
Easter Sunday   John 20:1-9 
 

It was very early on the first day of the week 
and still dark, when Mary of Magdala came to 
the tomb. She saw that the stone had been 
moved away from the tomb and came running 
to Simon Peter and the other disciple, the one 
Jesus loved. 'They have taken the Lord out of 
the tomb' she said 'and we don't know where 

they have 
put him.'  

So Peter 
set out 
with the 
other 
disciple to 
go to the 
tomb. 
They ran 
together, 
but the 
other 
disciple, 
running 

faster than Peter, reached the tomb first; he 
bent down and saw the linen cloths lying on the 
ground, but did not go in. Simon Peter who was 
following now came up, went right into the 
tomb, saw the linen cloths on the ground, and 
also the cloth that had been over his head; this 
was not with the linen cloths but rolled up in a 
place by itself. Then the other disciple who had 
reached the tomb first also went in; he saw and 
he believed. Till this moment they had failed to 
understand the teaching of scripture, that he 
must rise from the dead. 

A moment of interior and exterior silence  

to open our hearts and make room within for the Word 
of God:  
- A slow re-reading the whole passage;  
- I too am in the garden: the empty sepulchre is before 
my eyes;  
- I allow Mary Magdalene’s words to echo within me;  
- I too run with her, Peter and the other disciple;  
- I allow myself to be immersed in the joyful wonder of 

the faith in Jesus Christ, even though, like them, I do 
not see him with my bodily eyes. 

Prayer: 

Lord Jesus Christ, today your light shines in us, source 

of life and joy. Send the Spirit of love and truth, so that, 

like Mary Magdalene, Peter and John, we too may 

discover and interpret in the light of the Word, the signs 

of your divine presence in our world. May we welcome 

these signs in faith that we may always live in the joy of 

your presence among us, even when all seems to be 

shrouded in the darkness of sadness and evil. 

God, give us eyes to see 
the beauty of the Spring, 
And to behold Your majesty 
in every living thing - 
And may we see in lacy leaves 
and every budding flower 
The Hand that rules the universe 
with gentleness and power - 
And may this Easter grandeur 
that Spring lavishly imparts 
Awaken faded flowers of faith 
lying dormant in our hearts, 
And give us ears to hear, dear God, 
the Springtime song of birds 
With messages more meaningful 
than man's often empty words 
Telling harried human beings 
who are lost in dark despair - 
'Be like us and do not worry 
for God has you in His care. 

                                           Helen Steiner Rice 

 

 


