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                                                RUN FOR YOUR LIFE
				    John 20: 1-18
	John 20 is an Easter running story. Everybody is running around in our text-Mary Magdalene, Peter, the beloved disciple. Arriving at the tomb that early morning, Mary sees that the stone has been rolled away. So she runs to tell the disciples. She is convinced that someone has stolen Jesus’ body.  This is yet another insult added to injury. Mary, in her grief and shock, runs. 
	Hearing her report, Peter and the beloved disciple then run toward the tomb. Perhaps they run as rivals to see who can get there first. Perhaps they run to see for themselves. Perhaps they don’t even know why they are running. Running scared? Running on empty? Did they know they were running for their life?
	Whatever their reasons for running, both look into the tomb and encounter a strange new world. An emptiness that leaves behind evidence. Grave clothes lying there. Perhaps like a moth that left behind its cocoon. This is a whole new world they do not yet comprehend. And they will not until they see the risen Christ face to face later that evening.
	It is Mary Magdalene who stays around after Peter and the beloved disciple leave. She is weeping. Jesus has been crucified and buried, now his body stolen. It is more than she can bear. She looks into the tomb perhaps for one last time. And lo and behold there are two angels inside who ask her why she is crying. Then she turns around and encounters someone she thinks is a gardener. Again the same question, “Why are you crying?”
	Mary wonders if this gardener has taken the body. But this gardener turns out to be the Risen Christ! “Mary!” he says and she recognizes the One who had been her teacher. She falls at his feet and holds him tight. Jesus says, “You can’t hold onto me. I will soon ascend, but go now and tell the disciples.” And so the Easter running story ends as it began. Mary Magdalene runs to tell the disciples, “I have seen the Lord.” It is the first and best Easter sermon. “I have seen the Lord.”
	Let me share with you another Easter story. It happened 32 years ago at the beginning of the Bosnian Civil War. The 1991 breakup of Yugoslavia in the Balkans led to a three-year war between Croatian and Serbian factions.  A political conflict fueled by religious differences between Serbian Orthodox Christians and Croatian Muslims. Ethnic cleansing, terrible war crimes, almost 100,000 people killed and 2.2 million displaced. The worst conflict in Europe since World War II was not resolved until NATO stepped in to quell the violence in 1995.
	Near the beginning of that conflict on May 26, 1992, the city of Sarajevo was under attack. One of the few bakeries still operating in that beleaguered city was distributing bread to the starving people. At 4pm that afternoon a long line stretched out into the street. Suddenly an artillery shell fell directly into the middle of the line, killing 22 people instantly and spattering flesh, blood and bone over the entire area. It left a horrific crater in the street.
	Not far from the gore of ground zero lived a 37-year-old musician named Vedran Smailovic. Before the war Vedran had been the principal cellist of the Sarajevo Opera. It was a lovely life, one he yearned to return to. When he saw the carnage from the massacre outside his window, he was pushed beyond his capacity to endure anymore. Driven by his anguish, he resolved to do what he could do best. Through his tears, he would make music. Public music. Daring music. Music on a battlefield.
	So for twenty-two days at precisely 4pm, Vedran put on his full, formal concert attire, took up his cello, and walked out of his apartment into the crater the shell left behind. He placed his little stool in the rubble. And every day he played Albinoni’s Adagio in G Minor. He played to the abandoned streets, the smashed trucks and bombed out buildings and the terrified residents of Sarajevo. Day after day he played for all those lost in the war. Despite the continued shelling, he was never hurt, although his beloved cello was itself destroyed by shrapnel. 
	The news wires picked up the story of this extraordinary man, sitting in formal attire playng his cello in a bomb crater.  Every afternoon at 4pm for twenty-two days playing sweet music to the deserted streets and battered buildings. An English composer David Wilde was so moved by the story he too decided to make music. He wrote a composition for unaccompanied cello, which he entitled simply “The Cellist of Sarajevo.”  
	In April of 1994, some two years later, there was an international cello festival in Manchester, England. The opening night concert given at the Royal Conservatory Concert hall featured Yo Yo Ma. He played only one piece: David Wilde’s “The Cellist of Sarajevo.” Listen to the description of that moment: “Yo Yo Ma came on stage, bowed to the audience and sat down quietly on the chair, dressed in white tie and tails. Quietly, almost imperceptibly, the music began. Slowly it built, growing relentlessly into an agonized, slashing furor, gripping the audience, before subsiding at last into a hollow death rattle, and finally back to the silence.”
	“When he finished Yo Yo Ma remained bent over his cello. His bow still rested on the strings. No one in the hall moved, not a sound was made for a long, long time. It was as though the audience had witnessed the horrifying massacre themselves. Finally, still in silence, Yo Yo slowly straightened up and stretched out his hands toward the audience.  All eyes followed as he beckoned someone to come onto the stage.” 
	“An electric shock swept over the audience as they realized who had been summoned: Vedran Smailovic, the cellist of Sarajevo himself. He walked down the aisle as Yo Yo came off the stage and headed up the aisle to meet him. With arms flung wide, they met each other in a passionate embrace. Everyone in the hall stood in a chaotic frenzy-clapping, weeping, shouting, embracing, cheering. It was deafening, overwhelming, a tidal way of emotion. And in the center of it all stood these two men, still hugging, still crying freely.” 
	Easter comes to us from a gravesite. A weeping woman encounters angels, one she thought was a gardener who turned out to be a Risen Savior. A cellist overcome with grief and shock goes down into a bomb crater and makes beautiful music, stirring music against the madness. And his music reverberates into a recital hall in Manchester. It moves from its adagio melancholy to slashing furor and then back to silence. It is acknowledged with thunderous applause and glad tears of rejoicing.  It was an Easter moment.
	May your Easter be filled with glad tears of rejoicing. He is risen. He is risen indeed. Thanks be to God! Amen.
	   
	 
