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Peter 
My first response when I discovered the empty tomb with 

Mary and the others was to run. I didn’t know what was 

going on – but this was not a good sign, or so I thought. 

And still I didn’t believe, when Mary found us all in the 

room, shaking with fear, and told us her news. The best of 

all possible news – yet we wouldn’t hear her. It was 

impossible. We were convinced Jesus had been defeated, and 

couldn’t make sense of the world at all. 

I felt terrible that we had not trusted Mary. Loyal, truthful, 

wise Mary. Mary who had stayed when we had run for 

cover. Mary who had wrapped and anointed the body of 

our dear friend. She was a stronger person than any of us 

in those days. 

We were so blown away by the events of that last week, we 

gave in to fear. Look what it made me do on the day he was 

arrested – could I really have denied my Lord? Three times? 

We saw Jesus once more before he returned to be with 
God. 

I had decided to go fishing, and the others joined me. We 

didn’t catch a thing. As the sun came up, a man appeared 

on the shore and spoke: ‘You have no fish, have you? 

Throw your net on the right side of the boat. You’ll find 

some there.’ 



 

There were so many fish in the net when we tried to haul it in 

that seven of us couldn’t do it. Jesus’ dearest friend 

recognised him first. ‘Peter, it is the Lord!’ I pulled my 

clothes off and jumped into the sea – I was so excited! I left 

the others to bring in the fish! 

One more time, Jesus broke bread with us. We ate the fish 

we had caught, cooked on coals. 

Jesus asked me three times that morning: ‘Simon Peter, do 

you love me?’ ‘Yes, Lord.’ ‘Do you love me?’ ‘Yes, Lord.’ ‘Do 

you love me?’ ‘You know everything – you know I love you.’ 

‘Feed my sheep.’ 

And then he said to me that when I was young I had 

fastened my own belt and gone where I chose, but in the 

future I would be bound and taken where I did not want to 

go. I didn’t quite get what he was on about right away, but 

a shiver ran down my spine. 

He told me that I would go where he was going. Now, at 

last, I understood: I would die in his name. Well, I had 

once said that I gladly would ... 

Follow me  

 


