
 

 

              Homily. Easter Vigil/Easter Sunday. 4/5 April. 2026. 

In every story we’ve received it’s the women who got up just as the first 

light of day cut into the edges of the dark horizon. The men, meanwhile, 

lay in their beds stewing over how their leader and Lord had been 

executed down so viciously, taking with him their failed plans and broken 

dreams. It’s easy to understand their state as the followers were afraid of 

the authorities who had dealt so mercilessly with Jesus, their Teacher .  

 

Nevertheless, women, chief among them Mary of Magdalene, left safety 

and made their way to Jesus tomb in semi-darkness. What motivated 

them to do this was their love, devotion and respect for him. They wanted 

to ensure that he was buried and mourned properly, according to their 

customs, not in the hasty way he’d been put aside on Friday. 

 

Apart from the Angel’s announcement not much was said, it being more a 

matter of what they saw, sensed and felt. The earth shook, the stone was 

rolled away, the tomb was empty, the was Sun brighter, all far from as 

expected and not normal. The Angel said that Jesus had risen as he’d 

promised, commissioning them to go and make a mission to the others 

telling them that they would see him in Galilee. There was fear in all of 

this, confusion, too, but also a slow, sure in-breaking of hope rooted in 

their memory of what Jesus promised that defied all the rules of living. 

Having been told not to fear, filled with joy, they quickly left the garden to 

tell the others, but Jesus didn’t make these witnesses wait. No, he came 

to meet them, very much alive, more so that he’d ever been.  

 



 

 

These women are the first Apostles who took the Good-News of their 

experience of Jesus risen and shared it with others. They’d faced and 

embraced their fears with stronger love for their Lord. Their love drew 

them to be met and greeted by him so that they would know that love for 

him defeats fear and in the end destroys even the power death itself.  

 

Centuries later, we’re here because of what they saw, sensed, heard and 

felt, their descendants if you will. As today’s apostles we feel joy in the 

songs, hear hope in the prayers, sense comfort and acceptance in this 

church, draw energy from the resurrection message and welcome Jesus 

peace and life into ourselves by taking in the very body, blood and spirit.  

 

It’s he who assures us that our lives don’t end at a tomb with corruption, 

but rather at a door which slides open in the breeze and light of a new 

day. Christ’s new way for us home beings more life, more love and more 

joy. All of this arises from our faith in God’s everlasting love for us made 

clear to us in the Risen Lord of our reconciliation and re-birth. For this 

offering we say, Amen, yes, and to this truth we sing our Alleluias, praise 

be to God. 


