
 

 

Homily. Feast of the Exultation Of the Cross. 13-14 September 2025. 

 

Crucifixion was a painful, humiliating and shameful death, reserved for 

the worst of criminals. We only have to think back a few years to the 

crucifixions carried out by the ISIS mob in parts of the world to remember 

just how gruesome and reviling they were. How then did this cruel dying 

become a pathway to exultation? How did the Cross, which can still shock 

us, end up as the symbol of our faith? 

 

The answer to these questions lies in the One who endured his dying and 

death upon the Cross and in what he made of it. Jesus of Nazareth died 

on it out of love for us and for the world. He accepted the shame of the 

Cross in fidelity to God, his cries upon it being those of a painful hope that 

God could even bring goodness and life from his darkness and from its 

barren wood. This God did and this God still does, affirming that no love 

is ever futile, no sacrifice ever wasted, no experience of evil and suffering 

ever in vain. The resurrection of Jesus, affirming him as the chosen and 

anointed Christ of God, seals the way of the Cross as our way into life. 

 

One time when I was in a very dark spot, one of a few I might add, a 

wiser man than I said to me that the only way out of this situation was 

through it. He was telling me that my cross must become my share in 

Christ’s Cross. If I’d let this happen by living the long, painful path through 

it until the light broke, then I’d be transformed and changed. His was a 

hard message for me to swallow, but it was also faithful, right and true. 

 



 

 

None of us ever longs for the cross, the shame, the struggle, the pain or 

the blackness it carries into our lives, but such experiences are very much 

part of our lives. If they’re not to deform and break us, then we have to go 

through them, allowing ourselves to be carried across their inevitability 

until we emerge changed, wiser, more compassionate and patient. We 

can’t do this of our own resources and nor do we have to. We need to be 

carried by our faith that Jesus Christ bears these heavy burdens with us 

and for us. In such times we won’t see his footsteps going on ahead of us 

because he’ll be under us, carrying us forwards. Without him there 

though, anger, bitterness and hopelessness wins out, leaving us not 

transformed but traumatised and truncated shells of true selves. 

 

In other words, the Cross of Christ, our Christian badge, similar to a 

hangman’s noose, a guillotine or firing squad, takes the heartbreak, 

suffering and senselessness we feel and rebeals that, as it was with the 

Crucified Christ, the bad can produce good and that worst needn’t be a 

curtain call, but can be curtain raise as dawn of the next act of living. 

 

This is what we’ve been baptised and reborn into, the inheritance and 

power of our faith, a candle burning in the darkness that can’t be 

extinguished. It’s what each and every Eucharist proclaims, celebrates 

and feeds into us (as it will for Andrew, Matilde and Baby Elliot tonight)  

every day we(they) live our(their) faith within the Church community. The 

Exultation of the Holy Cross is all of this and more. The truth though is, as 

was said to me, that we know its power best by living through it until we 

come out of it changed in our substance like the bread and wine, changed 

ourselves into the Crucified and risen Christ himself. 


