of light, but a deep grace that takes seriously her loss and strengthens and encourages her in her discipleship so that she is the person who becomes the apostle to the apostles. The person who first brings the gospel of the resurrected Christ to the other disciples. She is our sister in the faith. So let us stand with her this morning for a moment of quiet in that dawn garden, and listen for the birdsong, and for the first glimpse of the eternal spring. Amen.

