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Topic: Resurrection 
Scripture: John 20:11-18 
Synopsis: Mary recounts her visit to the Garden tomb. 
Characters: Mary 
Props/Costumes: Biblical attire (optional). 
Setting: Bare stage. 
Running time: 3 minutes 
 
[Mary enters to center stage.] 
 
Mary: How quickly things can turn around.  Friday was one of the 

darkest days ever known to Mankind.  Today the sun is shining 
brighter than it ever has before.  Friday, I knew grief greater 
than I could ever imagine; so great that I thought my heart had 
literally been torn in two.  Today, I have joy far beyond 
measure.  Friday was marked with death.  Today is marked with 
life anew.  Friday they laid his body in the tomb.  Today it is 
gloriously empty – Jesus is alive! 

 
 Just a week ago, all of Jerusalem celebrated as Jesus rode into 

town on the back of a donkey.  It seemed like the time had 
finally come for him to establish his kingdom.  But it was the 
start of something completely different. 

 
 The Jewish leaders were plotting with Judas, one of his own, to 

arrest him.  They were losing the people and needed to silence 
Jesus, one way or another.  And after the Passover meal with 
his disciples, they found their opportunity.  As Jesus and his 
followers entered the olive grove, Judas met them with a mob 
of soldiers and Temple guards.  Jesus was bound and led away 
and his disciples scattered. 

 
 The next time I saw him, I barely recognized him.  He was 

beaten beyond recognition, stripped and nailed to a cross.  I’m 
not sure what type of trial could have been conducted overnight 
that would have led to a guilty verdict, but there he was, 



crucified between two thieves.  I’ve never cried so much in all 
my life.  I’ve never known such anguish before and hope to 
never again.  They might as well have hung me next to him, 
because I could not imagine living without him. 

 
 As they took his body down, we watched carefully where they 

laid him.  Joseph had a garden tomb and asked for the body.  
The Jews made sure it was sealed with a large stone and 
guarded by soldiers.  They wanted to make sure no one could 
get to his body.  Since it was nearly night, the other women and 
I planned to come back after the Sabbath to anoint the body 
with spices. 

 
 That Sabbath was one of the longest days I can remember.  All 

the events of the past three years kept playing over and over in 
my mind, especially the last few days.  If Jesus was truly the 
Son of God, how could this have happened?  But who else 
could have healed so many people and performed so many 
miracles?  None of this made sense.  But I was determined to 
show this final act of love.  Nothing could keep me away from 
his tomb. 

 
 As we approached, we tried to figure out who would roll the 

stone away for us.  Maybe the soldiers would have pity on this 
small group of women.  But when we arrived, we found the 
stone was already moved; and the soldiers were nowhere in 
sight. 

 
 There was confusion and more tears as we realized Jesus’ body 

was nowhere to be found.  And through my haze, I heard a 
voice say, “Why are you crying?  Who are you looking for?” 

 
 “Sir,” I spoke, “if you have taken him away, tell me where you 

have put him, and I will go and get him.” 
 
 Then he spoke my name.  “Mary.” 
 
 Instantly, I knew.  It was Jesus.  He was alive.  But how?  I 

tried to hold on to him, but he wouldn’t let me because he had 



not yet ascended to the Father.  But he gave me these 
instructions: 

 
 “Go and find my brothers and tell them that I am ascending to 

my Father and your Father, my God and your God.” 
 
 And now my heart is dancing.  I have joy untold because Jesus 

is alive.  He’s alive!  I have seen him and he is alive!  [runs out] 
 
[Blackout] 
 


