
Somebody told me about Jesus 

 

An older woman and her neighbour Mary 

Somebody told me about Jesus. 

It was my neighbour, Mary. 

She moved to Jerusalem with her husband, I suppose, about 15 years ago. Her 

husband was a jewellery maker, and he made some lovely things. This is one of 

them. My husband bought it for me on our 30th wedding anniversary. 

Sadly, Mary’s husband died, maybe 6 years ago (?), and they had no children, so 

Mary found herself very much alone. That was when we got to know her the best. 

Before his death we were friendly, but not proper friends. After his death we would 

regularly invite her round for supper, or for a special holy day celebration. So, that 

was when we really got to know her. 

I wouldn’t say she was wealthy, but her husband left her comfortably off. There 

were a few men sniffing around her quite soon after her husband died. But she 

wasn’t interested in finding herself another husband, so she didn’t encourage them. 

I think she had really loved her husband, and in the end no one else would do! 

That is, until she heard Jesus speaking here in Jerusalem, probably two years ago. 

The very next day she packed a bag, locked up her house and gave us the key, and 

then disappeared off to be one of Jesus’ disciples. So, we hadn’t seen Mary for quite 

a while. 

But then she came home a week ago.  

She was so excited!  

Jesus had just ridden into Jerusalem, and the whole city was going crazy about him. 

Mary had had quite and adventure as she followed Jesus around the country. She 

told us all about the miracles she had seen him do, and the people he had healed. 

So, it was hardly surprising that people were very excited about his arrival. Even my 

husband, Caleb, wondered if he should go and hear Jesus speak. I couldn’t go as I’m 

a full-time carer for my mother-in-law. She lives with us and she’s very frail. But it 

means that I seldom get out of the house these days. 

Anyway, the atmosphere in the city quickly changed as the week went on. You’ve 

probably heard that Jesus ended up being arrested and executed in rather a hurry. 



Mary was devastated! When I heard her wailing in her house on Friday afternoon, I 

told Caleb to keep an eye on his mother, and I went to see her. She was 

inconsolable! But she was also very confused about what had happened, and why. 

She told me that Jesus had said he would die, but she hadn’t really taken any notice 

of it. I think it probably wasn’t something she was wanting to hear. 

Then, two other women turned up at her house, who I guessed had also been Jesus’ 

disciples. So, after a while I left them to carry on mourning together. Besides, the 

Sabbath was about to start so I had to get home for that. 

I didn’t hear the three women go out early this morning. But I heard them come 

back! I couldn’t believe the noise they were making. I don’t mean the wailing that 

we heard on Friday. That was gone. Now they were talking loudly, laughing, singing 

and all sorts! 

Unfortunately, it woke my mother-in-law up before her normal time…which set her 

mood for the day! 

And now there are rumours that Jesus is alive again. Of course, I’m not stupid, I 

wouldn’t normally have believed that sort of thing. But the transformation in these 

three women has left me unable to rule the idea out! 


