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Mary 
 
We were so devastated after the crucifixion, after burying 
Jesus in the tomb. There didn’t seem to be a way to stop the 
tears from flowing. We were over-whelmed, inconsolable – 
even with all the promises he had made, the assurances he 
gave that God was with him, that we would see him again, 
that he would leave us a friend. 
 
Well – where was that friend? And just how can you see a 
person again after they have died? 
 
We were up early the day after the Sabbath, to keep the 
custom and anoint his body. We’d been trying to decide 
how to move the stone from in front of the tomb – it was 
far too heavy for a few women to move without tools. So 
when we got there, and discovered that the stone had 
been rolled aside already, we were a little surprised, but 
thought the men must have anticipated us and moved it. 
So we went in. 
 
And then we really did receive a shock.  

He was gone – the body was not there, where we had so 
carefully laid it.  
 
It was not in the tomb at all. The cloths we had wrapped 
around him were strewn on the floor, the scarf from his 
head was folded, sitting at the place where his head should 
have been resting – where was Jesus’ body? 
 
Before we could recover our voices to call the guards, we 
were stunned again – this time by the brightest of lights. 
Suddenly we found ourselves facing angels of God – they 
must have been – who else would have been lit up that 
way? 



 They spoke – but how could we believe what they said? 

‘Jesus is risen.’ 
 
And yet, somewhere deep inside, we did believe. 

 
As we were digesting the news, we heard another voice, 
and turned. Standing before us now was Jesus himself. 
 
‘Rabbouni’  
 
Hearing the voice of my teacher, I had found my voice. 
 A shepherd knows his sheep, and they know the voice of 
their master. 
 
My Rabbouni, my Teacher is alive! 
 
I have never known such joy as we felt in that moment. All 
those hints he had given, the secrets and promises; showing 
us his power over death by bringing Lazarus back to life. 
Finally, we understood. 
 
We wanted to shout and dance and sing – but we ran. We 
ran to share this fantastic news – the best of all possible 
news – with his closest friends. They would see him soon. 
They must believe he was alive. 
 
Jesus is alive!  


