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Dedication

To those who dwell in the silence before dawn—
whose hope flickers in exile,
whose prayers echo unanswered,
whose testimony waits beneath the stone.
This work is for the unheard, the overlooked, the wounded who walk between wotlds,
bearing witness to a resurrection not yet seen, but deeply felt.

May light find you in the waiting.
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Preface

There is a silence nestled between the crucifixion and resurrection—a silence heavy with memory, grief,
and hope deferred. It was in this space, this sacred pause, that The Dawn Between Worlds was born.

This book is not a retelling of Easter in conventional terms, but a theological reflection shaped by
testimony, prophetic echo, and spiritual tension. I have long felt drawn to the threshold moments of
scripture—the spaces where justice stirs, remembrance aches, and voice is restored. Here, in the dawn
between worlds, we meet a risen truth that refuses to be domesticated.

I write not merely to explain, but to evoke; not simply to teach, but to remember. The journey you are
about to take is layered—woven from Gospel fragments, ancient lament, contemporary urgency, and
eternal hope.

Let us walk the silence together.
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Foreword

In every generation, the resurrection of Christ reverberates with fresh urgency. It is not simply a historical
claim, but a lived proclamation—a defiant whisper against despair. In The Dawn Between Worlds, Laurence
Muzembi does more than interpret this mystery; he inhabits it.

This work is not merely theological commentary—it is encounter. With poetic precision and prophetic

insight, Laurence invites the reader to sit beside Mary at the tomb, to listen with Cleopas along the
Emmaus road, and to gaze into the space where heaven and earth entwine.

What distinguishes this book is its layered voice—part lamentation, part testimony, and wholly devoted to
the power of resurrection. Laurence speaks for those who dwell in thresholds: the unheard, the exiled, the
dreaming faithful who await a dawn.

Read this slowly. Let each chapter be a veil lifted. And may your own silence begin to stir with the
promise of light.
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Introduction

The Threshold of Resurrection

Haster begins in darkness.

Before light pierced the tomb, before angels spoke, before feet ran with news of an empty grave—there
was waiting. There was grief. There was silence.

This book is written from within that silence. The Dawn Between Worlds is a theological meditation on
resurrection as divine unveiling—a truth that overturns power, restores dignity, and draws the silenced
into speech. It reflects on historical witnesses and prophetic voices, connecting their experience to the
exiled longings of today.

You will not find fictional characters here. Instead, you will encounter Mary Magdalene, Peter, Cleopas,
and others whose testimony continues to roar across centuries. Their witness becomes a mirror—a sacred
invitation to wrestle with justice, remembrance, and the trembling truth of being risen.

This book is built from long chapters and layered reflections. It draws upon scripture, prophetic literature,
and devotional insight, seeking to bridge the grave and the garden, exile and return, silence and
proclamation.

Welcome to the threshold. Welcome to the dawn.
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Chapter One
Night Before Light

The silence that precedes resurrection is not absence—it is preparation. 1t watches. It weeps. It waits.

I. The Shroud of Dusk
The crucifixion was finished.

The streets had emptied. The voices that cried "Crucify" had grown silent, replaced by the slow
unravelling of grief among the faithful few who remained. The body of Jesus lay within a borrowed tomb,
wrapped in linen and sorrow. And the world held its breath.

Holy Saturday—this liminal void—remains the most overlooked day in the Passion narrative. A day
without signs. No miracles, no movement. Just silence. Just waiting.

Yet it is here, in the tension between death and dawn, that resurrection begins. It does not break forth
suddenly; it gestates beneath stone, within hearts fractured by loss.

Isaiah once asked, “Who has believed onr report?” The answer echoes: those willing to wait in the shadow
without proof. Those who see through tears, not spectacle.

I1. The Theology of Stillness
Silence is not emptiness—it is echo.

Throughout scripture, God’s voice comes not only in fire or flood, but in whisper and wound. Elijah
heard Him not in the quake, but in the stillness. Job sat among ashes. Lamentations offered no resolution,
only longing.

Haster’s power lies in its pause.

In this divine suspension, we meet the slow undoing of exile. Mary Magdalene, the apostles, Joseph of
Arimathea—all encountered silence before they encountered light. Their grief shaped their reception.
Their mourning was the soil where testimony would grow.

Resurrection, before it arrives, unearths.

ITI. The Empire Watches

Rome did not expect resurrection.
The religious leaders feared rumour, not reality.
A stone was placed not to preserve the dead—but to protect the narrative.

And yet, beneath political hush and spiritual numbness, something stirred.

Holy Saturday is the day of suppressed hope, the empire’s silence, the ache of the faithful. It holds both
suspicion and surrender. The guards at the tomb did not know they stood at history’s threshold.

The world did not end at the cross. It held its breath at the tomb.
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IV. Testimony Buried in Silence

There ate stories that cannot be told loudly.
There are truths too sacred for shouting.

In this chapter of resurrection, we begin not with proclamation but with meditation. This book does not
rush to dawn—it dwells in the quiet that precedes it.

Let us listen.

To the garden now barren.
To the stone, unmoved.
To the oil in trembling hands, ready to anoint what should not rise.

And from this listening, The Dawn Between Worlds unfolds.



The Dawn Between Worlds

Chapter Two
The Witnesses

They did not seek the resurrection—ithey sought the dead. What they found was a rising voice.

I. Mary at the Garden

The Gospel according to John tells us, “Early on the first day of the week, while it was still dark, Mary Magdalene
came to the tomb.” It is in this detail—the darkness—that her story begins not in triumph, but in longing.

She carried oils, grief, and perhaps a broken hope. Her arrival at the tomb was not a pilgrimage of belief,
but a descent into mourning. She came because love lingers beyond death.

Mayry is the first witness not because she understood, but because she showed up.

Her encounter with the risen Christ did not begin with recognition. She mistook Him for the gardener.
Resurrection, it seems, does not always arrive with clarity—but with presence.

And it is not theology that awakens her—it is her name, spoken.

"Mary," Jesus said.
She turned."

Let this be a cornerstone of resurrection theology: the risen speaks personally, intimately, into the grave
of memory. And the one who hears becomes a witness.

II. Peter and the Grave
Peter had run.

John outran him, but Peter went into the tomb first. He saw the linen cloths lying there. He did not
understand. He did not proclaim.

And yet, he too is a witness.

Petet’s resurrection journey is marked not by certainty, but restoration. From denial to commission. From
fear to feeding sheep.

His story reminds us: resurrection does not demand perfection—it offers restoration to those broken by
failure.

III. Cleopas on the Road
Two disciples walking away.

The road to Emmaus is paved with disappointment. Cleopas and his companion had hoped. That hope
had died.

They spoke of the crucifixion, the rumours of resurrection. They did not recognize the stranger who
walked with them.

10
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And yet, when He broke the bread, they knew.
Their hearts had burned—but recognition came through a shared meal, not theological revelation.

Here again, resurrection is intimate, embodied, slow. It walks with us before we see it. It listens before it
speaks.

IV. Witness as Vocation

To be a witness is to hold tension:
e Between what was and what is
e Between sorrow and proclamation
e Between grave and garden

The first witnesses were not theologians. They were mourners, pilgrims, wanderers. And through them,
the risen voice began to echo.

This chapter invites readers not only to reflect on historical figures, but to see themselves mirrored in
Mary’s devotion, Peter’s failure, Cleopas’s ache.

To witness is not merely to observe—it is to respond.

11
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Chapter Three
The Empty Grave

Emptiness can be revelation. The tomb, once sealed in silence, now speaks in absence.

I. A Grave That Refuses to Hold

Early Sunday morning, the stone was no longer where it had been. The tomb, once guarded and sealed,
now stood open—not with fanfare, but with stillness.

There was no lightning strike, no declaration from heaven. Only space.

John’s Gospel tells us the linen cloths were folded—an act of intention, not chaos. Luke adds that the
women found “no body,” and Matthew says the guards trembled. But scripture offers no detail of the
actual rising. Only its aftermath.

And this is the paradox of the empty grave: the greatest event in history is first revealed in a whisper.

I1. The Theology of Emptiness
The resurrection is not simply an act—it is an unveiling,

The empty grave doesn’t scream “victory”’; it speaks "reversal." Not just of death, but of abandonment,
injustice, and divine silence. It is the unmaking of despair.

In Ezekiel’s vision of dry bones, breath enters where lifelessness reigned. In Hosea, God says, ‘T wil/
ransom them from the power of the grave.” The resurrection echoes these promises—not just for Jesus, but for
all who live buried by shame, fear, or exile.

The grave is not denied—it is transformed.

ITI. Absence as Testimony

The empty tomb offers no physical presence of Jesus, but it speaks nonetheless.
e To Mary Magdalene, it is the doorway to encounter.
e To Peter, it is a space to reckon with denial.
e To empire, it is a threat—proof that death does not hold dominion.

The grave does not offer Jesus—it offers the possibility of Him. It calls the witnesses to interpret, to
remember, to believe.

In this absence, faith is tested and truth begins to roar.

12
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IV. What Does an Empty Grave Say Today?

For those silenced by systems, forgotten by society, buried by grief—the resurrection offers a grammar of
defiance. It says:

e  You will not be lost forever.
e [Exile is not eternal.
e Justice does not end at the cross.

The grave is empty, not to erase suffering, but to transform it. It leaves behind cloths once soaked in
death and calls forth a community to speak life.

13
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Chapter Four

Resurrection and Justice

The stone was rolled not just from a tomb, but from the voices buried beneatl empire.

I. Resurrection Is Reversal

In Luke’s Magnificat, Mary sings of a God who exalts the lowly and scatters the proud. Resurrection is
the crescendo of this song—a divine act that lifts the crushed, exposes the corrupted, and restores the
silenced.

The cross bore injustice.
The resurrection reversed it.

Christ did not rise in secret to escape death—He rose to confront it. The empire’s sentence was nullified.
The religious system’s fear dissolved. Truth stepped beyond the grave to walk with the exiled.

This is not a metaphor. It is the spiritual blueprint of justice.

II. From Witness to Voice

When Mary Magdalene proclaimed, “T have seen the Lord,” she broke barriers. The first resurrection
preacher was a woman. And in that declaration, resurrection became protest—against gendered exclusion,
religious hierarchy, and societal silence.

Resurrection empowers the voiceless. It turns mourning into memory and memory into testimony.

Justice, then, is not a court ruling—it is a risen Christ choosing those the wotld overlooked.

ITI. The Cross and the Margins

Jesus died a marginalized death—executed outside the city, among criminals, under imperial judgment.
His resurrection reclaims that space.

Resurrection does not come from the Temple—it comes from a tomb. It does not emerge in polished
power but in wounds still visible.

The risen Christ showed His scars. Justice does not erase suffering—it redeems it.

And in that moment, suffering becomes sacred ground. Resurrection steps into trauma and speaks,
“Peace be with you.”

IV. Living Resurrection
To believe in resurrection is not merely to affirm a past event—it is to embody a present calling.
e To seek justice for the unheard.

e To remember those buried beneath history.

14
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e To speak when silence is demanded.

o To walk, like Mary and Cleopas, proclaiming what cannot be unseen.

The risen Christ does not ascend immediately—He walks among the grieving, commissions the failed,

burns in the hearts of wanderers.

Resurrection is presence. Resurrection is participation.

15
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Chapter Five

Between Worlds

Resurrection does not end at the tomb—it begins in the crossing.

I. The Space Between

Between Friday’s final breath and Sunday’s proclamation lies a chasm—a spiritual interval where the laws
of time and flesh seem suspended. The risen Christ did not return to normalcy; He stepped into a realm
“between.”

He appeared suddenly. Entered locked rooms. Bore wounds yet walked. Ate fish yet ascended.

Paul writes, “I'he firstfruits of those who have fallen asleep.” In this phrase, resurrection becomes bridgework—
Jesus as the first to rise not only from death but into a transformed reality.

He belongs to both realms:
e Human enough to touch

¢ Divine enough to vanish

II. Veil and Threshold

Biblical history is filled with veils—barriers between God and humanity.
e The veil in the Temple torn at crucifixion
e The veil of Moses’ face, hidden in glory
e The veil of mystery that shrouded God on Sinai

Resurrection tears every veil. It reveals not through clarity but through encounter. Jesus on the road to
Emmaus was not recognized until bread was broken. The threshold of revelation required motion,
relationship, shared story.

Resurrection isn’t merely light—it’s passage.

And in this passage, new creation peeks through.

ITI. Heaven Touching Earth
The resurrection narratives pulse with echoes of Genesis and Revelation:
¢ Garden becomes meeting place again, just as Eden once did.
e The risen One walks, names, blesses—Ilike God in the cool of day.

¢ And in Revelation, the risen Lamb becomes light itself.

16
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This is the theology of crossing:
The resurrection does not take us oxf of the world but transfigures our place within it.

The garden is not abandoned—it’s redeemed. Earth is not rejected—it’s invited. Humanity is not
shamed—it is glorified.

IV. Living in the Threshold
To dwell “between worlds” is the vocation of resurrection people.
We live:

e Between hope and grief

e Between memory and promise

e Between exile and home

We speak of what we have seen, even when the world cannot bear it. We carry the ache of crucifixion and
the thrill of dawn in the same breath.

To follow the risen Christ is to walk continually at the threshold. And to know: He meets us there.

17
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Chapter Six
The Remembered Dawn

Resurrection is not an ending—it is remembrance in motion.

I. Dawn as Memory

The tomb stands empty, but its silence remains. The resurrection does not erase what came before—it
illumines it.

Mary remembered. Peter remembered. Cleopas remembered. Their proclamation was born from
experience, not abstraction.

The Church does not gather merely to retell the Easter story:
exile and return, crucifixion and rising, silence and speech. Dawn is not simply a new light—it is

it gathers to re-member: to stitch together

remembered light.

To live resurrection is to recall the places we thought would remain dark—and see them gleam.

II. A Community of the Risen

The witnesses became a fellowship. The fellowship became the Church. And its memory was built not on
power, but presence.

Acts begins with waiting—not conquest. Pentecost flows from resurrection remembrance. The Spirit
does not arrive in thunder, but in shared memory set aflame.

To be the Church is to be a people of remembered dawn. We carry the wounds of Friday, the ache of
Saturday, and the whisper of Sunday all at once.

And we walk among the world not as conquerors—but as witnesses.

ITI. Resurrection as Calling
Each disciple is sent. Each testimony becomes vocation.
Resurrection asks us to live the reversal:

e To lift the lowly

e To break silence with compassion

e To step into tombs still guarded by fear and speak

This calling is not one of triumphalism. It is rooted in the wounds still shown. Christ did not rise
unscarred—He rose and said, “Touch.”

So we, too, must rise with wounds visible. And offer the same invitation.

18
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IV. Into the Light We Bear
The Dawn Between Worlds is not confined to one garden, one grave, one moment.
It happens whenever dignity is restored, truth is spoken, and silence becomes song.

You, reader, are part of this movement. You are a witness, a bearer of remembered light, a living echo of
the unveiling.

As this chapter—and this book—<closes, let us not shut the tomb behind us. Let us walk into the
morning, remembering:

e Every exile has a homecoming.
e Every silence hides a voice.

e Every stone can be rolled away.

19
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Final Reflection

Prayer at the Threshold

O Risen Christ,

You who broke the silence of the tomb,

You who rose not in thunder, but in whisper—

Meet us in onr exile, as Yon met Mary in the garden.
Call us by name.

Let every grave we carry
become a place of awakening.
Let every silence we survive
become testimony.

We who walk between worlds—

between grief and glory,

between justice delayed and hope unveiled—
do not ask for signs.

We ask for presence.

Let the dawn not merely rise around us.
Let it rise within us.

Until the wounded are remembered,
the exiled are returned,

and the stone is rolled once more.

Amen.

20
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Benediction

Light Between Worlds

May you walk in the memory of morning,
Carrying the silence that shaped your voice,
And the testimony that outlived the grave.

May the stone that once sealed you
become the altar of your return.

And may the Risen Christ,
who stood in gardens and walked beside wanderers,
whisper your name again.

Go forth—wounded, watching, awakened.
Between wortlds, you rise.

Amen.

21
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Afterword

Living the Unveiling

Resurrection does not retire once proclaimed.

It invites us daily into reversal:
To hear the unheard.

To remember the broken.

To speak where silence ruled.

The Dawn Between Worlds was never intended as a conclusion. It is a beginning—a call to witness not only
with words, but with presence. As you close these pages, consider what graves have marked your own
journey. What veils have been torn. What gardens remain unseen.

The tomb is empty.
The story is not.

22
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Reading & Reflection Guide

Reflection Question

Where have you experienced spiritual silence that prepared
you for transformation?

Which Gospel witness do you most relate to, and why?

How does the absence of evidence become invitation in
your faith journey?

Where do you see resurrection calling forth justice today?

How do you live the tension of “already” and “not yet” in
your spiritual walk?

What testimony are you being called to carry forward?
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About the Author

Laurence Muzembi is a prophetic voice and theological storyteller whose works invite readers into the
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