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We’ve seen Jesus! 
No, don’t laugh, we’ve seen, I tell you! 
We made the mistake of dismissing it ourselves,  
scoffing when the women came racing back wild-eyed with excitement, 
‘Pull yourselves together!’ we told them, 
‘For God’s sake calm down!’ 
We couldn’t believe he was alive.  
Refused to accept it could possibly be true. 
And when they admitted they couldn’t be certain,  
that they’d only seen the empty tomb rather than Jesus himself,  
then we looked for a simpler explanation,  
an answer more in line with common sense.  
Even when Mary returned, tears of joy in her eyes,  
even when the two from Emmaus spoke of having seen him,  
we wouldn’t accept it,  
certain that we knew best. 
It’s understandable, I suppose;  
I mean, you’d think twice, wouldn’t you,  
if you’d seen your best friend murdered sealed in the tomb,  
only to be told he’d been spotted down the street?  
And anyway, we didn’t want to build our hopes up. 
We were still reeling from the shock, the horror, the sorrow of it all. 
Yet if I’m honest there’s more to it than that, 
for most of all our pride was hurt.  
If he was alive, we reasoned, then why hadn’t we seen him?  
Why should Mary, or those two disciples, or anyone else come to that,  
have seen him before we did? 
We were his chosen disciples,  
we the ones who had taken all the risks 
- so if he has risen surely we’d have known?  
It’s awful, I know, but that’s the way we saw it  
until he finally appeared to us.  
We should have remembered, of course, what he’d said so often,  
how the first will be last, the least greatest; 
but we still had much to learn and were too full of ourselves by half.  
Anyway, there we were, huddled together in that upstairs room  
arguing about what it all meant,  
when there he was, standing among us,  
arms outstretched in welcome. 
Where he came from or where he went after I’ve no idea.  
I only know that it was him – Jesus –  
And that he was alive, wonderfully,  
amazingly,  
gloriously,  
alive! 


