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Grace and peace to you in the name of the risen Christ. 
Christ is risen! 
(He is risen indeed.) 
Hope begins before the sun Is up,…in the grey shadows of 
early morning. Easter does not begin in full daylight. 
It begins at dawn. 
 
Matthew tells us that Mary Magdalene and the other Mary go 
to the tomb at dawn. The sun is still hidden then; You can 
barely see in the thin light of dawn. The woman go while the 
world is still half-shadowed, half-lit, half awake. 
 
And that matters, because dawn is where hope lives. 
 
Dawn is not the absence of darkness. It is the assurance 
that darkness is no longer in charge.  
 
Dawn is light that has started, even if night has not fully 
released its grip. That is where Easter begins. That is where 
hope is born. 
 
The women do not come to the tomb expecting resurrection. 
They come carrying grief. They come because love refuses to 
stay home, even when hope feels thin. They walk in that 
fragile hour when sorrow still feels real and the future still 
feels uncertain. Sorrow walks toward the tomb, hope walks 
with it. 



Many of us know that hour well. It is the hour when: 
• anxious hearts tremble, 
• When the diagnosis has been spoken, but healing has  

not yet come, 
• When the loss is still sharp, and comfort feels far away, 
• the prayer has been prayed, but the answer has not 

arrived. 
 
That hour feels like night, but assured…it is actually dawn.   
 
Anyone who has ever watched the sky before sunrise knows 
this truth: the light begins changing the world long before the 
sun is visible. Colors shift. Shadows soften. Something is 
happening, even if you can’t yet name it. That is hope, quiet, 
persistent, already at work. 
 
The women are walking toward the tomb in sorrow, but hope 
is already ahead of them. 
 
Then the earth shakes. 
The angel descends. 
The stone is rolled away. 
 
Not at noon. 
Not when everything is obvious. 
But at dawn. 
 
The stone is not rolled away so Jesus can get out. He is 
already risen. The stone is rolled away so the women can 
see what God has done. 
 



Hope does not wait for perfect conditions. God does not 
wait for full daylight. God acts while faith is still adjusting its 
eyes. 
 
The angel speaks hope directly into their fear: 
“Do not be afraid… He is not here; for he has been raised.” 
Hope does not deny fear, it outpaces it. 
 
Matthew tells us the women leave the tomb “with fear and 
great joy.” That is the emotional landscape of hope. 
Hope is not certainty. 
Hope is not closure. 
Hope is not everything being fixed. 
 
Hope is knowing that life has begun again, even if the night 
has not fully ended. 
 
Hope is like standing outside just before sunrise and 
realizing you no longer need a flashlight. The darkness is still 
there, but you don’t need the old tools or coping 
mechanisms anymore. The light is doing the work now. 
 
That is resurrection hope…joyful, quiet, strong, and 
unstoppable. 
 
The angel sends the women immediately: “Go quickly and 
tell his disciples.” They are sent while it is still dawn; before 
they understand everything, before the joy settles, before 
the fear disappears.   
 
The women are sent as hope-bearers before the day is yet 
bright. 



Hope is not something we wait to feel fully before we share 
it. Hope is something we carry forward, even when it still 
trembles. 
 
And as they go, Jesus meets them on the way. 
 
He does not wait at the tomb. He meets them in motion. He 
meets them in obedience. He meets them in the dawning. 
 
“Do not be afraid,” he says again. Because hope does not 
mean we will never be afraid. It means fear will not stop us 
from walking forward. 
 
Psalm 118 gives us language for hope that has survived the 
night: “The Lord is my strength and my might; the Lord has 
become my salvation.” 
 
This is not praise from someone who avoided hardship. This 
is praise from someone who made it through. “I shall not 
die, but I shall live.” Easter declares that death is not an 
endless night. It is a long night, but not an eternal one. 
 
So we say: “This is the day that the Lord has made.” Not 
because the sun is overhead, but because daybreak has 
begun. 
 
In Acts, Peter tells the truth plainly: Jesus was killed, but 
God raised him. And then he says, we are commanded to 
testify. 
 
 
 



Colossians reminds us what that means for our lives: 
“If you have been raised with Christ, seek the things that are 
above.” Resurrection people live like people who know the 
sun is coming. We actively and intentionally: 
• choose mercy while shadows remain, 
• speak truth while the world still resists it, 
• love boldly while fear lingers, 
• Because hope has already broken the horizon. 

 
Resurrection People…People of the Dawn don’t panic when 
the sky is still gray. They know what gray means. It means 
the light has started its work. 
 
The women come to the tomb in sorrow. They leave carrying 
hope. They arrive in the darkness. They leave in the light that 
has begun. 
 
Easter does not rush us to noon. 
Easter meets us at dawn. 
 
If you are standing today in that in-between, liminal space: 
Not healed yet, 
nor certain yet, 
or finished grieving… Hear the good news: 
• Hope has already started. The stone has been moved. 

The light is breaking. 
• Christ is risen. Hope is alive. And dawn has come. 

 
Alleluia. Amen. 
 


