
A Saturday 4pm Vigil (Like no other) 
 My Friends, 

 

Sometimes I think I am the worst offender of “Thou Shalt Keep Holy the Sabbath Day.” 

Of course, I am privileged to celebrate the Eucharist. I am privileged to greet you at the door, or 

sing with Sandy & Brian at Communion time. 

  

But my weekends are a crazy blur. Several thousand people flow and ebb through St Patrick’s 

and there is a tide of faithfulness breaking on the shores of this sacred space that humbles and 

inspires me. But beneath the surface, 101 things are going on. Religious Education, parking 

problems, medical emergencies (either at local hospitals or in our very own pews), appointments 

galore. Parishioners complaining, parishioners complimenting, parishioners 

grieving, parishioners planning, parishioners laughing, parishioners pledging love eternal, till 

death do them part, parishioners celebrating life’s beginnings and mourning its end, parishioners 

connecting and checking up on each other, parishioners confessing, parishioners praying…. 

 

It’s noisy, it’s fast, it’s beautiful, wonderful, it’s SACRED and HOLY beyond words… 

  

And by 7pm… 

  

It’s over.  It’s quiet. 

Everyone has moved on. 

The tide of humanity has pulled away from the Shores of the Kingdom, and back into the oceans 

of our crazy everyday world. 

 

This Saturday at 4pm, the parking lot was (almost deserted) but I think it is less a case of no one 

been here and more a case of what I described above. Spreading beyond a few weekend hours in 

a small place, to an outreach like none other, the values of Saturday Vigil’s and Sunday 

mornings are finding and making a space… 

in towns and cities, 

in houses and homes, 

in us, 

in our lives. 

  

  

A stirring poem written by a Capuchin Franciscan priest Fr Richard Hendrick in Dublin 

a few days before St Patrick’s Day captures what is going on better than my clumsy words 

  

Lockdown 

Yes there is fear. 

Yes there is isolation. 

Yes there is panic buying. 

Yes there is sickness. 

Yes there is even death. 

But, 



 

They say that in Wuhan after so many years of noise 

You can hear the birds again. 

They say that after just a few weeks of quiet 

The sky is no longer thick with fumes 

But blue and grey and clear. 

 

They say that in the streets of Assisi 

People are singing to each other 

across the empty squares, 

keeping their windows open 

so that those who are alone 

may hear the sounds of family around them. 

 

They say that a hotel in the West of Ireland 

is offering free meals and delivery to the housebound. 

 

Today a young woman I know 

is busy spreading fliers with her number 

through the neighborhood 

So that the elders may have someone to call on. 

 

Today Churches, Synagogues, Mosques and Temples 

are preparing to welcome 

and shelter the homeless, the sick, the weary 

All over the world people are slowing down and reflecting 

All over the world people are looking at their neighbors in a new way 

All over the world people are waking up to a new reality 

To how big we really are. 

To how little control we really have. 

To what really matters. 

To Love. 

 

So we pray and we remember that 

Yes there is fear. 

But there does not have to be hate. 

Yes there is isolation. 

But there does not have to be loneliness. 

Yes there is panic buying. 

But there does not have to be meanness. 

Yes there is sickness. 

But there does not have to be disease of the soul 

Yes there is even death. 

But there can always be a rebirth of love. 

Wake to the choices you make as to how to live now. 

Today, breathe. 



 

 

Listen, behind the factory noises of your panic 

The birds are singing again 

The sky is clearing, 

Spring is coming. 

 

And we are always encompassed by Love. 

Open the windows of your soul 

And though you may not be able 

to touch across the empty square, 

Sing. 
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