
Saint Magdalene 
 
 Mary Magdalene stayed outside the tomb weeping. While Peter and 
John went back to the city, she remained there, the last place where Jesus’ 
body had been. She loved him so much that she wanted to be at Jesus’ tomb, 
where his body had touched the ground for the last time. Like a faithful dog 
searching for the scent of its master. She didn’t know that Jesus had risen 
from the dead and thought that someone had taken away his body. She 
persevered in her quest for Jesus and got what she wanted. We too need to be 
persistent and stubborn in our longing for Jesus. 
 While weeping she saw two angels inside the tomb, but she didn’t 
recognise them, because her tears blurred her vision. One of them asked her 
why was she weeping. She murmured sobbing: “They have taken my Lord.” 
This should be our main worry, not to lose Jesus; and when we deny him, we 
have to go back to Jesus’s tomb, the tabernacle where he is, weeping bitterly 
for losing him. We should spend time in his presence, waiting for him to give 
us the graces we need. 
 Jesus appeared to her, but again her tears flooded down from her eyes 
like the rain over the car windscreen, and blinded her, so she mistook him for 
a gardener. You could say that lovers of plants have a small resemblance to 
Jesus himself. He asked her a beautiful question: “Whom are you looking 
for?” Jesus is asking constantly the same question to us, when we are looking 
for him in places that he is not. “Why are you looking for me in that dark 
hole?” Many times we don’t want to answer, or we play deaf, not 
acknowledging that deep down we are looking for ourselves. 
 Then Jesus called her by her name: Mary! He pronounced her name 
with the same tone he used when she was anointing his feet, washing them 
with her tears, and drying them with her hair. She loved the way Jesus used to 
call her, looking at her face, with a smile on his lips, a bright light in his eyes. 
It was a 360 degree turn. One word changed her completely, inside out, a face 
radiant with joy, tears still running down her cheeks. Jesus has risen! How 
many times Jesus is calling us by our names, our nicknames, and we are too 
busy, too worried, too anxious, weeping like Mary Magdalene, to be able to 
hear his voice. He has called us a million times, he had lost count, with 
patience and perseverance; but our ears are full of dirt, all sort of nasty things 
growing there that block the beautiful sound of Jesus’ voice. We fail to hear 
his commands, telling us to get up, reminding us that he has risen, stressing 
the point that he is walking with us all the way to eternity. Let’s clean our ears, 
remove that filthy crust that impedes the sound of his bell to reach our brains. 
 Mary immediately jumped up to embrace Jesus tightly, to make sure 
she wasn’t going to lose him again. Jesus had to remind her that he had a job 
to do and gave her a mission: “Go to my brothers and tell them, I am going to 
my Father and your Father, to my God and your God.” Through his death and 
resurrection, Jesus leads us to his Father, and make us his brothers and 
sisters, sons and daughters of his Father God. 


