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Easter Sunday                Susan Cooke Kittredge 

April 21, 2019     Charlotte Congregational Church, UCC 

John 20:1-18 

 

 

   Jesus, Our Event Horizon Telescope 

 

 

          Some years ago I called the author Katherine Paterson before Easter. Some of you 

know well her wonderful books, Bridge to “Terabithia, Jacob I Have Loved, The Great 

Gily Hopkins among many, many others. She has written a couple of collections of 

Christmas stories, some of which I’ve read here at Christmas time. Search though I did, I 

couldn’t find a story about Easter that she’d written. So I rang her up and asked her if I 

was missing something. “Hmm,” she said. “You’re right.  Maybe the Easter story is 

enough. Maybe we believe it.”   

           Let’s see. 

 Once upon a time, more than two thousand years ago, Jesus, a poor carpenter who 

some believed was the Messiah, the Anointed One from God, was persecuted, 

condemned, crucified and died. He was buried in a stone tomb on Friday afternoon before 

the sun set, in accordance with Jewish law. Saturday was the Sabbath which meant no 

one could work or venture far from home.  

 What I’d like to invite you to do this morning is to imagine yourselves as Mary 

Magdalene in this story. Mary is a very close friend of Jesus’ and she’s heartbroken by all 

that has happened to him. This man whom she loved has died and she is beside herself 

with grief. 

In the early morning hours of Sunday, before the first shimmer of dawn, when the 

sky was its darkest and the air its most still, she simply couldn’t pace and wring her hands 

at home any longer.  Unable to sleep, unable to find herself, unable to get away from 

herself, unable to reconcile all that had happened, she just has to go to Jesus, to find him, 

to be near his tomb.  So she sets out in the dark, her quickened footsteps on the gravel the 

only sound in the sleeping night.  Maybe she is talking to herself or to Jesus, maybe she is 

praying, likely she is crying.  All she wants is to see his body one more time, dead though 

it is.  But no matter what she is thinking, she is not expecting to find what she does when 

she arrives at the tomb.  The enormous stone, the stone that had sealed the tomb, is lying 

aside, revealing the gaping darkness within.  She knows in an instant that the conspiracy 
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is not over; she assumes that those who have persecuted and convicted and crucified 

Jesus are still out to get him, even his dead body.  Where moments before she had felt 

deep sorrow, now she feels panic and fear.  So she runs terrified through the streets to 

Simon Peter and the disciple whom Jesus loved.  “They have taken the Lord out of the 

tomb, and we do not know where they have laid him,” she says.  The two disciples 

immediately run toward the tomb.  The sense of panic is riddled throughout the narrative.  

Mary runs, the disciples run.  The urgency is palpable.  And when they find that Jesus is, 

in fact, gone, when they find his burial cloths lying empty, you can almost hear their 

shoulders slump.  Mary Magdalene was right; she isn’t just crazed from grief.  Jesus is 

gone.  This time not running, maybe even hardly moving, the disciples slump dejected 

back home. 

 And Mary collapses outside the tomb, weeping from loss, weeping for herself, 

weeping for Jesus.  The rising sun is filtering furry beams of dawn through the trees and 

morning mist, and the birds are about the business of the day: territory, food and 

procreation.  It is at once a busy scene and a totally quiet one as the village clings to the 

last moments of sleep.  After a while though, it occurs to Mary that she hasn’t actually 

looked in the tomb herself.  She had been too frightened earlier, she had just seen the 

stone rolled away and fled, and then she’d taken Peter’s word for what wasn’t inside—

who wasn’t inside.  But now, alone, she rises slowly to peer inside the darkened tomb.  

And what greets her but two angels clothed in white.  When they ask her why she is 

weeping she doesn’t say, as she had before, “They have taken the Lord,” but “they have 

taken away my Lord and I do not know where he is.”  As though, in some sense, they had 

taken a part of her.  She had had Jesus and now, in that tomb, knows the wrenching 

feeling of having lost him.  It’s not that he died--she knew he was dead, she was there.  

But now he is lost.   

We often say, when someone has died, that we have lost him or lost her.  It’s a 

visceral reaction, much like Mary’s.  And so we start searching the empty tomb, the 

vacated space that once held the one we loved.  We have memories that we long to flesh 

out, like the linen cloths, the shroud that lies limp in the tomb.   

 Mary is so focused on what is gone, so fixated on finding the dead body, that she 

doesn’t see the angels in front of her. Not only that, but when she turns to talk to the 

gardener outside the tomb, she doesn’t recognize him. She can’t see what is really before 
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her because her pain and agony are consuming.  She is not anticipating joy; she is 

surprised by blessing. She is not alone. 

 Mary is good at grieving. So intent is she on finding the dead body, the bones of 

what had been, that she did not see what was staring her in the face. We are so consumed 

by loss sometimes--by what we don’t have--that we miss the angels before us. We grieve 

well and rejoice poorly. We are reluctant to trust the hope before us.  We are so 

accustomed to disappointment, to the earthly failings and shortcomings of life, that we 

dare not grasp the hope that lies resplendent before us.  

Mary turns from the angels and sees a gardener outside the tomb and continues to 

beg for the body.  She doesn’t recognize that it is Christ until he calls her name. “Mary,” 

he says, and her breath stops as in an instant she knows the impossible has occurred; she 

knows that Christ lives. She understands with her heart and soul something her mind 

cannot fathom, something that is by all rational measure impossible. 

You’ve all had moments like that, times when you just know deep down that 

something is true though you are unable to explain why.  

Two weeks ago we were amazed to see the first ever picture of a black hole. I 

spent an inordinate amount of time trying to understand this image, which swiftly lead 

me down a rabbit hole to general relativity, to singularities, to the warping and stretching 

of space time, to spaghettification—that’s what happens when things enter a strong 

gravitational field--and a pounding headache.  Begging the indulgence of the physicists 

here this morning, what I came away with are a few things I can sort of grasp.   

          First what we saw wasn’t really—though the idea of reality is itself brought into 

question—it wasn’t really an actual picture of the black hole.  It was a radiographic 

image generated by eight enormous, ground based telescopes across the globe that have 

been working together to capture something that is not visible. Together they form the 

Event Horizon Telescope and attest to something we cannot see. The event horizon is the 

theoretical boundary around a black hole from which no light or radiation can escape.  To 

be clear, the picture we saw of the black hole was not actually of the black hole itself, it 

was a radiographic constructed image. Through amazing power, human ingenuity and 

cooperation, we are able to see something that is, in effect, invisible.  

 This was essentially what Jesus did, wasn’t it?  He showed us the nature of God, 

the Spirit of the Divine, the love of our creator. He never, if you recall, told us to worship 
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him; he was always pointing over his shoulder at the One who sent him.  It is through 

Jesus’ birth, life, death and resurrection that we come to know God in the living Christ, 

here among us. Jesus was and is our Event Horizon Telescope, enabling us to see 

something, someone we thought invisible, helping us to see that Christ lives among us 

this very moment and always has. 

We trust astrophysicists when they tell us that they can show us a black hole 55 

million light years away, larger than our entire solar system and 6.5 billion times the 

mass of our sun.  I ask you: Is it so much harder to believe that Christ lives? That God’s 

love is revealed every day tiny ants, peepers chirping, in the birds singing ever earlier 

each morning, in the soft skin of someone you love, even in the people who drive you 

crazy, in your enemies, in rushing rivers, your dog’s head upon your lap, in tears, angels 

and gardeners? 

 Here’s black hole factoid for you.  Were the earth to be consumed by a black hole, 

the gravitational force would compress its mass down to the size of a dime. So what fills 

our world, do you think? What is breathed into every thing, every rock, tree, worm, 

elephant, lake, into every moment your heart is stirred, every time you know deep down 

that truth has been revealed? 

 Christ is risen and he is no longer the familiar human Jesus you knew so well, the 

Jesus who was born in a manger, tempted in the wilderness, had an affinity for telling 

stories and asking questions and loving the outcasts. Neither life nor death could hold 

him and he is now abroad in the land. And when you hear your name called in a voice 

more familiar than your own, turn around.  For though you may not at first know the One 

before you, rest assured that you are known and loved and sent forth in joy to be with 

Christ now and forever more.  

 

       Grace and Peace.  

 

 

 

 

 


