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Mary Magdalene turned around and saw Jesus standing there, but she did not know that it was him.   Jesus even engaged her in conversation and yet she did not recognize his voice?   Mary was not a person unfamiliar with Jesus.  According to Mark’s gospel, Mary belonged to a group of women disciples who followed Jesus around and financially underwrote his itinerant ministry (15:41).   How does it happen that Mary does not perceive trace elements of her dear friend Jesus in the presence of the Risen Christ?  Maybe it was grief, or anxiety, or preoccupation, or un-charted sensory channels unable to comprehend a resurrection.  The good news this Easter Day is that the resurrection happens regardless of our capacity to grasp it.  God and Jesus do not wait for us to get our heads around it.  No, resurrection happens and the risen Christ patiently chats with us until that moment when we finally get it.  This is very good news for most of us.
Mary’s experience in these two verses of John 20 reminded me of several stories.  The first comes from a Washington Post article some years back.
   A youngish white man in jeans emerged from the metro station and positioned himself against a wall beside a trash basket, and [f]rom a small case he removed a violin. Placing the open case at his feet, he shrewdly threw in a few dollars and pocket change as seed money, swiveled it to face pedestrian traffic, and began to play.  It was 7:51 a.m....the middle of the morning rush hour.  In the next 43 minutes, as the violinist performed six classical pieces, 1,097 people passed by...
Each passerby had a quick choice to make,  Do you stop and listen? Do you hurry past with a blend of guilt and irritation...annoyed by the unbidden demand on your time and your wallet? Do you throw in a [coin], just to be polite? Does your decision change if he’s really bad? What if he’s really good? Do you have time for beauty? Shouldn’t you?...
On that Friday...those private questions would be answered in an unusually public way. No one knew it, but the fiddler standing against a bare wall outside the Metro...was one of the finest classical musicians in the world, playing some of the most elegant music ever written on one of the most valuable violins ever made. His performance was arranged by The Washington Post as an experiment in context, perception and priorities --...In an un-credentialed setting at an inconvenient time, would beauty transcend?...
A onetime child prodigy...Joshua Bell has arrived as an internationally acclaimed virtuoso. Three days before he appeared at the Metro station, Bell had filled the house at Boston’s stately Symphony Hall, where less than average seats went for $100....But on that Friday... Joshua Bell was just another [busker], competing for the attention of busy people on their way to work...

Three minutes went by before something happened. Sixty-three people had already passed when, finally, there was a breakthrough of sorts. A middle-age man altered his gait for a split second, turning his head to notice that there seemed to be some guy playing music. Yes, the man kept walking, but it was something.  A half-minute later, Bell got his first donation. A woman threw in a [dollar] and scooted off. It was not until six minutes into the performance that someone actually stood against a wall, and listened.   
Things never got much better. In the three-quarters of an hour that Joshua Bell played, seven people stopped what they were doing to…take in the performance, at least for a minute. Twenty-seven gave money, most of them on the run -- for a total of $32 and change. That leaves the 1,070 people who hurried by, oblivious to the brilliance before them. 
A second story in this vein centers on the band U2.
   I suppose they did it to promote their most recent album, or just for the fun of it, but the band went disguised as troubours to Grand Central Station in New York.  Initially passers-by failed to recognize the band as they performed “I Still Haven’t Found What I’m Looking For”.   Now for those who do not know U2, this song is the lead song, and chart buster, coming from a recording which won the  album of the year at the Grammys.  It continues to be played on radios and MP3 players throughout the world.  Perhaps feeling unappreciated by the hustling and bustling throngs they ultimately took off their costumes revealing themselves. Instantly, they drew a big crowd.  It seemed doing so was like calling the masses by name, and those present responded.
How does it happen that people do not pause for a virtuoso violin player performing some of the greatest classical music ever written?  How does it happen people do not recognize one of the greatest rock bands of this generation playing one of their biggest hits?  How is it that Mary Magdalene fails to perceive the risen Christ?  How is it that we allow the cynicism, the busyness, the self-centeredness to eclipse the resurrections bursting out of the tombs around us?
Resurrection Citing:  “Our Lives matter”.  On Ash Wednesday of this year in Parkland, Florida a young man went on a shooting spree at Marjory Stoneman Douglas High School.  I clipped a photograph of a distraught family from that day which appeared in the StarPhoenix the next.
  The mother at the center of the picture had participated in an Ash Wednesday service earlier that morning, for the ashen cross was still visible on her forehead:  ashes to ashes, dust to dust.  Violence and death are not the end, at least not in our Christian story.  In an odd parallel to the liturgical season the spirit and voices of young people are coming to life.  Last weekend hundreds of thousands of youth rallied in Washington, D.C. with additional assembles across North America.   They gathered to demonstrate against death.  They gathered to make it known that the circumstances leading to gun violence in schools is unacceptable.  They gathered to signal that they will be active in shaping a different future.  Hundreds of thousands---  the images were inspiring.  Do we not sense the Spirit of the living God and risen Christ in this response to death!!  I suspect, I hope, we have reached a tipping point when it comes to the myths of redemptive violence which fuels the gun industry.   God did not ordain the death of those young people any more than God ordained the death of Jesus.  In the wake of death, though, God will not keep silent!  In the midst of tragedy, God fosters new life directed to mission in our society and world.  God is doing this.  Our Easter task is the recalibration of eyes and ears to perceive it.
Resurrection Citing:  Muskoday First Nations
I confess to being modestly overwhelmed and exhausted by the Truth and Reconciliation Process facing us in Canada.  Generations of policy designed to break down families, peoples, and cultures are not easily undone.  If what they say is true, that it will take as many generations to repair the damage as the number of generations perpetuating the injustices, I will not live to see a reconciled Canada.  For me Saskatchewan is a garden—I love the people, this congregation, the gift of the seasons; it is a beautiful garden.  It is also a garden which houses large rocks and tombs, and one of the biggest tombs is the racism which persists.  In spite of my feelings of being overwhelmed and exhausted by this tomb and the events which have filled it, God is working resurrection.  Not on account of my faith or my efforts.  A new spirit is afoot, and I attribute it to the Great Spirit we call God.  

For instance I received a wonderful note from Paul Hanly, who some of you may know, sharing about a Joe Munroe project.  I actually know Joe from a presentation he made at a Mennonite Church Sk event (March 2017 at Station 20W) as well as from Food Council gatherings.  On a “gofundme” site
, Joe writes,
Hi. I am Joe Munroe. I am of Cree/Metis decent. I grew up at Muskoday First Nation in SK and worked on my family’s farm and gardens as a youth.  I come from a long line of people who worked on the land [and] fed their families from the land. We can do that again.  I am asking you to help people in my community, Muskoday First Nation, get off welfare and into the work force while achieving food security and better health.   I know this concept can work because I have helped several First Nations communities since 2005 to create jobs growing potatoes and other vegetables.   We started a growers’ co-op at Muskoday in 2005.  95% of the 83 people who worked in our organic vegetable production projects here at Muskoday from 2007-2012 found jobs after our summer projects ended and have stayed off welfare since.  We also helped to set up market gardens at Flying Dust First Nation, starting in 2008. Flying Dust now has a contract to sell organic vegetables to a major grocery chain.  Unfortunately, our project was discontinued when our funder ceased operations in Canada. But I think we can restart the project if we can get some seed money to buy a tractor and some row crop equipment. That’s why we are contacting you.  Once we get the seed money and get the land ready for growing, we can access federal and provincial funding for training and job creation.  I know we can reduce hunger and poverty in First Nations communities through gardening.    Our business plan shows that we can make these projects sustainable, but first we need seed money—$15,000—to initiate Stage 1 of the project.
End quote.  I am particularly taken with Joe’s initiative in that it involves meaningful work, healthy food, and cross race partnerships.   In the midst of the dysfunction in our land among aboriginal and non-aboriginal peoples, among the dysfunctions within our particular clans, God is drawing forth new life from the tomb.
These last two examples should make clear that these are not some kind of schmaltzy resurrection accounts.  They are, like the original, born of deep pain and suffering.  Particularly in these places of deep personal and social pain, though, God is transforming death into life.  Resurrection happened.  Resurrection is happening.   Resurrection will happen.  There are divinely inspired concertos being played out all around us; and some being composed within us.  
What is the discipleship question of Easter Sunday?  First, we need to have the courage to go to the tomb; go to those places of deepest grief and anxiety.  Mary didn’t expect anything remarkable to happen that Sunday morning, and yet she went.  Secondly, we need to allow ourselves a bit of grace when we don’t immediately twig on to Jesus who is before us.  The risen Christ is patient with us, can we be patient with ourselves?  At some point the resurrected Jesus will call us (or one we care about) by name, and the scales will fall from eyes; hearts will be cracked open like a tomb allowing resurrection to emerge.  With this in mind, therefore, let us be intentional about looking for evidence of God’s resurrection activity in the world.  When beauty, compassion, grace find us, let us pause in wonder.  Finally, just like Mary Magdalene, we are invited to share what we see and hear.  For a people steeped in a tradition of being “quiet in the land”, this is not an easy assignment.  It is, though, part of Mary’s story and consequently a part of our stories.  Blessings to each on this Easter Sunday.  Amen.
Patrick Preheim, co-pastor Nutana Park Mennonite Church
Children’s Time
THE EASTER EGG TRADITION

For many cultures, even before the time of Christianity, the egg was a symbol of creation, spring, and rebirth.  After the resurrection of Christ, the egg took on a new meaning for Christians and became a symbol of new life breaking forth while leaving the empty tomb behind. Perhaps this became even more pronounced due the account of Mary Magdalene.

Eggs were what helped people to understand a new theological truth—the resurrection of the dead, and a new religion—Christianity—built around the first Resurrection.

As a symbol of Christ’s resurrection, the Easter egg then became a symbol for the rebirth of all humankind at the resurrection on the Last Day.  “Easter eggs” were shared with one another as a joyful symbol of Christian hope.

�Gene Weingarten, “Pearls Before Breakfast” in The Washington Post (April 8, 2007).


� https://consequenceofsound.net/2015/05/no-one-recognized-u2-in-disguise-busking-in-a-subway-station/


� Photo credit to Joel Auerbach / The Associated Press in The StarPhoenix (Feb 15, 2018), NP section.


� https://www.gofundme.com/creating-first-nations-jobs-growing





