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04.05.2015 
Easter Vigil/Easter Sunday 

The headline in Saturday morning’s paper stated: “Co-Pilot Sped Up as Plane Plunged.”  It was, of course, the story of 
the Germanwing’s flight that was deliberately crashed last week by a young, troubled man named Andreas Lubitz, 
who took 150 innocent lives with him to death.  It’s the kind of story that captivates people for the sheer tragedy and 
meaninglessness of it all, and for the very chilling and frightening evidence that it offers us as to just how dark a 
human heart can become, and how far from hope and redemption a human situation can stray.  There is simply no 
possibility for this event to end well.  And it’s all too late now.  And perhaps the only more agonizing, infuriating thing 
that any of the loved ones could be told about it at this moment is that all those passengers are not gone, nor has 
death had the last word here: There should be hope and expectation rather than despair.   

It would take a very rarely courageous person to risk shouting that out loud through the canyons of the French Alps 
this week: “Do not linger here in this place of death!  Do not be convinced by what you have seen, but believe in the 
same God who has permitted all this to occur.  There is joy and life yet ahead.  Now go and live that way!”  And do all 
this on the strength of no other evidence but the fact that the dead are no longer here and the crucified, entombed 
Jesus of Nazareth promised that it shall be so.  Who’s ready for that?  Easter people are.  Perhaps only they. 

Perhaps it seems a little vulgar to be setting out here on Easter Night/Day with the recollection of something so grim 
and troubling as that awful event in Europe.  But if we don’t begin here or, or someplace like it, then Easter ultimately 
cannot mean very much.  Nor would we be faithful to the Sacred Scriptures that are held up for our hearing at this 
liturgy if we were to sanitize and domesticate the true drama of it all.   

Because the fact is that Easter is not a fairy tale, nor is it an amusing moral story for our enlightenment and sober 
contemplation.  And the astonishing Good News of Resurrection is not intended primarily for people whose mundane 
lives are moving along in in relative peace and tranquility.  And the setting for the miracle of that first Easter morning 
was not the Garden of Eden, teeming with life and beauty.  It was the garden of a graveyard, where spices were 
required to keep foul odors at bay.  It was a garden where people went to weep, not to laugh.  That’s where the story 
begins. 

The Gospel of Easter is most immediately the hope of people who are terrified, bewildered, and nearly crushed by the 
trauma of life and who are gasping for breath to hold on, to keep going and to stand another day.  It is a story so 
nearly incredible that it must be proclaimed most loudly in the French Alps today, and in every other place where 
hope seems most fragile or doubtful; like in Syria or Kenya, or at the Mexican border, or in a hospice or a cancer unit 
or a homeless shelter or in a safe house or a prison or a psychiatric care center.  Easter Alleluias are a lot less 
interesting or necessary for those who are merely agitated or inconvenienced by the irritations of daily life.  Easter is 
for people like the holy women of Jerusalem, Salome and the two Marys, who went to Jesus’ tomb not as expectant 
disciples but as broken, crushed witnesses of his murder.  They were almost the only ones who stayed until the bitter 
end of Good Friday.  They did not regard themselves as participating in a fairy tale, but rather, stuck in a nightmare.   

And that explains their reaction to the news of the resurrection which the young man in white proclaimed to them.  
Did you hear that reaction in today’s gospel? (Pause).  No, you didn’t, because it was conveniently edited out by the 
Lectionary, the editors thinking it would clean up and cheer up the story, no doubt.  There are eight verses to  
St. Mark’s original Easter story in Chapter 16, but so far at this Mass you and we have listened to only seven of them, 
the ones that end with the proclamation. “In Galilee you will see him, just as he told you!”  So here’s verse 8:  “They 
went out and fled from the tomb.  Trembling and panic had seized them.  They said nothing to anyone because they 
were afraid.”  The End.  Not exactly an Easter Parade with brunch to follow.  And that’s the point.   
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Easter isn’t for those of us who already have found lasting happiness in this world—or at least imagine that we have.  
It is instead for the honest among us, where threats are real and faith demands courage and discipleship asks for 
occasional expressions of heroism.  It’s for the families in Europe tonight and all those other places and circumstances 
closer to home—or perhaps even within our home.  Easter declares that life is triumphant even over this, because the 
love and justice of God is bigger even than this.  And you bet that seems almost impossible truly to trust.  That’s why 
we tremble a little. 

And the more preposterous that message seems, the better it gets.  So by all means let us sing out our joy and relish 
our hope on this holy night/day.  But let our jubilant sounds be more a happy protest in the face of apparent danger 
than any false denial of real life.  This is no fairy tale but it surely seems almost too good to be true.  ALMOST! 

Our celebration can be so heartfelt because we have understood what is at stake, and like the Holy Women, we find 
our voice of praise after the tears and terror, not instead of them.  God wins, even over this. 
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