Peter’s Diary

Further extracts from Peter’s secret diary found in an upper

room somewhere.

JESUS IS ALIVE!

I couldn’t believe it myself at first. Mary, Mary Magdalene had gone to the tomb to continue her mourning and discovered that the stone had been rolled away and Jesus was not there. She ran for over a mile and must have run faster than she had ever done in their lives before. Mary Magdalene

burst into the room where John and I were and told us that the body of Jesus had been taken away. She was hysterical with grief. We tried our best to calm her down and eventually we succeeded. She told us again that she had gone to the tomb to continue the mourning period as was proper and could not believe that the stone had been rolled away and the Roman guards had disappeared. She said she came straight to us. She asked us if we thought it possible that Jesus was alive. We both said no.
John thought we should go and check out for ourselves whether Mary’s story was true or not. She was only a woman after all and it could have been that her mind was playing tricks on her. 

We walked at first and then started to walk quicker until we were both running very fast. John was quicker than I was and he  arrived at the tomb first. We did not even stop to check if there were any guards there for it might have been a trap to draw us to the tomb to be arrested!
John found the garments which Jesus had been wrapped in lying just outside of the tomb. I saw them too but I went past John straight into the darkened tomb to see if the body was there or not. I searched every corner but I could find nothing save the cloth, which had been wrapped round Jesus’ head, lying neatly folded where they had laid Jesus only three days ago. Mary by this time had caught up with us again and was standing outside the tomb. We told her to wait while we went for the others and we went back home.

The others had already heard the news and had gathered together again in the upper room. There was a tremendous buzz in the room but we did not know what to do. Then Mary arrived back. There was a look of radiance on her face. A calmness, a serenity, a brightness that I had never seen before.

Mary was a beautiful woman and had a wonderful smile which always brought a glow into the heart of everyone she met. But somehow it was a different kind of look she had now. I asked her to sit down and tell us what was wrong. 

She sat down by my side and looked at me. ‘I’ve seen the Lord.  Jesus is alive. He sent me to tell you all that he is alive!’

There was a hushed silence in the room. It was Thomas who spoke first. “You’re talking rubbish Mary. Jesus is dead, we saw it happen to him. No one survives crucifixion and being laid in a tomb. Not even Jesus.”

Simon said that it could be true, for Jesus did say that he would rise from the dead but none of us really believed he would. John and I thought that Mary had perhaps just wanted to believe that she had seen Jesus and had imagined it all. I told her this, but she said, “No. Jesus is alive. I met him. I was in the garden standing beside the tomb like you told me to and I was crying. I was a little bit frightened to be there by myself, but I found courage from somewhere and looked into the tomb myself. I saw two people dressed in radiant white sitting where we had laid Jesus’ body. They asked me why I was crying and I told them that they had taken my Lord away and I didn’t know where they had put him. Then a voice from behind me asked the same question. I turned round thinking it was just the gardener and asked him if he knew anything. He said my name, ‘Mary’, and at that point I recognised the voice and the face. 

‘Teacher’, I said, and went to hug him but he told me not to for he had not yet gone back to God. Then he told me to come and tell you that he is alive.”

We debated for hours about what Mary had told us but none of us could really believe it all. It was late evening and the debate was still going on and we heard a voice say “Peace be with you”.  We turned and there was Jesus standing there, right in the room beside us. We could see the marks of the nails where they had pierced his hands and feet and the spear mark in his side. He said again “Peace be with you”.
Then he said to us, “As the Father sent me, so I send you.” He breathed upon each one of us and said, “Receive the Holy Spirit.” When he did so, I could feel a tremendous burst of energy enter into my body. From that moment on we knew that Jesus was alive. It took some time, but eventually we realized that he had defeated death and that all that he had said would happen came true. I kept repeating to myself ‘Jesus is alive’ and eventually all my doubts and fears that I had experienced over the past few days vanished. I felt a tremendous relief over the guilt I harboured for denying Jesus and somehow, I knew that I was forgiven. Somehow, I knew that Jesus, with God, overcoming death, was a message to us all, to the world, that all that Jesus said and did was important, was of God.  There was a reason that he challenged the authorities and yet would not resist them.  His death and now his life again show us all the futility of the violent empire of the Romans.  Of any empire even.  There was a reason he stood with the poor and outcast, and supported those who were suffering.  His being alive, shows us that this is how we too are to live.  I knew now that I would have a purpose in life to go and tell others this wonderful news about Jesus being alive and that his resurrection calls me, calls us, to live as he did, as he does, to challenge the systems and empires that cause suffering and injustice for others.  To experience this resurrection and believe it means there was nothing else for me to do.

JESUS IS ALIVE! THANKS BE TO GOD!
