
Here’s a text if you’ve only a minute … 
 
The Lord has risen indeed, alleluia!          [Entrance Antiphon] 
 

Now we are those witnesses.         [First Reading] 
 

This day was made by the Lord.                                        [Psalm] 
 

You have been brought back to true life with Christ.   
                       [Second Reading] 
 

He saw and he believed.           [Gospel] 

 
God our Father, by raising Christ your Son you conquered the 
power of death and opened for us the way to eternal life.  Let our 
celebration today raise us up and renew our lives by the Spirit that is 
within us. Amen.            [Old opening prayer] 
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 This week’s texts if you want to reflect further: 
Acts 10:34, 37–43; Ps. 117 (118); Col 3:1–4 (1 Cor 5:6–8); John 20:1–9 

 
How does 
this image 

speak to me 
in my prayer? 
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Alleluia! 

Christ our hope is risen!  The readings for Easter Sunday are full of this 
joyful response and of the understanding of what this great mystery 
means to us. 

The First Reading from Acts is Peter’s succinct account to Cornelius of 
Jesus’ life, death and resurrection.  He is witness to all of this and is 
called to proclaim it to everyone. As followers of Jesus we are called 
to do likewise. 

Psalm 117 is very much an Easter psalm, which we shall meet several 
times over the season.  Today’s verses are a prayer of thanksgiving for 
God’s love and for his power in raising Christ in victory. 

Both alternatives for the Second Reading emphasise the meaning of 
the ‘new life’ we have as the baptised in Christ.  We are the ‘new 
bread’ living the ‘true life’ in Christ, celebrating God’s mercy and 
forgiveness. 

The Gospel narrative shows Peter and John slowly coming to realise 
that Jesus has truly risen from the dead.  Until then, they had not 
understood, had not grasped the teaching of scripture. 

Collect 
O God, who on this day, through your Only Begotten Son,  

have conquered death and unlocked for us the path to 
eternity, grant, we pray, that we who keep the solemnity of 

the Lord’s Resurrection may, through the renewal brought by 
your Spirit, rise up in the light of life.  Amen. 



Psalm 117 (118) 
 

Alleluia! 

Give thanks to the Lord for he is good,  

for his love has no end. 

Let the sons of Israel say:  

“His love has no end.” 
 

The Lord’s right hand has triumphed; 

his right hand raised me up. 

I shall not die, I shall live  

and recount his deeds. 
 

The stone that the builders rejected  

has become the corner stone. 

This is the work of the Lord,  

a marvel in our eyes. 

I gently begin my prayer, focusing on becoming still.   

I read the psalm slowly, several times, noticing what phrases strike 
me. 

I may ask the Lord to help me enter into a spirit of gratitude and 
wonder. 

This is a triumphant prayer at Easter.  Perhaps I can imagine 
praying it with Jesus.  What strikes me when I do this?  

We have followed the salvation history at the Easter Vigil.  Jesus 
too celebrates this history.  How does praying this psalm unite me 
with him? 

The Father has raised up Christ in victory.  Christ has been through 
the Passion but overcome death.  I too praise God for the 
resurrection.  Then I turn to Jesus.  What do I say to him?  What 
meaning does his Resurrection give to my life? 

Jesus is the ‘corner stone’.  I take the time to speak to him, maybe 
with the desire that he is the corner stone in my life. 

I end my prayer in the spirit of the psalm. 

Gospel:  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. 

As I come to my place of prayer, I take time to note how I feel.   

Am I full of Easter joy, or am I downcast, struggling with sadness? 

I settle slowly into the awareness of God present in me and in all 
around me.  I read the text a couple of times. 

As I imagine the scene, am I with Mary, in the dark morning, anxious 
about the stone, full of grief, lost without her Lord? 

Or am I more excited and can run with Peter or John?   
Can I identify more with one of them? Why is this? 

I allow my imagination to wander freely as I accompany the disciples.  

How do I feel now?  I speak to the Lord about this. 

I consider the disciples focusing on the details of the cloths and 
wonder why it seemed so important to them. Maybe this is easier 
than pondering on the resurrection?   

What do the cloths reveal about the Lord?  As I stand in the empty 
tomb what do I feel about the resurrection? 

I leave the tomb ... what do I want to say to the Lord now? 

Before I end my prayer, I may wish to pray for those who still feel 
imprisoned in the tomb, tied with cloths...... 

I slowly draw my prayer to a close. praising God: Glory be to the 
Father, and to the Son.... 


