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There is a scene that is common in many Hollywood movies, particularly sporting movie.  My apologies if you have a distaste for sporting analogies, particularly basketball analogies, but bear with me.  It goes something like this.  
There are two teams, one is the underdog who instinctively we are meant to route for.  During most of the game the underdogs are being pulverized by the opposition team.  Somehow, we find ourselves in the final quarter and the scores are close, but the clock is ticking.  
We are in the final seconds.  A late time out is called and still our team is behind.  For all extensive purposes, it’s all over rover.  Hope is gone, and defeat seems inevitable. That’s when suddenly something happens.  That’s when the hero emerges.  You know the scene, the whistle blows and the player throws the ball, the clock seems to go in slow motion, its hits the rim of the basket, and then it drops victoriously through the net.  The whistle blows and the celebrations begin, despair turns to joy, hopelessness turns into victory.
This morning we are with Mary Magdalene at the tomb.  Jesus has died on Friday, and his followers are defeated.  All hope is lost, they weep, they scatter, they hide. We can’t underestimate just how broken they may be.  Not only has a mother lost a child and the followers a friend and mentor.  But Jesus was their last hope, their only hope.  You see, Jesus followers lived under the occupation of the Romans, who reminded them daily that they were dirt.  That they were powerless, that they were nothing.  
It’s interesting that we find Mary Magdalene here.  Magdalene was not her surname, but it likely referred to where she was from, the village of Magdala. According historical accounts, Magdala was a gathering place for rebels who defied the Romans. The Roman emperor put siege to the city. The rebels were killed during battle in the Sea of Galilee. The Romans killed all the remaining inhabitants. Magdala became a forgotten city, hidden beneath layers of soil deposited by rainwater and floods until recently discovered. It is said that up to 3000 people were crucified at one time in the village of Magdala.  
You can imagine what it must have felt like to be Mary from Magdala.  She was broken and hopeless.  Jesus had seemed to be their last hope, but even he lost to the power of the Roman empire.  There was a sense that the game was over, they were done!
But Easter reminds us that it isn’t over.  Something is about to happen. Something is about to change everything. He is alive, he is alive, he has risen!
The story of the resurrection is the story of hope, especially hope when all seems to be lost.  Throughout Holy week we have reflected on the things Jesus carried on the way to the cross.  He carried the crown of thorns, the wooden beam, the sins of the world, his followers’ disappointments.  But he also carried the hopes of the world.  He carried our hopes.  
Resurrection tells us that there is no situation so grave that God cannot overcome it, not even death.  We need to hear that.  There are days when life gets on top of us, those are the days when we need to remind ourselves that we are people of the resurrection.
[bookmark: _Hlk479941910]Today is meant to be a day of celebration and joy.  After journeying through Lent and through the theatre of Holy Week, today is the day we rejoice.  We rejoice because the sun has come up and extinguished the shadows of night.  Go eat chocolate, celebrate family, be glad.  We rejoice because he is risen.  Hallelujah, Hallelujah, Hallelujah.
 

