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  When I became a pastor, my mother took devilish pleasure in recounting to me a story about 

another pastor she knew who had a little boy of his own.  This child had a history of impulsive 

and unpredictable behavior and sure enough, on a chilly December evening when this pastor 

and his wife were hosting a Christmas Open House at the manse for the entire congregation, 

this little guy appeared in his pajamas on the staircase leading up to the second floor.  Looking 

down on the packed room below him oat the church members all chatting away, he suddenly 

shouted in a piercingly high voice, his arms upraised for effect, “Ladies and Gempelmens!  

Ladies and Gempelmens—I am the Lord!”  This announcement was met with stunned silence—

followed by uproarious laughter.  So let me make something perfectly clear:  this is not what is 

meant by today’s sermon title, “Finding Your Voice.”  As for the identity of that little boy?  That 

secret will remain forever sealed. 

I 

  The voice we’re going to go looking for on this glorious Easter morning isn’t God’s voice, but 

your voice.  And your voice.  And yours.  Because God’s voice has already found us.  And Christ’s 

voice now calls us by name. 

  The scriptures of both the Old and New Testaments teach that each of us has a “voice,” –in 

Latin the word is “vocatus” or “vocation” in English.  Each of us has a vocation: a calling from 

God which reflects our own unique set of stories, gifts and abilities and corresponds to God’s 

sovereign purpose for our lives.  People talk about their “calling” quite often:  the “call” to 

ministry, for example, or the “call” to teach; even the “call” to public service. “Finding our 

voice” is our faithful response to God’s calling.  It’s about hearing that “still, small voice” that 

we’ve been listening for throughout this Lenten season—and perhaps for far longer than that. 

  Taken from our own Presbyterian Brief Statement of Faith, one of the callings of the Church is 

“to hear the voices of peoples long silenced,” particularly the poor, the oppressed and the 

marginalized.  One of these voices has been the voice of women in the world—particularly the 

world that was First Century Palestine—the world that Jesus undertook to change through his 

extraordinary treatment of women.  The Gospels are full of these stories:  the Woman with the 

Affliction and the Woman at the Well; Mary and Martha and the Unknown Woman from the 



City.  But no one stands out quite so powerfully as Mary of Magdala, the one called “the 

Magdalene,” whose likeness you see set forth in beautiful Tiffany stained glass above me. 

  Mary Magdalene is arguably the most mischaracterized disciple of Jesus, described as a loose 

woman and even a prostitute ever since a memorable sermon was preached by Pope Gregory 

the Great back in the 6th century.  She’s been dressed up as “the Lady in Red” ever since.  But in 

fact the opposite is true.  The Gospels nowhere describe Mary Magdalene in this way.  They 

describe her as a woman from the village of Magdala in Galilee who became a devoted follower 

of Jesus after he healed her of “seven demons,” which could mean a lot of things back in the 

First Century.  She may also have been a person of means, as she is described, along with 

Joanna, as providing material support for Jesus’ ministry. 

  What we do know is that Mary Magdalene alone appears in all four accounts of Jesus’ 

crucifixion, death and resurrection.  In the Gospels of Mark and John, it is to Mary alone that 

the Risen Christ first appears, beautifully depicted by Louis Comfort Tiffany in the triptych that 

graces the Chancel of this church. 

II 

  What was Mary’s state of mind, do you think, on that very first Easter, when, according to 

John’s Gospel, she came back to the garden before sunrise?  Two days earlier at Golgotha, Mary 

had faced the horror of Jesus’ Crucifixion with steadfast courage and indomitable love.  But 

now he was dead.  She fully believed this.  And all that could be done after the Sabbath was to 

go to the place where they laid him.  You have heard the account of how she found the tomb 

empty, ran to fetch Peter and the Beloved Disciple, watched them inspect the empty tomb and 

then leave.  Only she chose to stay, remaining there alone, standing there engulfed by her own 

weeping as everything that had given her life meaning had been utterly taken away.  Yet it was 

to Mary, and not to the men, that the angels appeared.  “Why are you weeping?” they asked.  

Her answer revealed her state of desolation and disbelief. 

  And then Jesus comes.  He is simply—there.  And she “turns around”—she literally “repents” 

to face him.  Not until he calls her by her name does she finally “see” him—for who he was, and 

is.  “Rabbouni!” she cries.  “My Teacher!”  Author and poet Jan Richardson writes in her book, 

Circle of Grace, “Jesus said to her, ‘Mary!’  You hardly imagined standing here, everything you 

ever loved suddenly returned to you, looking you in the eye and calling your name.” 

  Whose resurrection are we looking at now?  The call of Jesus brought Mary’s spirit from death 

to life—something Jesus has been doing for many ever since!  “I once was lost but now am 

found.”  That is the power of Easter.  And that is the meaning of Grace.  “Rabbouni!”  “I once 

was blind but now I see.”  And Mary was amazed.  Obeying her Rabbi, she ran to tell his 

disciples, “I have seen the Lord!”  Mary announced his rising.  What could be more glorious than 



that?  It doesn’t really matter now, what the Church did to Mary, down all those long, long 

years.  We know now who she truly was, and always will be: the First Apostle to the Apostles; 

the first to proclaim the Resurrection. 

III 

  We got a call from Deb’s brother in Paris last week, where he has lived with his French wife 

Aline ever since graduating from the Sorbonne.  Today he is a professor of American Studies in 

the French University System.  Aline had gone to the hospital while their only son Brice and his 

wife, who live nearby, have both come down with COVID.  The whole country is now under 

lockdown, so John can’t visit his wife or children.  Deb asked him if just thinking about Easter 

was too painful right now, but his response to her was, “Every day is a resurrection.”  My 

brother-in-law may be employed as a professor, you see, but his “calling” is to be a husband, 

and father, and brother, and friend.  Not just on Easter morning.  But every morning.  Every day 

is the day of Resurrection. 

  The famous Spanish Cellist Pablo Casals said, at age 93, “Each day I am reborn.  Each day I 

must begin again…I go to the piano, and I play two preludes and two fugues of Bach…The music 

is never the same for me, never…It fills me with awareness of the wonder of life…Each day is 

something new, fantastic, unbelievable.” 

  Terry Hershey, reflecting on Native American spirituality, believes that each of us has a song to 

sing.  “I cannot tell you your song,” he writes.  “But I can tell you this: you have one.  Count on it.  

And if you sit still, you may hear it.”  Mary Magdalene found her song in the call of Jesus.  She 

ran to the disciples to sing it.  The Good News she proclaimed still holds up the Church today, 

no less than the Confession of Peter.  The Psalmist had it right:  “I will sing to the Lord as long as 

I live; I will sing praise to my God while I have being” (Ps. 104:33-34). 

IV 

  Friends, we don’t need to be Louis B. Tiffany to imagine the Resurrection, or Pablo Casals to 

hear our song.  We need only to be ourselves, with a heart that is facing toward God.  It is the 

Lord who comes to us—and not the other way around!  God is calling: through the grandeur of 

Nature; through the people God places around us; and in the silence of our souls.  And when 

we find our voice, and begin to sing our song, it will be a doxology of gratitude, even when we 

sing it through our tears.  Because finding your voice is discovering what makes you alive. 

  Consider my friend Jim Stevenson, who with his family is a part of our community of faith here 

at First Pres.  He works as a lawyer.  He practices law.  But he also practices his relationship to 

God in a way that gave birth to these “words:”  this work of his spirit entitled, “The Periodic 

Table of Human Conditions,” modelled after the Periodic Table of Elements, the building blocks 



of physical existence.  Jim’s work sets forth the elements of our spiritual existence in such a way 

as to confront us with ourselves.  For me, I can almost hear Moses saying “See, I have set before 

you blessings and curses, life and death…therefore choose life” (Dt. 30:15ff).  Thank you, Jim, for 

sharing your voice with us this Easter. 

  Friends, the Words of Life within us get spoken in beautiful ways.  Consider our Organist and 

Bell Choir Director Dr. Barry Wenger, whose Choir gave voice to two new compositions of his 

during Holy Week.  Consider Dr. Ben Levy, a Gastroenterologist at Mt. Sinai Hospital in Chicago 

and the subject of an article in the Tribune by Mary Schmich.  Dr. Levy is also a Cellist.  He plays 

his cello regularly for his hospital and hospice patients as part of his calling to heal.  This week, 

his is putting on a virtual concert to raise awareness for colorectal cancer.  He has found his 

voice. 

  And then there is a little boy name Jadon.  Jadon Hayes.  Back in 2015, at age six, Jadon lost 

both of his parents to illness.  Devastated especially by the loss of his mother, Jadon decided to 

do something about it.  He gathered small toys: tiny dinosaurs and rubber ducks, and with his 

Aunt Barbara in attendance, began giving them out to strangers on the downtown streets of 

Savannah, wanting only to make them smile.  And smile they did!  The smiles started spreading, 

and soon little Jadon was on the CBS Nightly News.  He said his goal was to get 33,000 of us to 

smile.  He wound up with far more than that.  He had found his voice.  And all our smiles were 

helping Jadon to smile again. 

Conclusion 

  So what about you?  Jan Richardson writes, “If it a blessing you seek, open your mouth.  Fill 

your lungs with the air this new morning brings and then release it with a cry.  Hear how the 

blessing breaks forth in your own voice, how your own lips form every word you never dreamed 

to say.” 

Friends, may we all find our voices on this glorious Easter morning, our voices singing, 

Christ is Risen!  He is Risen indeed!  Because Christ is Risen in me. 

Amen. 


