
Easter Sunday Reflection       Mark 16  1-8 
 
In Mark’s account of the Resurrection we find three of the women 
who had been closest to Jesus, Mary Magdalene, Mary mother of 
James and Salome ,making their way to the tomb of Jesus in order to 
anoint his body.They wish to do belatedly what should have been 
done in preparation for burial, but was not possible as it was the 
Sabbath. It is out of devotion and grief that they come wanting to do 
the right thing for the departed. They come to the tomb worrying 
about what the power of God has already achieved. The stone 
sealing the tomb has been rolled away and a young man robed in 
white tells them that Jesus is not here. He has been raised and has 
gone to Galilee where he will see his disciples, gone to Galilee where 
the story started , where Jesus offered hope and love to the poor 
and marginalised .No wonder the women have no words to describe 
these sensations and the fearful joy that fills them. 
 
Theodore would understand what this was all about. He sat in the 
sun and watched his twenty seven feet turn green.A breeze blew 
across the garden and made the leaves sway ,like a ship in a storm. 
Theodore could pretend that he was a pirate, the terror of the seven 
seas. He smiled to himself.He wasn’t much of a terror not even to 
the Gardner.Silas Slug could do ten times the damage to a cabbage 
plant in half the time. And wasn’t he being a bit careless sitting out 
here where the birds could pick him off quite easily.Theodore didn’t 
want to be some crow’s teatime treat. 
 
He moved cautiously over the leaf’s edge and settled on the 
underside. Strange - he must be getting old, he felt quite 
rheumaticky and another thing - he wasn’t hungry but caterpillars 
are always hungry. He must be off colour, he glanced again at his 
toes. They had turned a sort of mud colour . 
Could this be the end? Was this what happened to Crispin and 
Bartholomew? IT was most odd the way they had just disappeared. 
Sometime later, glued to the underneath of the cabbage leaf, 



Theodore felt turned to stone. He was not asleep , he was not hungry 
and worst of all , unable to move he was not a caterpillar. That night 
the wind got up and there was a strong gale. Theodore hit the earth 
but he was past caring now. His body has frozen, everything seemed 
to have stopped .But deep inside him, something was busy 
,something whirred, buzzed like an engine. Time did not matter to 
Theodore now. He had no idea of days or weeks passing. He was just 
aware of coming slowly awake on just the sort of day he had fallen 
was it asleep. The sun was shining, he felt life stirring. New 
sensations ripped the poor old body case apart. And suddenly, 
dripping wet, gloriously beautiful, Theodore was a butterfly, engines 
purring, wings gently flapping, moving towards the cabbage leaf, his 
runway ,and there were Crispin and Bartholomew. 
 
New life new sensations - this is the Easter message  - a 
contemporary, relevant, energising force, a living ,loving God who 
cares for us and will not let us go if we will let ourselves be found by 
him. 
 
“So if anyone is in Christ, there is a new creation: everything has 
become new”  2 Corinthians 5 v 17 
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