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First Reading ~ Luke 24:1-12

On the first day of the week, at the first sign of dawn, the women came to the tomb bringing the
spices they had prepared. They found the stone rolled back from the tomb; but when they entered
the tomb, they didn’t find the body of Jesus. While they were still at a loss over what to think of this,
two figures in dazzling garments stood beside them. Terrified, the women bowed to the ground.
The two said to them, “Why do you search for the Living One among the dead? Jesus is not here;
Christ has risen. Remember what Jesus said to you while still in Galilee — that the Chosen One
must be delivered into the hands of sinners and be crucified, and on the third day would rise again.”
With this reminder, the words of Jesus came back to them. When they had returned from the tomb,
they told all these things to the Eleven and the others. The women were Mary of Magdala, Joanna,
and Mary the mother of James. The other women with them also told the apostles, but the story
seemed like nonsense, an idle tale, and they did not believe them. Peter, however, got up and ran
to the tomb. He stooped down, but he could see nothing but the wrappings. So he went away, full
of amazement at what had occurred.

Second Reading ~ Still I Rise, by Maya Angelou

You may write me down in history
With your bitter, twisted lies,

You may trod me in the very dirt
But still, like dust, I'll rise.

Does my sassiness upset you?
Why are you beset with gloom?
'Cause | walk like I've got oil wells
Pumping in my living room.

Just like moons and like suns,
With the certainty of tides,
Just like hopes springing high,
Still I'll rise.

Did you want to see me broken?
Bowed head and lowered eyes?
Shoulders falling down like teardrops,
Weakened by my soulful cries?

Does my haughtiness offend you?
Don't you take it awful hard

'Cause | laugh like I've got gold mines
Diggin’ in my own backyard.

You may shoot me with your words,
You may cut me with your eyes,

You may kill me with your hatefulness,
But still, like air, I'll rise.

Does my sexiness upset you?
Does it come as a surprise

That | dance like I've got diamonds
At the meeting of my thighs?

Out of the huts of history’s shame

| rise

Up from a past that’s rooted in pain

| rise

I'm a black ocean, leaping and wide,
Welling and swelling | bear in the tide.

Leaving behind nights of terror and fear

| rise

Into a daybreak that’s wondrously clear

| rise

Bringing the gifts that my ancestors gave,
| am the dream and the hope of the slave.
| rise

| rise

| rise.



