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Sermon: “She’s Not Wrong” 
Michael G. Isaacs 

  
     John 20:11-18   

 
Easter shows us life inside of a garden.i 
 
That is how John describes resurrection.  

The Gospel of John describes a one-on-one meeting  
between Mary and Jesus in a garden.  
 

This setting is significant in this Easter story.  
 

 Yes, gardens were a special place in Jesus’ day.  
They were like parks for nourishment and rest. 
The climate of the Middle East is dry and arid— 

gardens were wet and fertile. 
 
Jesus death and resurrection happened during the feast of Passover. 
  
There is another Book of the Bible full of one-on-one meetings in a garden.  

And guess when it was read: Passover. 
 

Each of the five Jewish feasts had   
one of the shorter books of the Bible assigned to it,  

and it was customary to read the Song of Solomon  
during Passover.  

 
This book describes a physical, passionate embrace of love-makers 

that can serve as an image of our worship of God.  
 
The garden of the book becomes a place  

of intimate connection, fertility and new life 
 
Without blushing, I am going to read now from Song of Solomon chapter 2, verses 8-13: 
 
 

The voice of my beloved! 
    Look, he comes, 
leaping upon the mountains, 
    bounding over the hills. 
My beloved is like a gazelle 
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    or a young stag. 
Look, there he stands 
    behind our wall, 
gazing in at the windows, 
    looking through the lattice. 
My beloved speaks and says to me: 
“Arise, my love, my fair one, 
    and come away; 
for now the winter is past, 
    the rain is over and gone. 
The flowers appear on the earth; 
    the time of singing has come, 
and the voice of the turtledove 
    is heard in our land. 
The fig tree puts forth its figs, 
    and the vines are in blossom; 
    they give forth fragrance. 
Arise, my love, my fair one, 
    and come away. 

 
* * * 

 
Easter shows us life inside of a garden. 
 
Does this garden have a name?  
 There’s a lot of gardens in the bible. 
  
  Maybe we can use one of the names of those gardens. 
 
 I’m going to take you on a little field trip. 
 

* * * 
 

Is it SOLOMON’S GARDEN? I want this side of the sanctuary to imagine yourself in 
Solomon’s garden. 

 
 In this garden,  

you are God’s DELIGHT.   
 
There is pleasure, touch and scent.  

 
There are gazelles.  
There is plenty of honey. 
There are pomegranates, figs, and lilies. 

 
  Love is so abundant that is transformed into life.  
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   There is fertility and intimacy.  
 
 This Garden is the one read about at Passover.  
  Mary probably missed the reading this year. 
 

She spent the night before with Jesus in the upper room.  
 
They started the feast, but they didn’t get to finish.  
 

They came for him to crucify him. 
 

But now you ar in a gdern with Jesus—the Word become flesh. 
 

You delight in God and God delights in you. 
 
Jesus and Mary rendezvous in the garden,  

and he became the embodiment of God’s love and Delight.  
 

* * * 
 
Is it the GARDEN OF EDEN? Now if you are sitting over here, imagine yourself in the garden 
of Eden. 
 
 In this Garden,  
  you are God’s INTENTION. 
 
  You are the way God created the world  

with fullness and goodness. 
 
  You are the BEGINNING. 
    
  But something went astray, 
   you spent your whole life yearning for—searching for—   
    that fullness and completeness again. 
 
 Now you are in the garden with Jesus—a new Adam, perhaps. 
 
 It is like you never left. This is the way it is supposed to be. 
   

The hole left in your soul when you departed, 
  
 You feel like you are who God created you to be. 
 

* * * 
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Is it this the NEW CREATION? If you are sitting on the balcony or the chancel, let me show 
you your garden.   

In this Garden, 
you are God’s perfection. 
 
You are complete. 
 
You are the DESTINY of all things. 

 
An angel shows us the garden,  

it falls out of the sky onto the earth. 
 

The water is bright as crystal. 
There is a tree of life—with twelve kinds of fruit. 
The leaves are for the healing of the nations. 
 
You see the face of God. 
And there will be no more night;  

they need no light of lamp or sun, 
 for the Lord God will be their light,  

and they will reign forever and ever. 
 

* * * 
 
In which of those gardens do Jesus and Mary meet? 
 
I’m going to suggest something crazy:  

It’s all the same garden.  
 

We are the resurrection garden.  
 

Look around. These gardens come together in the resurrection. 
 
The beginning (over here) touches end (up there.)  

The Alpha and the Omega cross in the resurrection.  
 
Resurrection is the central point of history.  
 
 The eternal peeps into the now. 
 
Resurrection ends the beginning, 

 and it begins the ending. 
 
Everything converges.  

 
There is nothing separating us from  
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the INTENT,  
DELIGHT,  

or DESINTY of God.  
 

There is no separation.  
 
INTENT, DELIGHT, and DESTINY are reconciled.  
 
We are reconciled in love.  

You can’t separate them anymore.  
 
Anything that tries to obscure this communion  

is shattered by the intimacy of God. 
  
Resurrection is a profound intimacy.  

Resurrection is not primarily an idea or a belief;  
resurrection is an intimacy between God and humanity.  
 
Resurrection is an intimacy between creation and the Creator. 
 

Nothing can stand in the way of their DESIRE for one another. 
 
 Resurrection is a poem between lovers in a garden.  

 
* * * 

 
I’ll admit that was a lot of set-up  

for the most fascinating,  
jaw-dropping part of the story. 

 
Mary is at that LOCUS of INTENT, DELIGHT, and DESTINY.  
 
She found the empty tomb.  

Her other friends come and leave.  
 
But she remains at the tomb.  
She is staring into the tomb.  
 
We call this tomb empty,  

but I’m not sure it really is empty.  
 
What if when Jesus got out of that tomb, 

everything that keeps us from intimacy with God 
went into the tomb? 
 
It is full of everything that  
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tries to keep us from the garden.  
 

Mary is looking into the tomb and seeing despair.  
She is looking into the tomb and she sees shame.  
She is peering in just to see fear peering back.  
She sees greed, distrust, violence… 
No wonder she is weeping. 

 
Then she hears a voice behind her.  
 

Supposing—here it is—it is the gardener,  
she pleads: 

 
Sir, if you have taken him away, please return him. 

 
Here is the thing, though.  

Mary’s not wrong.  
She met a gardener.  

 
We don’t listen to Mary; we just suppose she is wrong.  

Perhaps, her emotions have gotten to her.  
Perhaps, she being hysterical and unreliable.  

Perhaps her grief has disfigured her vision.  
But she’s not wrong. 

 
 This is no April fool’s joke: 

The Gardener is Jesus.  
Jesus is the Gardener.  
 
As the gardener,  

Jesus brings together 
 INTENT, DESTINY, and DELIGHT. 

 
  This is the Creator of all things. 
 
Jesus calls Mary back to the Garden calls us back into God’s INTENT. 
Jesus beckons Mary into the completion of all things 

—into a new DESTINY. 
 
The Gardener speaks her name, “Mary.” 
  
 (The gardener of all things knows your name.) 
 
She gasps. 
 
She reaches out for Jesus and grabs for dear life 
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—because this truly is DELIGHT. 
 

This is the delight of Passover,  
  where God desire for us  

and our desire for God 
 meet in a garden. 
 

 This is where connection 
  familiarity and the eternal 
   all come together. 
 
She’s not wrong.  
 
Jesus is our gardener.  

He brings us to new life.  
 
Jesus cultivates us.  
 
The sheep will know the voice of the Good Shepherd. 
He is the vinedresser.  

We are nurtured and pruned.  
He is the gate to abundant life. 
 
 Jesus is mending a broken world. 
 Jesus is digging into the earth to bring about new life. 

 
* * * 

 
Throughout my life, I’ve heard plenty of names and titles for Jesus. Gardener isn’t one that I 
haven’t heard very often. And that’s too bad.  
 
Now, I don’t know too much about gardeners. I met a woman who taught me most of what I 
know about them, but now I see she was really teaching me about faith. 
 
I was a seminary intern at a church. It was the first visit I paid someone a visit in hospice care. (I 
think they picked her out on purpose.) Her body was quickly failing her, but she was still 
cognizant. She’d always been a great conversationalist; no topic was considered out of bounds. 
Her favorite topics were trees and urban gardening.  She worked as an arborist, and in her free 
time was an officer for a New York City garden club.  
 
I went into her room. She gave me her hand. We didn’t say anything right away. After a long 
grasp and extended eye contact, I finally broke the silence. “Are you afraid?” 
 
She chuckled. (It was like she was waiting for me to ask—baiting me.)  “Honey, I’m a gardener. 
Gardeners don’t fear death,” she said. “Gardeners work in death. We turn death over. We bring 
new life out of death. I have nothing to fear.” 
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Now, there’s a lesson for the church.  
 
If Jesus is our gardener, God is going bring us back to life again and again.  Where there is 
despair, there is going to be hope. Where there is indifference, there is going be love. Where 
there is mourning, they’ll be dancing. Where there is empire, there is going to be beloved 
community.  
 
Gardeners don’t fear death. They transform death into life. 
 

It reminds of my favorite proverbs.  
It is not in the Bible, but I wish it were.  

 It is from Mexico.   
 
“They buried us. They didn’t know we were seeds.” 

 
I’d add to it: “They didn’t know Jesus was our Gardener.” 

 
Gardeners till soil, water, prune, and cultivate.  
God desires to cultivate you;  

do you share the longing? 
 

* * * 
 
The resurrection according to John seems particularly challenging and relevant as ever. All of the 
Gospels writers tell the story a little differently. Only John emphasizes this intimacy, touch, and 
delight. 
 
The other accounts can be a bit louder. Some of the other accounts seem more triumphalistic and 
victorious. And I’m usually right there, stunned at the grave’s shattered door. I’m usually right 
there, proclaiming, “Where, O Death, is your victory; where, O Death, is your sting?” I’m 
usually right there on Easter morning.  
 
But John shows us this intimate side of the resurrection. It is relevant as ever. The world is 
already so loud.  We need more than brass and alleluias to proclaim that Christ is risen. Our 
world is loud: Teenager survivors of violence are being slandered by adults. Our world is loud: 
This Wednesday marks 50 years since the death of Martin Luther King, Jr., and crucifixions keep 
happening. Our world is loud: Poverty and hunger still persist, as does a deafening complacency. 
Our world is loud. 
 
We still must shout “Christ is risen!”  
 
John, however, shows us that the resurrection doesn’t always have to be louder. Sometimes, 
resurrection draws us closer—draws us into intimacy. 
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But, I for one, just need a moment in the garden. I wonder if John’s resurrection story is the one 
we need to hear today. Perhaps we just need a moment to learn to be vulnerable with one 
another. Perhaps, we are pleading for a moment of intimacy with God and all of creation. It’s not 
just Jesus and Mary in that garden—all of creation is there. You’re there, too. How are we 
present with one another in a world that tries to sow fear, discord, and violence?  
 
Resurrection can be a poem between lovers who DELIGHT in one another? Resurrection is a 
love poem in a garden with fruit--fertility—new life—turtledoves singing—and, hopefully, some 
gazelles.  

 
* * * 

 
This morning I woke up to find a newspaper column written by the pastor of the church where I 
used to be a member. He is a gardener. He says that gardeners in his part of the country wait until 
April 1 to plant to ensure the frost is gone. This means planting begins on Easter this year. What 
great timing, he notes, to see new life brought forth by God.  
 
Pastor Billy writes, “Today, I’m giving thanks for the gardeners in my life. I’m giving thanks for 
those who dig their hands down into the dirt and continue nurturing new life, despite the sorrow, 
the tragedy, and the terror around us. I’m giving thanks to the Spirit of the Living God, who 
resurrects life out of death, and brings us the day when love overcomes hatred, when mercy and 
compassion overcome fear, when peace overcomes violence.”ii 
 
Personally, I’m thankful that   

Mary is not wrong. 
 
   She met a gardener.  

The gardener’s name is Jesus.  
 

The garden is a convergence  
Of God’s INTENT, DELIGHT, and DESTINY. 
 
 Let’s call it EDEN. 

 
 The weeping Mary has a name.  

It’s Jackie… 
It’s Tom… 

It’s Lynn… 
It’s Jeff… 

It’s Helen… 
 

And because of this resurrection, 
  you’re not wrong either.  

i This sermon is inspired by Sam Wells’ sermon “The Secret Garden,” preached at Duke University Chapel on April 
12, 2009. 
ii Billy Newton, Gardeners nurture new life as God of love also tends needs. The Daily Times. 31 March 2018.  
Accessible at https://www.thedailytimes.com/community/gardeners-nurture-new-life-as-god-of-love-also-tends/ 

                                                


