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How to use these studies
The study in front of you now is adapted from the 2014 Illuminate material. It is designed to be 
used by youth & young adult groups, small groups, or families to journey together through the 
Gospel story over the course of a year. 

Illuminate Camp is based on a practice of ‘storying’, recapturing the stories behind the Bible 
texts we have heard so many times. It is an inherently community–based practice, involving 
reading the narratives together and participating in discussion as a group. The aim is to hear 
the stories as if it was the first time; to try and put aside the years of knowledge you have 
accumulated and hear them fresh. 

To get the most out of these studies, we recommend the following process:

•	 Get a group of friends to journey through these stories together. These studies are also 
ideal for family groups. (While it is possible to do these studies solo, we cannot oversell 
how much better they will be if you do them as a group) 

•	 As a group, read aloud the original Bible texts, based on the references below. 

•	 As a group, read aloud the Illuminate re–write.

◊ As you hear the story, make notes of things that stand out to you and questions that  
you have.

•	 If possible, read the original texts again, perhaps in a different translation.

•	 Discuss the stories as a group. Use the supplied questions as a guide, but don’t be afraid to 
follow the discussion. Explore the stories wildly, asking every question that comes to mind.

•	 Pray together. Included in each study is a small Experience station that can be used as a 
guide for prayer and reflection, either as a group or individually.

We hope that you find this material as encouraging and stimulating as we did on camp. If you 
were on camp to hear these stories, we hope you find something new this time through. The 
Gospel stories are rich and complex, and no two times reading them are ever the same.



Episode 11: He is Risen
Intro

There are some stories that echo through time, finding new life and new iterations as the 
generations go on. And the heroic death and resurrection is one of them.

There is something in the human psyche that innately understands that the nature of heroism is 
tied up in acts of sacrifice. True heroes frequently die, or come close to death, in order to save 
the world, or the portion of it that the story cares about. Characters like Harry Potter, Frodo 
Baggins, Green Lantern (in the comics, not the stupid movie), and Luke Skywalker are just a 
handful of heroes who go through sacrificial moments where the needs of their bigger story 
outweigh their own personal survival. Some of the characters literally die and are resurrected, 
some die in metaphor and are resurrected in the same. 

The resurrection is a crucial part of the heroic sacrifice; it’s a symbol that not only is the hero 
good but that the universe, or God, or the gods are good, and evil will always lose to good.

Jesus death and resurrection is the biggest, most important story in the history of humankind, 
and that’s why we repeat it again and again. We keep reminding ourselves that heroes are 
sacrificial, and that life will always conquer death.

Access a video version of this introduction at vic.youthvision.org.au/GodWithUs

Bible References

John 20:1-18

It is recommended that you read all of John 20, even though 
the following narrative doesn’t cover all that material.



Story
Peter walked through the darkened streets of Jerusalem, down narrow lanes and between 
densely packed buildings. As he walked, he kept turning his head, checking over his shoulder. 
He peered into any patch of darkness that might have concealed a person. He couldn’t shake 
the feeling that someone might be following him. The priests knew him. That Roman had 
recognised him. He had been picked out while standing around the fire. They’d asked him if he 
knew Jesus. Three times, he’d lied. 

His face burned with shame. After all this, after all he’d seen and done, he couldn’t even look 
the Roman in the eye and own the last three years of his life.

But those years were gone now, wasted on a man who had so much seemed like the One. A man 
of miraculous signs and wonders. A man who had healed so many sick people that Peter had 
lost count. A man who had brought a man back from the dead.

But his power had died with him, nailed to that cross beside the road, where everybody could 
see the sign pinned above his head: “This is the King of the Jews.” The dead man a warning to 
others who might think to make the same claim.

And here was Peter, running between shadows in a city that suddenly held danger around every 
corner. The Passover was completed. The Sabbath had been observed. The period of peace was 
over; now there was nothing stopping the Priests from sending their men to round up the last 
remnants of the Nazarene’s revolution. Peter had already seen the guards posted by the huge 
stone in front of the tomb of Jesus, the ones who scowled at anyone who came too close who 
might be thinking of stealing the body and faking a resurrection. The Priests weren’t taking 
chances. They would destroy this movement utterly.

Peter stepped briskly down a dead-end alley. He checked over his shoulder once more, then 
hoisted himself over a low wall. He landed with a thump in the small courtyard on the other side 
and waited, ears straining for any sign of pursuit. But the city was silent in the pre-dawn darkness.

He straightened himself out and knocked on the nearby door. He heard movement on the 
other side.

“It’s me,” he hissed. The latch of the door was drawn back and he was greeted by Mary 
Magdalene. She opened the door wide for him, and once he was inside, stepped outside herself.

“Where are you going?” Peter demanded.

“To the tomb,” she said shortly. “Someone needs to re-anoint the body.”

“Are you mad?” Peter asked, grabbing her wrist. “The guards—”

“—Don’t concern me,” Mary snapped, pulling her arm free and wrapping it around the alabaster 
pot of spices she carried. “They won’t concern themselves with a woman.”

She shrugged Peter away and made her way out of the courtyard. The fisherman watched her go, 
silently fuming.

The garden where Jesus was buried was not far from the city, nestled at the base of the hill 
Jesus had died on. In the gloom, Mary followed a path through the trees. The leaves hung heavy 
and still in the darkness, and the only sound that could be heard was a gently bubbling stream.



Mary rounded a corner to find the tomb of Jesus. She expected to see Roman soldiers sitting by 
the stone door, as there had always been since the burial. Instead, she found an empty clearing. 
There were sandalled footprints in the soft dirt, leading away from the tomb, but no other sign 
of the soldiers. Mary followed the footprints towards the rock, and when she looked at the tomb 
she nearly dropped her jar of spices.

Back in Jerusalem, Peter and the other disciples were discussing what they would do.

“In a couple of days, we should be able to sneak out of the city,” Peter said. “From there... well, 
I’m going back to Galilee.”

James and John nodded. “Revolutions may come and go,” James said sagely, “but people will 
always need fish.” John grunted unhappily.

Just then they all heard the knock on the door. It was a frantic knock, heavy with urgency.

Peter and John answered quickly. Mary Magdalene stood on the other side of the wood, panting 
heavily. “The tomb is empty,” she said.

“What?” John demanded.

“The tomb,” she repeated, “is empty.”

Peter and John exchanged a glance and then took off running. They tore through the city, 
scattering the few people they met in the early light of dawn, and out along the path to the 
garden. John was a big man, but he was faster than Peter, and easily outstripped his friend. 
John arrived at the tomb, saw the open door and fell to his knees. He could see the white strips 
of linen cloth piled on the shelf of the tomb, shapeless where they should have been wrapped 
around a body.

Peter arrived at the tomb only moments after his friend. He saw John, kneeling with his eyes 
closed and praying, and went to inspect the tomb himself. He placed a hesitant hand on the rock 
of the cliff wall and lowered his head into the alcove. The small niche was empty.

While he was still trying to process what he was seeing, John appeared at his side. The big man 
had to crouch uncomfortably to be able to see properly into the tomb, but he took in the sight of 
the burial linens and looked up at Peter. “He said this would happen,” John said, his gruff voice 
soft with awe. “He said all of this would happen. He’s alive.”

Peter refused to let himself hope. “Then where is he?” he asked.

“I don’t know.” John shook his bearded head gently. “But he’s alive.”

Peter pulled himself back from the tomb. “We need to tell the others. Regardless of whether 
he’s alive, or if this is some cruel ploy by the Priests, this changes everything for us. We may be 
in more danger than we realised.”

“No,” said John, as they began walking back to the city. “We’re not in danger. Everything will be fine.”

They passed Mary Magdalene on the path. She took in their expressions as they passed—one of 
joy and the other of concern—and then continued on towards the tomb once more. She stood in 
the garden, on the edge of the clearing, one hand over her mouth, just thinking. Worrying, in fact. 
Praying, desperately, too. An empty tomb could mean so much. She found herself swinging back 
and forwards between hope and fear.



Dawn crept into the garden in its fullness. The trees began to move as a light breeze tugged at 
their leaves. Birds began to sing. The sound of the bubbling stream intensified. Everything in the 
garden got louder and louder as the sun rose, a cacophony of life in this graveyard garden. 

Suddenly, Mary realised that there was someone else in the garden with her. She turned her 
head slightly to see a robed figure moving through the trees, touching the leaves with his hands. 
The gardener, she assumed. She returned her gaze to the tomb, and was shocked to see, like 
heat haze off a stone path, two shimmering figures dressed in white sitting in the stone alcove. 
She stared in amazement, and the two figures smiled at her.

“Dear woman,” said a voice. Mary blinked, and the two figures vanished. She turned to see the 
concerned face of the gardener. “Why are you crying?”

Mary rubbed her cheek with the heel of her hand. “They have taken my Lord away,” she said 
softly, choosing not to tell this stranger the entirety of the truth, “and I don’t know what they 
have done with him. If you have moved him, sir, please tell me where to, and I will go get him.”

“Who is it you are looking for?” the gardener asked. 

Mary blinked. She realised, in a landslide of memory, that she knew that voice. She turned to 
the gardener.

“Mary,” the gardener said gently.

“Rabbi,” she said breathlessly.

She grabbed him, wrapped her arms around him and held on to his robe with all her might, not 
caring who might see them. He laughed and returned her embrace.

“Do not hold on to me too tightly, Mary,” Jesus said as he attempted to extract himself from her 
arms. “I haven’t yet returned to my father. But go and tell the others. I will see them soon.”

Mary nodded and began to walk back towards the city. But at the edge of the clearing, she 
turned. Jesus smiled at her, framed amidst the trees. “This is not the end, my friend. This is 
barely the beginning.”



Questions
•	 Which part of the story stood out to you? What made that stand out?

•	 Who did you relate to in the story? What was it about them you related to?

•	 Is there anything about this story that you hadn’t considered before?

•	 What were the disciples expecting the Priests and Pharisees to do after Jesus was buried? 
What were the Pharisees expecting of the disciples?

•	 What were the disciples feeling after Jesus was buried?

•	 What is the significance of the burial linens still being present in the tomb?

•	 Do you think it is significant that the first person who the newly resurrected Jesus 
appeared to was a woman?

•	 Does this story feel like it really happened?

•	 How do we react to unexpected miracles today?

•	 Jesus explicitly told the disciples on a number of occasions that he would die and be raised 
to life (Matt. 17:22,23; Matt. 20:18,19; Luke 9:22; Luke 18:31-34; and more in Mark and 
John). Why did they then forget this promise when the time came? If they did remember, did 
that promise make Jesus’ death any easier?

If you were a camper on Illuminate…

•	 What do you remember about hearing this story  
on camp?

•	 Compare that to your response hearing it now. How is 
your reaction different?  
Did you notice the same things? New things?



Experience
You will need:

•	 Small potted plants or herbs.

•	 A pot of dirt or empty patch of garden. (If you’re feeling very creative, perhaps use an 
unorthodox pot: A hollowed-out computer monitor, an old suitcase, etc.)

•	 Basic gardening equipment—trowels, gloves, etc. (optional) 

As a group, take some time to transfer the plants into the garden bed. Focus on the feeling 
of the dirt in your hands as you do so. Reflect on the following words (either printed out for 
participants to read, or spoken by the group leader):

“Very truly I tell you, unless a kernel of wheat falls to the ground and 
dies, it remains only a single seed. But if it dies, it produces many seeds.” 
(John 12:24)

The garden in the story is a place of vibrant life alongside a place of death. 
The contrast between the two highlights the miracle of life.

Jesus’ death caused the growth of something new and amazing. While it 
was certainly tragic, it is the most important part of the bigger story, and 
his resurrection is something to be celebrated to this day.

Jesus’ resurrection gives us new life too; new life filled with the presence 
of God.

Pray together, thanking God for his miraculous power in bringing Jesus back to life, and that he 
fills us with new life too.
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