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April   12,   2020  
 

Homily   at   Easter   Vigil   of   the   Lord’s   Resurrection  
 
“After   the   sabbath,   as   the   first   day   of   the   week   was   dawning…”  
 
It   seems   to   me   that   we   are   living   in   a   moment   of   great   anticipation   of   the   dawn.   It   is   a   time   of   anticipation  
and   of   hope,   perhaps   even   of   wonderment   of   what   the   dawn   will   bring?   It   is   a   time   of   extraordinary  
vulnerability   because   of   the   radical   social   responses   to   the   threat   of   coronavirus   to   the   public   health.   A   few  
short   weeks   ago   we   were   busily   getting   along   with   all   the   stuff   of   life   that   keeps   us   busy   and   distracted,   from  
ourselves   and   from   one   another.   Our   economy   was   supposedly   strong,   the   envy   of   the   world.   We   were  
perhaps   making   plans   for   summertime.   We   were   driving   our   cars,   going   to   school,   working   away,   just   taking  
care   of   our   daily   routines.   We   were   attending   to   all   those   things   that   are   so   important   to   us   usually…   Goals  
had   to   be   met,   plans   made   and   executed,   meetings   had   to   be   attended,   and   bills   had   to   be   paid.   Then  
everything   went   pear-shaped,   and   it   was   as   though   someone   hit   a   mighty   “re-set”   button   in   mid-life.  
 
Looking   back   at   our   calendar   here   in   the   parish,   First   Confessions,   First   Communions,   Confirmation,  
Women’s   Council   Luncheon,   RCIA   Sessions…   All   very   important   in   our   lives,   until   suddenly   they   weren’t   as  
important…   or   perhaps   better   to   say   their   importance   was   made   to   seem   less   in   light   of   the   extraordinary  
events   that   were   unfolding   in   our   world   and   which   began   to   indiscriminately   impact   upon   our   lives   and   our  
plans.   And   there   are   other   things   that   press   upon   and   begin   to   weigh   on   us,   making   some   of   our   usual  
struggles   seem   a   little   less   consequential.   People   were   planning   marriages.   We   face   rates   of   joblessness  
not   seen   for   decades.   Many   are   unable   to   be   physically   present   with   loved   ones   in   these   times,   and   some  
can’t   even   be   with   loved   ones   who   are   journeying   forth   from   this   life.   
 
During   the   week   I   sat   into   my   car   and   found   myself   driving   around   the   boundaries   of   our   parish…   praying   as  
I   went   for   all   of   you.   It’s   not   the   first   time   that   I’ve   done   this,   but   it   seemed   to   happen   a   lot   more   quickly   than  
usual.   Before   I   knew   it   I   was   back   at   the   rectory.   Far   less   traffic   on   our   streets.   I’m   told   the   405   is   wide   open  
these   days.   I’ve   heard   that   people   can   hear   birds   singing   in   the   heart   of   NY   City.   The   air   quality   in   the  
Southland   is   better   than   it's   been   in   over   ten   years.   Because   we’re   staying   home.   
 
But   already   the   clamoring   for   a   “return   to   normal”   is   being   heard   and   felt.   One   author   I   read   recently,   Julio  
Vincent   Gambuto,   makes   a   plea   however.   Recognizing   the   overwhelming   desire   to   return   to   normal,   he  
suggests   that   we   might   want   to   take   a   pause   and   intentionally   make   some   choices   about   what   we   really  
want   to   go   back   to,   and   to   pay   attention   to   what   we   might   want   to   carry   forward   into   our   future.   He   sees   this  
disruption   as   a   massive   opportunity   to   “reset”   our   lives,   our   nation   and   our   world.   He   writes   that   we   can   do  

 



 
 

this   on   a   “personal   scale   in   our   homes,   in   how   we   choose   to   spend   our   family   time   on   nights   and   weekends,  
what   we   watch,   what   we   listen   to,   what   we   eat,   and   what   we   choose   to   spend   our   dollars   on   and   where.   We  
can   do   it   locally   in   our   communities,   in   what   organizations   we   support,   what   truths   we   tell,   and   what   events  
we   attend.   And   we   can   do   it   nationally   in   our   government,   in   which   leaders   we   vote   in   and   to   whom   we   give  
power.   If   we   want   cleaner   air,   we   can   make   it   happen.   If   we   want   to   protect   our   doctors   and   nurses   from   the  
next   virus   —   and   protect   all   Americans   —   we   can   make   it   happen.   If   we   want   our   neighbors   and   friends   to  
earn   a   dignified   income,   we   can   make   that   happen.   If   we   want   millions   of   kids   to   be   able   to   eat   if   suddenly  
their   school   is   closed,   we   can   make   that   happen.   And,   yes,   if   we   just   want   to   live   a   simpler   life,   we   can  
make   that   happen,   too.”   ( https://forge.medium.com/prepare-for-the-ultimate-gaslighting-6a8ce3f0a0e0 )  
 
Peggy   Noonan,   in   a   Holy   Week   reflection   on   the   current   realities,   quotes   Professor   Jonathan   Haidt,   who  
observes   that   “This   is   a   time   for   us   to   reflect…   and   [to]   choose   a   better   story.   Right   now   stories   are   being  
rewritten   all   around   us,   nationally,   individually,   and   we   all   get   a   chance   to   do   some   of   the   rewriting.”  
 
Last   week   there   appeared   in   the   paper   a   story   about   a   NY   landlord   deferring   rent   payment   for   80   tenants.  
On   the   same   page   there   was   a   story   about   an   individual   who   was   hoarding   N95   masks   and   trying   to   sell  
them   with   a   huge   markup.   We   know   that   within   ourselves   we   struggled   with   our   own   choices.   In   these  
choices   some   of   us   were   surprised   to   find   ourselves   looking   for   ways   to   look   after   “Number   1”.   Some   of   us  
were   surprised   to   find   ourselves   looking   for   ways   to   reach   out   and   look   after   others.   
 
While   both   possibilities   remain   with   us,   I   have   to   confess   that   I   have   seen   such   an   outpouring   of   care   and  
concern   by   people   for   others,   a   care   and   concern   that   all-too-often   lies   hidden   beneath   the   frantic  
forgetfulness   of   our   ordinary   “normal”,   and   I   am   lifted   up   and   renewed   by   it.   
 
Small   acts   of   human   kindness   have   the   potential   to   change   the   world   for   us.   Neighbors   are   reaching   out   to  
each   other   and   fetching   items   from   the   grocery   stores   for   one   another.   People’s   yearning   for   community   has  
seen   FaceTime   and   ZOOM   calls   explode,   and   all   sorts   of   other   means   of   communicating   with   one   another...  
We   are   noticing   that   texting   isn’t   enough…   hearing   a   voice   isn’t   quite   enough…   even   hearing   a   voice   and  
seeing   a   face,   though   better,   is   still   not   enough   for   us.   
 
Doctors   and   nurses   in   our   community   with   whom   I’ve   been   speaking   are   telling   me   of   hands   of   those   who  
are   dying   being   held,   and   comfort   beyond   physical   medicine   being   shared.   Just   yesterday   I   prayed   funeral  
rites   for   a   member   of   the   community,   and   from   there   went   to   anoint   a   dying   lady   in   the   company   of   her  
family.   We   are   an   embodied   people   and   we   seek   the   grace,   comfort   and   blessing   of   physical   contact   and  
closeness   that   we   need   in   our   lives   in   order   to   thrive.   The   very   closing   of   our   buildings   at   the   parish   hurts  
because   it   deprives   us   of   the   spaces   within   which   we   usually   work   at   building   and   nurturing   our   shared  
relationship   of   communion.   It’s   right   and   fitting   that   we   miss   our   sacraments   and   the   sacramental   life.   So   too  
the   gatherings   that   have   been   suspended   -   bible   study,   sacramental   preparation,   Women's   Council,   Men’s  
Club,   the   Legion   of   Mary,   the   St.   Vincent   dePaul…   This   massive   though   momentary   disruption   is   an  
opportunity   for   us   to   look   here   too   for   what   is   important   and   significant   for   us.   
 
Whenever   the   new   normal   comes,   I   hope   we   won’t   lose   sight   of   the   goodness   of   these   crazy   days,   or   of   the  
lessons   for   goodness   we   have   the   opportunity   to   take   to   heart.   I   have   no   doubt   that   there   will   be   a   mad  
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dash   to   get   the   economy   back   on   track,   to   open   up   schools   and   get   kids   into   their   desks,   to   begin   to   speak  
amongst   ourselves   as   though   no   great   disruption   ever   took   place…   With   economic   challenges   and   political  
motivations,   we   will   face   a   lot   of   pressure   to   forget   all   that   is   happening…   but   friends,   don’t   do   it.   Do   not  
forget.   To   do   so   would   be   just   like   forgetting   about   the   significance   of   God’s   self-sacrifice   in   Jesus   for   us,   to  
forget   about   the   power   of   a   tomb   to   hold   the   seed   of   life   to   come,   to   forget   about   Resurrection   and   the  
promise   it   holds   for   newness   of   life   for   all   of   us.   
 
This   time   of   waiting   and   of   anticipation,   as   we   mentioned,   is   like   waiting   for   the   dawn.   So   what   will   our   dawn  
bring?   The   psalmist   writes:   

“My   whole   being   hopes   in   the   Lord,   more   than   watchman   for   daybreak;  
more   than   watchman   for   daybreak,   let   Israel   hope   in   the   Lord.   
For   with   the   Lord   is   faithful   love…”     (Ps.   130)  

 
The   story   we   tell   in   ritual   and   in   narrative   tonight,   the   story   of   our   Salvation,   told   from   Genesis   through   the  
prophets   and   into   Paul,   finds   its   culmination   in   the   story   of   the   Resurrection   of   Jesus.   It   is   our   story   of   God’s  
ultimate   “reset”   for   us   personally   and   for   the   world.   Most   of   the   time   our   lives   are   hurtling   along   so   hard   and  
fast   that   we   are   perhaps   tempted   to   neglect   to   see   this   radical   invitation   to   live   in   the   fullness   of   life   that   God  
desires   for   us.   
 
Resurrection   is   the   ultimate   sign   of   God’s   favor   for   us,   and   of   the   yearning   God   has   for   relationship   with   us  
and   which   we   in   turn   have   for   God   and   one   another.   
 
Our   church   buildings   may   remain   locked   for   now,   but   the   power   of   God   cannot   be   contained   by   these   walls.  
The   doors   may   be   closed,   but   the   Spirit   of   God   bursts   through   them   as   on   Pentecost   Day   to   enliven   us   all   to  
be   living   images   of   Jesus   wherever   we   may   be.   Our   ready   access   to   sacraments   -   never   to   be   taken   for  
granted   again,   perhaps   -   prompts   us   to   be   more   intentional   about   being   sacrament   for   one   another   -   living,  
outward   signs   of   God’s   grace   made   flesh.  
 
This   Easter,   I   invite   you   to   gaze   deeply   into   the   recesses   of   the   tombs   within   which   we   might   be   rattling   for  
too   long   in   our   own   lives.   Reflect   intently   on   the   choices   we   make,   and   then,   when   ready,   step   out   of   those  
tombs   into   a   new   dawn,   renewed,   made   more   whole   again,   restored   to   a   deeper   perspective   of   what   is  
good   and   wonderful   about   ourselves   and   about   the   contributions   we   can   make   for   the   good   of   our   family,   of  
our   community   and   of   our   world.   And   if,   as   you   emerge   into   the   light   of   the   new   dawn,   you   find   yourself  
stumbling,   tentative,   or   just   plain   nervous…   reach   out   your   tentative   hands   and   let   them   find   other   reaching,  
tentative   hands…   and   let’s   move   forward   together.  
 
“After   the   sabbath,   as   the   first   day   of   the   week   was   dawning...”   
 
Friends,   may   God   richly   bless   you   in   this   Easter   dawning  
.  
F�.   Davi�  


