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Easter Sunday Poems and Artwork for Reflection 
 

 

There Was No by Stewart Henderson 
 

There was no grave grave enough 
to ground me 
to mound me 
I broke the balm then slit the shroud 
wound round me 
that bound me 
 
There was no death dead enough 
to dull me 
to cull me 
I snapped the snake and waned his war 
to lull me 
to mull me 
 
there was no cross cross enough 
to nil me 
to still me 
I hung as gold that bled, and bloomed 
A rose that rose and prised the tomb 
away from Satan’s wilful doom 
There was no cross, death, grave 
or room 
to hold me 

Love is Come Again   by JMC Crum 

Now the green blade rises from the buried grain, 
Wheat that in the dark earth many years has lain; 
Love lives again, that with the dead has been: 
Love is come again, like wheat that springs up green. 
 
In the grave they laid him, Love whom we had slain, 
Thinking that he’d never wake to life again, 
Laid in the earth like grain that sleeps unseen: 
Love is come again, like wheat that springs up green. 
 
Up he sprang at Easter, like the risen grain, 
He that for three days in the grave had lain; 
Up from the dead my risen Lord is seen: 
Love is come again, like wheat that springs up green. 
 
When our hearts are saddened, grieving or in pain, 
By your touch you call us back to life again; 
Fields of our hearts that dead and bare have been: 
Love is come again, like wheat that springs up green. 
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 i thank You God for most this amazing 

(e.e. cummings) 
 

i thank You God for most this amazing 

day: for the leaping greenly spirits of trees 

and a blue true dream of sky; and for everything 

which is natural which is infinite which is yes 

 

(i who have died am alive again today, 

and this is the sun’s birthday; this is the birth 

day of life and of love and wings: and of the gay 

great happening illimitably earth) 

 

how should tasting touching hearing seeing 

breathing any–lifted from the no 

of all nothing–human merely being 

doubt unimaginable You? 

 

(now the ears of my ears awake and 

now the eyes of my eyes are opened) 

Jesus Christ the Apple Tree 

The tree of life my soul hath seen, 

Laden with fruit, and always green: 

The trees of nature fruitless be 

Compared with Christ the apple tree. 

His beauty doth all things excel: 

By faith I know, but ne'er can tell 

The glory which I now can see, 

In Jesus Christ the Appletree.  

For happiness I long have sought, 

And pleasure dearly I have bought: 

I missed of all; but now I see 

'Tis found in Christ the apple tree. 

I'm weary with my former toil, 

Here I will sit and rest awhile: 

Under the shadow I will be 

of Jesus Christ the apple tree. 

This fruit doth make my soul to thrive, 

It keeps my dying faith alive; 

Which makes my soul in haste to be 

With Jesus Christ the apple tree. 

From The Last Battle  by CS Lewis 

The difference between the old Narnia and the new 

Narnia was like that.  The new one was a deeper 

country; every rock and flower and blade of grass 

looked as if it meant more.  I can’t describe it any 

better than that: if ever you get there, you will know 

what I mean. 

It was the Unicorn who summed up what everyone 

was feeling.  He stamped his right forehoof on the 

ground and neighed and then cried:  “I have come 

home at last! This is my real country! I belong here.  

This is the land I have been looking for all my life, 

though I never knew it till now.  The reason why we 

loved the old Narnia is that it sometimes looked a 

little like this.” 


