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“… You’re here to be light, bringing out the 
God-colors in the world.” 

 
Matthew 5: 14, The Message 
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Week Starting  Sunday’s Scripture (for 
additional Lenten 

reading) 

Page  

Ash Wednesday 
March 1 

Why We’re Here Matthew 6:1-6, 16-21 5 

March 5 New Territory Matthew 4:1-11 7 
March 12 The Colors of God’s 

World 
Psalm 121 9 

March 19 Opening Up to Others John 4:5-42 11 
March 26 Bring Out 

God-colors 
John 9 13 

April 2 Light-bearers John 11 15 
April 9, Palm 

Sunday-April 16 
Easter 

End of a Rainbow 
We Would See Jesus 

Matthew 21:1-11; 
John 20:1-18   

16 

 

] 
 

Worship Services: 
 

March 1, Ash Wednesday, 7:30 p.m. (Sanctuary)  
April 13, Maundy Thursday 7:30 p.m. (Sanctuary) 

 April 14, Good Friday, 7:30 p.m. (Sanctuary) 
 

Easter Sunday 
Sunrise service in the Memorial Garden 7:30 a.m. 

9:00 and 10:30 a.m. Services (Sanctuary) 
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God-colors 
 
 
“… You’re here to be light, bringing out the God-colors in the world. God is not a 
secret to be kept. We’re going public with this, as public as a city on a hill. If I make 
you light-bearers, you don’t think I’m going to hide you under a bucket, do you? 
 
 I’m putting you on a light stand. Now that I’ve put you there on a hilltop, on a light 
stand—shine! Keep open house; be generous with your lives. 
 
By opening up to others, you’ll prompt people to open up with God, this generous 
Father in heaven.  
 

Matthew 5: 14-16, The Message 
 

Pick up a Pencil 
According to the above Gospel passage (brought to us here through the intensive language of Eugene 
Peterson’s interpretation, The Message), Jesus calls us to bring out the God-colors of this world in all 
their glory. We think of the multi-splendid realities of different cultures and experiences. We rejoice at 
the wide variety of God’s creation. We marvel that God wants our input, our action, and our service.   
 
Lent, the forty days of preparation that lead us with Jesus to the cross, is traditionally a season for 
reflection. Christians often consider a sacrifice of “giving up” something or “taking on” a new practice 
that interrupts the regular flow of life. Such an interruption leaves room for the Holy Spirit to bring 
about unexpected movement.  
 
This Lent, join the community in prayer and allow coloring to be your interruption. 1) Take time to read 
the reflections from St. Paul’s friends found in this guide. To get you thinking, they generously offer 
insights from their own journeys as people of faith. 2) Jot down your own responses to the provided 
questions. 3)  There is a Then, pull out colored pencils, markers, or crayons and color and meditate.
variety of colorable images, but no need to stay in the lines! Color in some of the beautiful St. Paul’s 
windows that adorn the Sanctuary. Consider how they reflect light from the inside and outside as the 
depict Scripture and Christian history.  
 
As you color in the weeks to come, consider how you can be a God-color bearer, shining from the inside 
out and outside in. Notice how the rhythm of coloring can help you to meditate interiorly and slow 
down the commotion of everyday demands. Perhaps taking the time to color will help you arrive at new 
answers and unexpected opportunities. Don’t focus on skill; focus on the vibrancy that comes when you 
put your pencil to paper. Pray in color. Focus on how you can bear light and in so doing, open up to God.  
 
In our opening, we discover how to help others to open up to God as well. As we transition from the 
reflective days of Lent into Holy Week and then Easter, let’s see how God is calling you and the 
community of St. Paul’s to renewed generosity and joy in Christ. Through our prayers and actions, may 
the world see Jesus.  

http://www.gnpcb.org/esv/search/?go=Go&q=Matthew+5
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The Colorful Lenten Journey 

Start Here forAsh 
Wednesday.  Illustrate 
one circle for each 
day of Lent.  
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Why We’re Here 
Ash Wednesday, March 1 

“… You’re here to be light…” 
 
 
 
Ashes mark the beginning of the Lenten journey.  
 
Rev. Rick Buckingham: The ashes and oil applied to 
my forehead – making the sign of the cross – have 
been important to me ever since I was a young boy 
growing up in the City of Baltimore. I began feeling 
God’s call on my life as a 4th grader, at the age of 
nine.  The ashes at the beginning of Lent seemed to be a visible sign of being set apart, a public 
expression of my faith in Christ.  That identity was in itself sacred to me.  At the same time, I understood 
that this identity was to be infused with humility. It was ashes, after all! It was a reminder that I was not 
drawing attention to myself with that smudgy mark on my face, but rather pointing the way to 
something and someone who was glorious. It was the beginning of my annual pilgrimage towards 
Easter, a time for deep reflection about what God would have me do.  Now – many decades later – the 
ashes – and their meaning for me – remain the same. I am still seeking to discern and fulfill God’s calling 
on my life, and Lent remains a time for renewal and hope. 
 
Jon Melegrito: There was a time, most notably in my youth, when I thought I could go on living forever. 
Even in my adult years, when my professional life kept me engaged with all kinds of exciting challenges, I 
thought I had all the time in the world to accomplish many things. But after retiring from work in 2013, I 
began to realize there’s not really much time left. Although intimations of mortality were always in the 
back of my mind long before I became a “Lolo” to granddaughters Maya and Lilah, the harsh reality of 
death hit me when I was diagnosed with prostate cancer two years ago.  

 
I am thankful for having recovered but the cancer made me confront my own 
vulnerability. So, when ashes are placed on my forehead, I am overwhelmed with 
sorrow, especially when I think of the people I’ve hurt, especially my own loved 
ones. And I wonder if I have time to make up for my shortcomings, if there’s time 
enough to make amends, atone for my sins. Humbled by a sense of my own 
mortality, I struggle each day to change my broken ways and to feel whole again. 
The ashes remind me that there’s grace at the table and forgiveness is free. 

 
What do ashes signify for you? 
 
 
 
 
Share your hopes for the coming Lenten season. What reminders will you put in place to keep up with 
days? Consider using the daily color wheel, “The Colorful Lenten Journey” to the left.  In addition to 
using this guide, will you pursue other Lenten practices, choosing to “give something up” or “take 
something on” as a witness of light to the world? 
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New Territory 
The Week Starting Sunday, March 5 

“Not that I’ve put you there on a hilltop…” 
 

As we begin the Lenten journey, we consider what it means to set our feet on new ground and 
experience the trials and joys of a new setting. We can recall colorful times of transition and consider 
how they have shaped our faith. 
 
 
The Chen Family: There's a mix of excitement, enthusiasm, 
and fear every time you make a big change. When we moved 
to the DC area from New York, we had to trust that we would 
find a new neighborhood, church, and community to belong 
to as fully as the ones we left behind in Brooklyn. It was 
occasionally lonely and even sad (and the pizza here just isn't 
the same, and the bagels are almost all criminally bad). There 
were many times we wished we had never left NYC, but we 
had faith that eventually the DC suburbs would feel like 
home. It took a long time, but we found our people, we 
found St. Paul's, and we thank God for providing us with the 
friendships and the community we needed to finally feel at 
home. 
 
 
Betsey Katiti: Coming to the United States for the first time in 1978 to go to College was an exciting 
adventure. I was excited to finally be in the United States that I had heard a lot about and seen a lot 
about from TV show and movies. I was joining my older sister who lived in Queens, New York, so I did 
not have to worry about finding a place to live. I was excited to be in New York and I remember wanting 
to taste just about everything, the different foods and juices. When I left Uganda, Idi Amin, the 
notorious Dictator, was in power. When he came to power in 1971, he ordered Indians to leave the 
country in 90 days. When they left, the economy collapsed as they controlled most of the economy – 
the industries and the stores. As a result of the economy collapsing, there were many things that were 
scarce including sugar and milk. So, one of the things I really liked in my first months in the U.S. was 
drinking a lot of milk including chocolate milk and strawberry milk. 
 
I found most Americans to be friendly and I made friends quickly in 
college. There were a few instances of cultural shock.  I remember one day I was 
referring to one of the young guys in college and I referred to him as a ‘boy,’ 
which is insulting to most Americans. But, I had no idea that it was because 
anyone in their 20s or younger to me was a boy or a girl and this would not have 
been insulting in my culture. When I moved to Connecticut in 1984, I was on my 
own for the first time with no family member near me.  I had to depend on good 
friends and my Church as my family and that has worked out pretty well over 
the years including when I moved to the DC-MD-VA area in 2004. 
 
 

by Elias Chen 
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Describe a big transition or move that you have made. Was there culture shock? In the midst of 
difficulties (like the loneliness and sadness the Chen family names), what were signs of welcome that 
brought hope to your hilltops (like Betsey’s encounter with milk)?  
 
 
 
 
 
 
Name signs of discouragement and encouragement this week as you embark on the Lenten journey. 
What clouds the way of your reflection? What brings you excitement?  What clouds the world? What 
establishes encouragement for creation? 
 
         Discouragement                                                                                                 Encouragement 
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The Colors of God’s World  

The Week Starting Sunday, March 12 
“…You’re here to be light, bringing out the God-colors in the world…” 

 
Caroline Mollenauer: My dad and my brother Andy have been going to Nicaragua with the church since 
I was little. Last summer was my first time going. I interpret the colors of God’s world as the people and 
love in the world. I found hope in these colors each time we went to a different preschool. The faces on 
the teachers were so beautiful. Most started to cry when we came through to help them. I could tell 
that it was rare for them to receive the kind of help we provided. When I saw the condition of things, 
the work almost felt impossible. We worked all week and at the end, the feeling of accomplishment was 
amazing. I could tell that our work gave hope to all of the volunteer teachers that they can improve and 
grow even more. We simply gave them the first step; the rest is up to them.  God’s colors are beautiful 
and shine through the work St. Paul’s does every year in Nicaragua.  I hope through my faith journey 
that I can do more than what I did in Nicaragua. I feel I can do so much more and I can’t wait to see 
where my faith takes me next.  

 
Sandie Chen: We love to travel and 
marvel at the majesty of God's 
creations in the natural world. I believe 
each of us has found hope in the colors 
of the ocean and the mountains, the 
sky and the trees. Hans and the kids 
love adventuring, and while I'm more 
at peace sitting and reading, there is 
something so breathtaking about being 
outside, staring up at constellations or appreciating a spectacular 
view. There's so much that's hopeful in God's world, if we only 
take the time to go out and look at it. Sometimes even the 
looking requires faith. One time in our early twenties, we went 

backpacking in Havasupai Falls, Arizona, but I honestly didn't think I could manage the part of the hike 
that led down to the legendary waterfalls. An inexperienced hiker, I suffered a panic attack, but I prayed 
and got down, and it was so beautiful. I think about those waterfalls and their beauty often. I think 
about how I would've missed out had I given into my fear and doubt.  
 

Arceli Suley: The colorful stained glass windows of our church reflect my own life. I am 
not one boring color, but have grown over the many years into a multi-colored person 
- enriched by so many life-giving experiences and by so many different people.  Each 
person, each experience has added a different color or perspective to my life.  
 
My young years in the Philippines, my missionary service in Africa, the Marshall 
Islands, and in rural Alaska have all given me a wider appreciation of God’s creation 
and an admiration for the amazing women, men, and children I have met along the 
way. Each culture is so different in our world community and makes our world family 

much more fascinating. I could not even begin to imagine a world with only one color, one culture, one 

by Jonah Chen  
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race, one kind of people. Such a world would be monotonous. The rich differences – the varied colors – 
are truly the face of God and give me pause to bow in prayer before the wisdom of our Creator God. All 
creation is a rainbow of colors. 
Personally, I am grateful for the person I am, for I live in colors that blend and not clash. I am called to be 
a burning light, bringing out the God-colors in my family, my church, and my country. But most 
importantly, I pray that I give hope to a world that is so often fearful of differences and so desperately in 
search of people and communities that include all in their loving embrace.  
 
Loving God, open my eyes, ears and heart to appreciate that each person’s life, each culture is woven in 
Your colorful patterns. Invite me to realize that life is a miraculous yarn fashioned in Your loving care. I 
may not always see how the colorful yarn intertwines, but I do trust Your hand and follow Your inner 
design.  For You are the God of colors who shines through the dark threads around us. Amen. 
 
Where do you find hope in the colors of God’s world? 
 
 
 
 
Where have your travels taken you and how did you witness God at work there? (You may choose to 
draw images from your journeys below). How do these experiences inspire and inform your current 
work? 
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Opening up to Others 
The Week Starting Sunday, March 19 

“Keep open house; be generous with your lives.” 
 
Caroline Mollenauer: I choose to be generous by going on mission trips. I look 
forward to the work; doing it makes me feel happy—especially when I get to do 
it beside some of the greatest people in the world. My work group in Nicaragua 
consisted of Athena, Joanie, Elijah, and Amy, only two of whom I knew very 
well. By the end of the week these people had made a great impact on my life. 
The children at our preschool also made the work worth doing. The smiles on 
their faces were everything. Elijah and I took a few minutes aside from our work 
to teach the kids how to brush their teeth. I loved watching them learn and 
knowing I was the one who taught them. When I grow up, I’d like to become a 
teacher. I would do exactly what those volunteer teachers did for their students 
in a heartbeat. Our team in Nicaragua as whole was very generous. Each of us gets to go on knowing 
that because we gave up that week of summer vacation, we impacted others’ lives for the better.  
 

Claire Kordella: In my spiritual journey, I have tried to live up to the 
pattern set before me by my forbearers in the treatment and 
acceptance of people I have met. I have tried always to accept each 
individual as a value child of God, worthy of acceptance and respect. I 
have rarely met a stranger and have been most fortunate in finding 
kind people—particularly those in the St. Paul’s community. I am 
delighted to help others in any way I can and to support them, 
physically, emotionally, or simply as a friend. It is my pleasure to share 
materially, whatever I can, with individuals in need and with 
worthwhile organizations and groups.  
 
How do you choose to be generous with your life? Who benefits? 
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Bring Out God-Colors 
The Week Starting Sunday, March 26 

“… You’re here to be light, bringing out the God-colors in the world. God is not a secret to be kept.” 
 
Betsey Katiti: I help to bring out the God-colors of this world… By reaching out to those who are less 
fortunate. I especially enjoy spending time with and spoiling my friends’ children, especially those whose 
parents who are financially stressed and are often very busy trying to make ends meet.…By encouraging 
those going through tough times...By inviting friends to Church….By showing sincere love and respect 
for others – not always easy, especially those who have mistreated/disrespected me or those I love. 
 
Jon Melegrito: One of the most meaningful moments for me comes after worship service on Sundays 
when we gather for coffee and through conversations learn how our interactions connect us with each 
other as children of God. Even with those we disagree with politically, it’s often heartening to find 
common ground on many other things that bring out that connectedness, but it comes from making a 
conscious effort to look beyond the labels, without making judgments. I find that when I choose to 
relate to another person without any preconceptions, we forge a relationship that is mutually 
rewarding. 
 
Attending Friendship Club monthly meetings, for instance, has made me fully appreciate how “old folks” 
can be so enriching, energizing and empowering. I can’t wait to reach out to friends, shake their hands 
and learn a story. Like discovering someone wants to pick up the ukulele after hearing me play. Or 
finding out that someone creates photo albums after watching me take pictures. Or prompting someone 
to dance because, well, I like to dance. Or listening to one talk about loneliness. I am blessed to find 
myself in those situations where I may simply be listening, or just being there among them, sharing my 
God-given gifts. 
 
Kenzie Raulin: I’ve shared the God-colors of this world most recently during the 
Woman’s March on Washington. I had mixed feelings about attending the march, 
but was quickly filled with a sense of pride in our democracy, as such a wide variety 
of voices were expressed. I had brought a bag of chalk with me and found myself 
near a rare plot of sidewalk outside the East Wing. I created a large green circle and 
began filling a circular design. On a whim I asked someone walking by if they would 
like to contribute to the ‘peace mandala'. Soon many were drawing, adding their 
own designs, names and markings to the sidewalk. I saw eyes widen at the 
opportunity to be part of the collective. Older folks, small children, grumpy teens brightened… folks 
drew until the bag was empty… 
 
I believe the truth in much of our political discourse lies somewhere in the middle, and not in the ‘black 
and white’, or the ‘us vs. them’… but in the gray, we are all unique individuals AND we are ONE, which is 
what you get when you mix all the colors together, the color of my chalk covered hands at the end of 
the day… the color of the winter sky today. 
 
How do you help to bring out the God colors-of this world? 
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What, if anything, holds you back from sharing your faith with others?  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
“If I make you light-bearers, you don’t think I’m going to hide you under a bucket, do you?” 
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Light Bearers 
The Week Starting Sunday, April 2 

“If I make you light-bearers, you don’t think I’m going to hide you under a bucket, do you?” 
 
 

Sylvia Correa: 1953 The Correa Viloria family arrived in America from the Dominican Republic aboard an 
ocean freighter. Brother Diego was 15 and I was eight. Travel aboard a cargo ship was very unlike the 
ocean liners of previous journeys. We both knew only a life of constants.  We were indulged, lived with 
rules and displeasures were fleeting. For Diego and me, it was an adventure like no other, though in fact 
we were leaving our homeland forever to protected asylum. 
 
Our voyage ended in New York and we soon departed on a cross county journey ending in Coolidge, 
Arizona. We knew nothing of the customs and norms of this small agricultural town.  They knew nothing 
of our Caribbean culture. Father went about building our home. At its most basic habitable stage, we 
moved in and he soon departed to a new career 
as a Merchant Seaman. Mother concerned 
herself with home, family, school, church and 
community: Catechism classes, baseball, 
scouting, and invitations to picnics or birthday 
celebrations. She sewed and crocheted church 
vestments and altar cloths and proudly 
introduced our traditional foods. Sweet potato 
bread was a popular novelty to our new 
community. 
  
Father’s homecomings were celebrated as he 
returned laden with exotic fabrics, artifacts and 
adornments. Best of all were family road trips to 
explore the wonders of the Southwest.                 
 
Scarcely two years after our arrival, a trip to Los Angeles ended 
in a violent automobile accident that claimed our parents. We 
were left without relatives in the U.S. and our homeland was 
dominated by a dictatorship. A circle of care and sustenance 
formed for our wellbeing:  guardians, estate executors, 
educators, medical care, mentors, and surrogates ensured 
holiday celebrations, summer camp, music lessons, sleepovers, 
and the obligation to serve others.  
 
The circle extended far and past childhood and the loving spirit of the good people of Coolidge carries 
forth never fading and now into three generations since our landing. There are no strangers in the 
Correa-Viloria tribe. Our walls and tables expand to embrace all who find their way to our midst as we 
were embraced as strangers in a strange land.    
 
May God grace and shower all your children with sustaining angels. 
 
We know that angels interact with humans at the behest of God. Luke 1:26-38 

The little girl on the left side of my Grandmother 
is unknown to me - but I'm guessing she is a 
"bonus child.”  Every generation in the family 
seems to have one - myself included.  My 
Grandmother Altagracia Viloria and my Mother, 
Alba Angelica Viloria (angelic sunrise) my 
Mother holds me, my Brother Diego stands in 
front and next to Mother is her youngest Sister, 
my Aunt Ana Viloria. 
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How might you contribute to a circle of care like the one that 
made a difference to Sylvia and her brother when their parents 
died? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
How is God calling you to “go public” (Matt. 5) with your light, 
stepping out in faith? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

Holy Week: End of a Rainbow 
The Week Starting Sunday, April 9 

“By opening up to others, you’ll prompt people to open up with God, this generous Father in heaven.” 
 

 
Rev. Rick Buckingham: Over my lifetime I have traveled many miles and completed 
many journeys. I have mixed with humanity in great cities from San Francisco to 
London to Calcutta and Shanghai, and in small villages from Appalachia to sub-
Saharan Africa. I have seen many of the greatest wonders of God’s creation: 
mountains from the Andes to the Himalayas, great cataracts from Iguazu to Victoria 
Falls, glaciers from Alaska to Iceland. I have sailed the seven seas, and cruised the 
planet’s great rivers, including the Mississippi, Amazon, Danube, Dnieper, Nile and 
Yangtze.  I have experienced what it is like to be lost, and what it is like to be found.  
I have had a number of very close calls, and been saved by answered prayers.  I 

have always believed that God intended that our lives be filled with adventure and joy and connection 
to others.  And everywhere I have ventured, I have found the Body of Christ alive and well, whether in 
the heart of the city or the midst of the wilderness.   So at the end of every journey, I simply say of 
prayer of thanks for bringing me home again, and wait for the next adventure, the next opportunity, the 
next door that God will open.  I experience my faith journey in the same way.  As I approach my 



17 
 

retirement from professional ministry this summer, I trust that when the time is right, God will set me 
out again … and will show me the way to go! 

 
Kenzie Raulin: At the end of a journey, I encourage others to sit down and rest for a bit, reflect on the 
journey you have been on…  it’s okay for your future action and direction to be unclear. I breathe 
deeply, reflect (prayer and yoga help) and have faith that the next steps will unfold; I may not even 
recognize the sign posts when they arrive. 
 
Claire Kordella: As we grow older and face the challenges of marriage, parenting, work, play and study, 
we are faced with all sorts of questions of “how” and “why,” and solving problems when they arise. 
During my early adult years, I found that words from my youth- heard without understanding years 
earlier- would pop into my head to guide my reactions and attitudes. As I grew older, and life grew more 
challenging, I sought to understand more of what life was all about. I started reading voraciously: 
devotional literature; the Bible; philosophy; self-help; science; and psychology- trying to solve “the 
puzzle.” That effort continued for many years. Finally, it dawned on me that I could simply follow 
Christ’s instructions and thereby avoid the fuss and bother! Following this strategy has rescued me from 
the daunting questions and anxiety with which I formerly struggled. Now, it seems clear that truly our 
God id create us for joy, happiness, and peace. Why did it take me so long? Sometimes it seems that we 
seem to have to be half dead before we will accept His amazing gift. He offers guidance, unbounded 
love, forgiveness, peace, and joy.  

 
As I approach the end of my life, I have learned to lean 
on the Lord, talk to Him daily and seek His guidance. 
When I do, the days go smoothly. I fee alive and open 
to new thoughts, ideas, and people. Life is good! 
 
I am bold in declaring that life is good and whatever 
challenge this very, very mixed up world comes up with, 

I will lean heavily on God’s word with an open and grateful heart, soul, 
and mind for whatever each day brings, one at a time! 
 
How do you discern God’s next steps when you reach the end of a journey? 
 
 

 
 

 
 

In Holy Week we ask especially, how has Jesus chosen to be generous with his life? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
How has your Lenten journey prepared you to face Holy Week and Easter as a light-bearer for others? 
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We Would See Jesus 

 (An excerpt) by Ann Weems 
John 12:20-33 

 
…Oh, we would see Jesus! 

But something is terribly wrong. 
The church reflects the world.  

Shouldn’t it be the other way around? 
Shouldn’t the world reflect the church?  

In the Lenten quiet, 
we hear the world outside 

asking to see Jesus. 
It’s a sign, of course. 

Jesus was sent for all the world.  
They would see Jesus.  

We live in hope.  
 

Hope that we in the church of Jesus Christ 
one day will step outside our doors 

and put our arms around 
this cold and shivering world 

and in one voice shout: 
Love 

and Peace 
and Share 
and Mercy 

and Life Abundant 
and Justice 

and when you have done it unto the least of these 
 you have done it unto me.  

 
We would see Jesus.  

 
 
Weems, Ann. From Advent’s Alleluia to Easter’s Morning Light: Poetry for Worship, Study, and 
Devotion. Louisville: Westminster John Knox Press, 2010. pp. 121-22.  

 
How can the world reflect the church? What is our role?  
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April 16, Easter Sunday 
 

Jesus exposes the God- colors of this world beyond the tomb!  
Rejoice and bear light in his name.  

 

John 20:1-18 (The Message) 

Resurrection! 

20 1-2 Early in the morning on the first day of the week, while it was still dark, Mary Magdalene came to 
the tomb and saw that the stone was moved away from the entrance. She ran at once to Simon Peter 
and the other disciple, the one Jesus loved, breathlessly panting, “They took the Master from the tomb. 
We don’t know where they’ve put him.” 

3-10 Peter and the other disciple left immediately for the tomb. They ran, neck and neck. The other 
disciple got to the tomb first, outrunning Peter. Stooping to look in, he saw the pieces of linen cloth lying 
there, but he didn’t go in. Simon Peter arrived after him, entered the tomb, observed the linen cloths 
lying there, and the kerchief used to cover his head not lying with the linen cloths but separate, neatly 
folded by itself. Then the other disciple, the one who had gotten there first, went into the tomb, took 
one look at the evidence, and believed. No one yet knew from the Scripture that he had to rise from the 
dead. The disciples then went back home. 

11-13 But Mary stood outside the tomb weeping. As she wept, she knelt to look into the tomb and saw 
two angels sitting there, dressed in white, one at the head, the other at the foot of where Jesus’ body 
had been laid. They said to her, “Woman, why do you weep?” 

13-14 “They took my Master,” she said, “and I don’t know where they put him.” After she said this, she 
turned away and saw Jesus standing there. But she didn’t recognize him. 

15 Jesus spoke to her, “Woman, why do you weep? Who are you looking for?” 

She, thinking that he was the gardener, said, “Mister, if you took him, tell me where you put him so I can 
care for him.”16 Jesus said, “Mary. ”Turning to face him, she said in Hebrew, “Rabboni!” meaning 
“Teacher!”17 Jesus said, “Don’t cling to me, for I have not yet ascended to the Father. Go to my brothers 
and tell them, ‘I ascend to my Father and your Father, my God and your God.’” 

18 Mary Magdalene went, telling the news to the disciples: “I saw the Master!” And she told them 
everything he said to her. 
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 Color this Butterfly. Cut it out and bring it on Palm 
Sunday, April  9, to help decorate the St. Paul’s 
Narthex for Easter!   


	Resurrection!

