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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 have taken the 
Lord out of the tomb, and we do not know where they have laid him.’ Then Peter and the other 
disciple set out and went towards 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 did not 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 did 
not 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 have taken away my Lord, and I do not know where they have laid him.’ When she 
had said this, she turned round and saw Jesus standing there, but she did not know that it was 
Jesus. Jesus said to her, ‘Woman, why are you weeping? For whom are you looking?’ 
Supposing him to be the gardener, she said to him, ‘Sir, if you have carried him away, tell me 
where you have laid him, and I will take him away.’ Jesus said to her, ‘Mary!’ She turned and 
said to him in Hebrew, ‘Rabbouni!’ (which means Teacher). Jesus said to her, ‘Do not hold on 
to me, because I have not 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 have seen the Lord’; and she told them that he had said these 
things to her.  
 
 Last week, I was listening to an interview with Jane Goodall, the legendary 

researcher who, for 55 years, lived with chimpanzees in Gombe National Park in 

Zambia and studied their social and family interactions more deeply than anyone 

ever had before. As a child, she had been given a stuffed toy chimpanzee she called 

“Jubilee.” It still sits on her dresser. In 1957, she visited a friend who had a farm in 

Kenya, and while she was there she decided to call Louis Leakey, the famed 

anthropologist, to see if he had any time to talk to her. He met her, liked her, hired 
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her as a secretary and then sent her out, along with her mother, into the field. For 

two years, she observed wild chimpanzees, and gave them names according to the 

ways they looked, or behaved: David Greybeard, Goliath, Fifi. She saw them hug, 

kiss, bicker and pat each other on the back. Leakey was so impressed by her work 

that he decided to sponsor her for a doctoral degree at Cambridge University, even 

though she had no collegiate background. She was ecstatic at the prospect of 

learning at one of the world’s great universities from some of the most famous and 

learned professors in the world. But when she got there, her famous and learned 

professors told her that she had gone about her research all wrong. She wasn’t 

supposed to have given the chimpanzees names—she was supposed to have given 

them numbers. And they said she shouldn’t have ascribed human emotions to them, 

because they had no feelings that humans would understand. She was, they said, 

anthropomorphizing them—ascribing human qualities to animals. Jane Goodall said 

the only thing that kept her from adopting the worldview of those learned men was 

a teacher she had when she was a little girl. That wonderful teacher taught her that 

creatures of God do have feelings and they do respond to names. That teacher was 

her childhood dog. 

 When I heard her say that, I thought immediately of the story of the Garden of 

Eden where the first man and the first woman are given two jobs: to tend the garden 

and give the creatures names—names, not numbers, because in the Bible, names 

signify. Jesus—Yeshua in Aramaic—means, “God saves.” Abraham means “Father 

of many.” Sarah means “Princess.” Martha means “Lady.” David means “Beloved.” 

Mary, strangely enough, means “Bitter.” I wonder why that is. Bitter sorrow? 

 A huge part of what makes us human are our feelings. Since the Bible tells us 

we are made in the image of God, does that mean that God has feelings? The Bible 

certainly ascribes certain feelings to God—delight at what Creation looked like 
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when God first made it, wrath when the people called in his name behaved badly, 

and most of all, love. “For God so loved the world that he gave his only begotten 

Son, so that whosoever believes in him should not perish, but have everlasting life.” 

*** 

 Jesus’ death on the Cross, and all that preceded it, was unremitting agony. His 

pain was magnified by the jeering of his enemies, and the flight of his disciples the 

night before when he had been seized in the Garden of Gethsemane. Those who had 

run away included Peter, the disciple whom Jesus said was “the rock” on whom the 

Church would be built. The night of Jesus was taken, Peter denied knowing him on 

three separate occasions. But the Gospels also tell us that there were some who 

were with Jesus in his hours of agony and gave what comfort they could. When one 

of the thieves he was crucified between mocked him, the other thief declared that 

Jesus was an innocent man who had done nothing wrong, and asked Jesus to 

remember him when he came into his Kingdom. Jesus told him, “Today, you will 

be with me in Paradise.” The Gospels also tell us that there were five people who 

loved him who were close by. His mother Mary was there—oh, the anguish of her 

heart—and her sister was there to support her. That is an old, old story in the annals 

of womankind. There were two other women also named Mary who were present—

Mary, the wife of Clopas, who may have been one of the disciples on the road to 

Emmaus, and Mary Magdalene. The Beloved Disciple, who figures prominently in 

the Gospel of John, was there as well, and it was to him that Jesus entrusted the care 

of his mother. 

 And then Jesus died, and there was no doubt that he was dead. He had been 

flogged with a whip called a flagellum, imbedded with pieces of metal, which 

scoured flesh from bone. He had had a crown of thorns jammed down onto his 

head. The blood loss from the flogging and the thorns would have been atrocious. 
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He had had spikes driven into his wrists and ankles, and pinioned there on the cross 

his lungs could no longer expand. It seems probable that his heart ruptured; that he 

very literally died of a broken heart. When he had ceased breathing, a Roman 

soldier stabbed a spear into his side to make sure he was really dead, and blood and 

lymphatic fluid poured out. He was hastily laid away in a borrowed tomb before 

sunset on Friday, the onset of the Jewish Sabbath. 

 That first sunrise after the passing of the Sabbath—the first day of the week—

John’s Gospel reports that Mary Magdalene came to the tomb. When she arrived, 

the stone blocking the entrance had been rolled away and it was empty inside. She 

ran to Peter and the "disciple whom Jesus loved.” When they got to the tomb they 

saw the linen wrappings that had covered Jesus' body and head neatly rolled up, like 

a departed houseguest who had made up his own bed. Then the two men left. What 

else was there to do? But Mary stayed and wept. She looked back inside the tomb 

and saw two angels--angel means "messenger"--who asked, "Woman, why are you 

weeping?" She answered, "They've taken away my Lord, and I don't know where 

they've laid him." She turned around, and there was Jesus, who also asked her, 

"Woman, why are you weeping?" It’s interesting that they both called her 

“woman,” that indiscriminate greeting, but it was not meant to be disrespectful—in 

those days, it would have been like, “Ma’am, why are you weeping?” If, in her deep 

distress, she couldn't recognize angels as angels, there should be no great surprise 

that she would mistake Jesus, whom she had last seen lacerated, blood caked and 

dead, for the gardener. "Sir, if you have carried him off, tell me where you have laid 

him, and I will take him away." In Judaism, taking care of the dead is considered 

the greatest mercy of all, because they cannot return the kindness. But Jesus could 

return the kindness, because he was alive, and the living Jesus did. He said, “Mary.” 
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 He knew her. He loved her. He called her by name. She knew then that Jesus 

was alive. Her joy was transcendent. But I think Jesus’ joy might have been 

transcendent as well. Not only because he had brought happiness to Mary, whom he 

loved; not only because he knew that the news of his resurrection would spread to 

those whom loved him and they would rejoice as well; but sacred joy in knowing 

that his mission had been accomplished. He had suffered horribly; he had died; and 

then he had triumphed. 

*** 

 One of our good elders today, Craig Reynolds, shared a story with me he had 

received from a friend. It’s a personal account by a woman named Eddie 

(pronounced Edie) Smith Ogan, who shared a memory from Easter, 1946. Eddie 

was 14. She lived at home with her mother, her 16 year old sister Darlene, and her 

12 year old sister Ocy. There had been seven children altogether, but the four older 

ones had all moved on. 

 Eddie’s father had died five years before, and her mother had struggled to 

make ends meet and to take care of all the children. But she wanted them raised in a 

church, and when the doors were open, the Smith family, mother and children, were 

always there. A month before Easter, the pastor announced that an offering would 

be taken to help a poor family. He didn’t mention the name, but he asked the 

congregation to save and give sacrificially. After church, the mother and her 

daughters talked about what they could do to help this unknown poor family. They 

decided that if they bought 50 pounds of potatoes and lived on them for a month, 

they could save $20 to put in the special offering. They also decided that if they 

used the electric lights as little as possible, and didn’t listen to the radio for a month, 

they could also save money that way. 16 year old Darlene tried to get as many 

house and yard cleaning jobs as possible and both she and Eddie babysat every 
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chance they got. The three girls also decided that for 15 cents, they could buy 

enough cotton loops to make 3 potholders and then sell them for a dollar. They 

made $20 on potholders. 

 Eddie remembers that month before Easter as one of the best of their lives. 

Every day they counted the money they’d saved, and talked about how the poor 

family was going to be blessed by the generosity of others. Since the church 

averaged about 80 worshippers, they figured the offering might be 20 times that 

number, especially since every Sunday that month the pastor reminded his 

congregation to save for the offering. 

 The day before Easter, the three girls took all the change they had earned to 

the local grocery store, where the manager gave them three crisp $20 bills and a ten. 

They didn’t care that they didn’t have new clothes for Easter. They had $70 to help 

someone—they didn’t know who—who needed help. That Easter Sunday, they 

couldn’t wait to get to church. 

 That morning, the rain was coming down. The church was a mile away, and 

Darlene had to put cardboard in her shoes to fill the holes. Her feet still got soaked. 

In church that Sunday morning, they had no new Easter finery and they were 

surrounded by families who were better off, but they nonetheless felt like the richest 

family in town because of what they were going to give. When the time came for 

the special offering, the three daughters each put in a $20 bill, and their mother put 

in the ten. All the way home from church, they sang. They mother had a special 

treat for them. She had bought a dozen eggs, and they hard boiled them—Easter 

eggs and fried potatoes for the richest family in town. They weren’t the richest, of 

course—they were hard against it. But they believed themselves to be rich, not 

because of what they had, but because of what they had given. Their sacrifice was 

hard; but there was joy because they knew would be blessing a child of God. 
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 There’s more to the story about Edie and Darlene and Ocy and their mother, 

and Craig will return to it in a little bit. But for right now, I want to get back to 

Jesus and Mary Magdalene in the Garden. She flung herself on him, and she never 

would have let him go, but he said, "Mary, you can’t hold on to me. Before I ascend 

to the Father, I have so much to do. I need you to go and tell the others.” So Mary 

went and said, “I have seen the Lord.” If Peter’s confession that Jesus was the 

Christ, the Son of the living God, made him the first Christian, then Mary 

Magdalene’s proclaiming the good news that Jesus had risen from the dead made 

her the very first Christian preacher. Every Christian Church exists because of that 

fundamental belief that Jesus Christ is alive. Without that belief, every sanctuary is 

a mausoleum. There are at least a dozen churches within two miles of us, and we 

don't need that many monuments to a dead Jesus. These churches are here because 

Jesus is alive and is intimately involved in our lives. He knows our names. 

 We are called to be the heirs of Mary Magdalene, because every one of us is 

called to be a witness that Jesus Christ lives. We are called to offer not only our best 

selves but also our tears and our questionable character and our dubious history and 

our emotional losses and our unexpected consolations and joys and declare to 

others, “I have seen the Lord. I have seen him in this kind act. I have seen him in 

that opportunity to give sacrificially. I saw him when I cried and someone came to 

me; I saw him when I stopped crying and came to someone else who saw him in 

me. I saw him in hope, I saw him in faith, I see him every day in love. I know his 

name, and he knows mine. If you haven’t met him, may I introduce you? He 

already knows your name.” 

           Amen. 

Postscript:  This is the full story of Eddie Ogan and her family. 
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THE RICH FAMILY IN THE CHURCH 
 

Here is a story Paige Donnell passed on to me. It was shared with her by a 
woman named Eddie Ogan, and Eddie calls it "The Rich Family in Our Church." 
It's a great story, and, since Eddie tells it in the first person, I will too. Eddie 
writes: 
 

I'll never forget Easter, 1946.  I was 14, my little sister Ocy 12, and my older 
sister Darlene 16.  We lived at home with our mother, and the four of us knew 
what it was to do without many things.  My dad had died 5 years before, leaving 
Mom with seven school kids to raise and no money.  By 1946 my older sisters 
were married, and my brothers had left home. 
 

A month before Easter, the pastor of our church announced that a special 
Easter offering would be taken to help a poor family.  He asked everyone to save 
and give sacrificially.  When we got home, we talked about what we could do. We 
decided to buy 50 pounds of potatoes and live on them for a month.  This would 
allow us to save $20 of our grocery money for the offering. 
 

Then we thought that if we kept our electric lights turned out as much as 
possible and didn't listen to the radio, we'd save money on that month's electric 
bill.  Darlene got as many house and yard cleaning jobs as possible, and both of 
us babysat for everyone we could. For 15 cents, we could buy enough cotton loops 
to make three potholders to sell for $1. We made $20 on potholders. 
 

That month was one of the best of our lives. Every day we counted the 
money to see how much we had saved.  At night we'd sit in the dark and talk 
about how the poor family was going to enjoy having the money the church would 
give them.  We had about 80 people in church, so we figured that whatever 
amount of money we had to give, the offering would surely be 20 times that 
much. After all, every Sunday the pastor had reminded everyone to save for the 
sacrificial offering. 
 

The day before Easter, Ocy and I walked to the grocery store and got the 
manager to give us three crisp $20 bills and one $10 bill for all our change.  We 
ran all the way home to show Mom and Darlene.  We had never had so much 
money before.  That night we were so excited we could hardly sleep.  We didn't 
care that we wouldn't have new clothes for Easter; we had $70 for the sacrificial 
offering.  We could hardly wait to get to church! 
 

On Sunday morning, rain was pouring.  We didn't own an umbrella, and 
the church was over a mile from our home, but it didn't seem to matter how wet 
we got.  Darlene had cardboard in her shoes to fill the holes.  The cardboard 
came apart, and her feet got wet.  But we sat in church proudly.  I heard some 
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teenagers talking about the Smith girls having on their old dresses. I looked at 
them in their new clothes, and I felt so rich. 
 

When the sacrificial offering was taken, we were sitting on the second row 
from the front.  Mom put in the $10 bill, and each of us girls put in a $20. As we 
walked home after church, we sang all the way. At lunch Mom had a surprise 
for us.  She had bought a dozen eggs, and we had boiled Easter eggs with our 
fried potatoes! 
 

 
 

     Late that afternoon the minister drove up in his car. Mom  
went to the door, talked with him for a moment, and then  
came back with an envelope in her hand. We asked what it 

was, but she didn't say a word. She opened the envelope and out fell a bunch of 
money. There were three crisp $20 bills, one $10 bill and seventeen $1 bills. Mom 
put the money back in the envelope. We didn't talk, just sat and stared at the floor.  
We had gone from feeling like millionaires to feeling like poor white trash. 
 

We kids had had such a happy life that we felt sorry for anyone who didn't 
have our mom and dad for parents and a house full of brothers and sisters and 
other kids visiting constantly.  We thought it was fun to share silverware and see 
whether we got the fork or the spoon that night.  We had two knives which we 
passed around to whoever needed them. 
 

I knew we didn't have a lot of things that other people had, but I'd never 
thought we were poor. That Easter Day I found out we were. The minister had 
brought us the money for the poor family, so we must be poor. I didn’t like 
being poor.  I looked at my dress and worn-out shoes and felt so ashamed that I 
didn't want to go back to church. Everyone there probably already knew we were 
poor! I thought about school. I was in the ninth grade and at the top of my class 
of over 100 students. I wondered if the kids at school knew we were poor.  I 
decided I could quit school since I had finished the eighth grade. That was all 
the law required at that time. 
 

We sat in silence for a long time.  Then it got dark, and we went to bed. All 
that week, we girls went to school and came home, and no one talked much. 
Finally on Saturday, Mom asked us what we wanted to do with the money. What 
did poor people do with money? We didn't know. We'd never known we were 
poor. 
 

We didn't want to go to church on Sunday, but Mom said we had to. 
Although it was a sunny day, we didn't talk on the way.  Mom started to sing, but 
no one joined in, and she only sang one verse.  At church we had a missionary 
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speaker.  He talked about how churches in Africa made buildings out of sun-
dried bricks, but they need money to buy roofs. He said $100 would put a roof on a 
church.  The minister said, "Can't we all sacrifice to help these poor people?" 
 

We looked at each other and smiled for the first time in a week. Mom 
reached into her purse and pulled out the envelope.  She passed it to Darlene. 
Darlene gave it to me, and I handed it to Ocy.  Ocy put it in the offering. When the 
offering was counted, the minister announced that it was a little over $100.  The 
missionary was excited.  He hadn't expected such a large offering from our small 
church.  He said, "You must have some rich people in this church." 
 

Suddenly it struck us! We had given $87 of that "little over $100." We were 
the rich family in the church!  Hadn't the missionary said so?  From that day on 
I've never been poor again.  I've always remembered how rich I am because I 
have Jesus. 
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