
Here’s a text if you’ve only a minute … 
 
The Lord has risen indeed. Alleluia!             Entrance Antiphon 

Christ has become our paschal sacrifice; let us feast with the 

unleavened bread of sincerity and truth, alleluia.   Communion Antiphon 

The Lord’s right hand has triumphed; his right hand raised me up.  

I shall not die, I shall live and recount his deeds.               Psalm 

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 

 This week’s texts if you want to reflect further: 
Acts 10: 34.37–43; Psalm 117 (118); Colossians 3: 1–4; John 20: 1–9 

If you’d like to receive Prego by email each week, sign up at  
www.stbeunosoutreach.wordpress.com 
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Opening Prayer 
 

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.   

REJOICE! 

I have journeyed with Jesus through Holy Week, in whatever way 
was possible for me.  Now I come to share in the joy of my Risen 
Lord on this Easter Day. 

The Gospel tells the story of Mary of Magdala, who goes to the 
tomb but finds it empty; she runs to the disciples to report her 
loss.  Peter and John come to see for themselves.  Finally they 
understand the meaning of Jesus’s words about ‘rising from the 
dead’. 

Peter offers his personal witness: he has seen the life and death of 
Jesus, and eaten with him after his Resurrection.  He now 
proclaims that Jesus is Saviour and Lord. (First Reading) 

In the Second Reading, Paul stresses that this faith in the Risen 
Lord means we too have died and been brought back to true life in 
Christ.  Our life is now ‘hidden with Christ in God’. 

The Psalm is a song of triumph, proclaiming the glory of God.  ‘The 
stone that the builders rejected has become the corner stone; this 
is the work of the Lord, a marvel in our eyes’. 



First Reading    Acts 10: 34. 37–43   
 

P eter addressed Cornelius and his household: ‘You must have 

heard about the recent happenings in Judaea; about Jesus of 

Nazareth and how he began in Galilee, after John had been 

preaching baptism.  God had anointed him with the Holy Spirit and 

with power, and because God was with him, Jesus went about doing 

good and curing all who had fallen into the power of the devil.  

Now I, and those with me, can witness to everything he did 

throughout the countryside of Judaea and in Jerusalem itself: and 

also to the fact that they killed him by hanging him on a tree, yet 

three days afterwards God raised him to life and allowed him to be 

seen, not by the whole people but only by certain witnesses God had 

chosen beforehand.  Now we are those witnesses – we have eaten 

and drunk with him after his resurrection from the dead – and he has 

ordered us to proclaim this to his people and to tell them that God 

has appointed him to judge everyone, alive or dead.  It is to him that 

all the prophets bear this witness: that all who believe in Jesus will 

have their sins forgiven through his name.’ 

After finding some stillness on this Easter morning, I come to pray 
knowing that on this day my Lord has risen from death to life.     
I notice what mood I am in, and ask some share in the joy of Jesus. 

I listen to Peter as he addresses the household of Cornelius, witnessing to 
the truth of Jesus as he has experienced it.             
What do I notice about Peter?   His faith, his courage …? or …? 

What is going on in me as Peter tells his story?  I ponder.   

Peter tells Cornelius that ‘all who believe in Jesus will have their sins 
forgiven through his name’.    
Gently, I allow the joy and wonder of being a sinner, yet utterly loved and 
wholly forgiven, permeate my mind and heart this Easter Day. 

I share my thoughts and feelings with my Risen Lord. 

How might I witness to the truth of Jesus to those around me, in words or 
in deeds?  Perhaps I want to ask for a deeper faith, a greater trust …  
or whatever grace I need to follow my Risen Lord more closely. 

I ask for what I most deeply desire. 

I end my prayer slowly, in gratitude, expressing my thanks to God. 

Gospel   John: 20: 1–9 
 

I t 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 disciples 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.  Until this moment they had failed to understand 

the teaching of scripture, that he must rise from the dead. 

I begin my prayer by becoming still in the presence of God.                
I ask the Holy Spirit to help me enter more fully into the joy of the Risen 
Jesus on this Easter morning.   

Reading this familiar Gospel, I may like to place myself in the story,  
going with Mary of Magdala to the garden tomb at dawn; noticing the 
early morning colours, sounds and smells; sensing all that Mary is 
carrying in her mind and heart.   

What am I holding in mine? 

Arriving at the tomb, the stone is rolled away.  I see Mary’s shock and 
surprise as she looks in.  Quickly she runs to find Peter and John.   
Perhaps I run with her, or maybe I stay there quietly taking in all that is 
happening.  I notice how I am feeling.  

The two disciples come running and I watch as the truth slowly dawns on 
each of them: He is risen.    

Gradually, I become aware of another presence; my risen Lord Jesus is 
gazing at me, calling my name.   
Perhaps I speak with him.  
Or maybe, there are no words; I simply rest in the wonder of  
his presence,  allowing his joy to fill my whole being. 

After a time, I end my prayer slowly, giving thanks ... 


